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Tommy's life used to be so simple. As an only child living with his divorced father, Stan, he'd grown accustomed to the bachelor's life. In fact, Stan's near constant business trips meant that most of the time Tommy had the house entirely to himself. That all changed when Stan came back from a trip to Brazil a few weeks after Tommy's 18th birthday with Mia, a bona fide bombshell who shattered Tommy's once simple life.
Mia looked like she'd been plucked right off the beach in Rio. Her bright sundress wrapped tightly around her ample hips, and with each swaying step the fabric parted just enough to offer a glimpse of her tantalizing tanned thighs. A pair of thin straps over her toned shoulders struggled mightily to contain her swelling breasts, which bounced freely in apparent defiance of gravity even though clearly without a bra. Long black hair cascaded around her face, framing her almond eyes and full lips. Even her perfume and voice thrummed with sexual energy, as her exotic accent made even the simplest of sentences into a sensual delight. His senses overwhelmed in the face of this onslaught of feminine perfection, Tommy could only stutter as Stan introduced Mia as his new stepmother.
Stan was uncharacteristically shy as he explained briefly to Tommy that he'd met Mia during his latest trip, and that they'd fallen instantly in love. For his part, Tommy could see exactly what they saw in each other. Mia was a walking sex bomb, and Stan was a rich American with a green card. But before he could object, Mia wrapped him up in a tight hug, giving Tommy a more pressing concern. He struggled to hide his uncontrollable erection as his new stepmother wiggled into him and said that she was sure they would be very close. Stan and Mia disappeared into their bedroom for the rest of the day and into the evening, only coming out for quick runs to the kitchen. That night Tommy fell asleep struggling not to think about what was happening a few doors down the hallway while painfully aware of the fact that Mia was going to be on his mind no matter what he tried...
After a few days things started to settle into a rhythm, but life for Tommy was a far cry from what it had once been. Put simply, things were weird. To start with, Tommy was used to having the house all to himself most of the times, with the only girls present being the ones he invited over to take advantage of a parent-free house. Those clandestine visits were now a thing of the past, and instead of having the freedom to do whatever he liked, Tommy now had to deal with Mia's constant presence. She spent most of her time lounging by the pool, dipping in for a quick swim, or doing some light aerobics exercises or yoga inside. Tommy quickly learned three things about his new stepmother: she was fit, she was flexible, and she was not a big fan of modesty. Her expansive collection of bikinis, sports bras, and yoga pants left little to the imagination, and she hardly ever seemed to wear anything else. No matter where Tommy turned, it seemed like his hot new stepmother was always right there, bouncing around in something skimpy. And even though he knew it was totally wrong, he couldn't help appreciating the gorgeous figure she so prominently displayed. In fact, it didn't take long for Tommy to do a lot more than just appreciate it.
Mia's sexuality was like a match dropping on the jet fuel of Tommy's teenage hormones, and he burned for her like wild fire. Between having an empty house for girls to visit and the freedom to watch porn whenever he'd wanted, Tommy had never wanted for sex, but now his life was a nonstop whirlwind of self-gratification. The first handful of times he'd masturbated while thinking of Mia, Tommy had felt terrible and sworn to never do it again, but he soon resigned himself to the fact that he could never stop, and instead let himself enjoy the strange situation.
Before long, Tommy's daily routine revolved entirely around watching Mia. He woke up early each morning to be waiting for her at breakfast. While Mia floated about the kitchen in her loosely flowing silk kimono, Tommy would watch, transfixed by each teasing swish of fabric which promised a fleeting glimpse of her hidden treasures. After breakfast, Mia change into shorts and a sports bra for her morning yoga routine. Tommy would sit on the couch fiddling on his phone or pretending to read to have some excuse for hanging around while Mia worked through series after series of mind-blowing poses. The bends and arches she put her body through seemed almost impossible, and each one accentuated yet another of her amazing features. Tommy would get rock-hard in no time watching Mia's supple body, and whenever we held a particularly sexy pose stretching out her ass or pushing out her tits, he'd sneak a hand down under the pillow strategically positioned in his lap to play with himself. On a typical day he'd excuse himself at least a few times to jack off in another room to relieve the pressure.
After yoga, Mia cooled off with a dip in the pool, followed by sunbathing. Tommy, of course, spent this time glued to the back windows, working his cock while watching his stepmother's every move. Periodically Mia would pour on a new layer of oil or lotion, rubbing her soft hands all up and down her soft body. Tommy wondered at times if she knew that he was watching, since it almost seemed as if she were putting on a show, but she never once looked up at the house.
Most evenings Mia and Tommy would watch movies together on the couch. After the first couple of nights Mia chastised Tommy for not getting out of the house with his friends, but the truth was that he was nothing short of exhausted after jacking off all day. And it didn't hurt that his new stepmother was a cuddler. In fact, Mia seemed incapable of sitting on the couch with Tommy without leaning into him. Two hours of TV would fly by for Tommy as he marveled at Mia's apparent lack of personal boundaries. With her ass slowly rubbing into his side, or her breasts pressed against his torso, or even with her perfect head laying in his lap, Mia seemed utterly oblivious to both the inappropriateness of the situation and the effect she was having on Tommy.
As days flowed into weeks, Tommy grew more accustomed to his weird new life, and a few new realities surfaced. First, Tommy's sexual stamina reached ultra-marathon levels. By the end of the first week he'd been shooting blanks, but his body had adapted to the constant demand, and he was now pumping out bigger shots of cum than he'd ever seen. Of course, this meant that the occasional day when his father was home between trips was nearly intolerable, as Tommy's balls were churning with semen waiting to be spilled for his stepmother. The second change was that Tommy started to feel a surprising warmth for Mia. He'd initially thought he'd hate her, but now he couldn't help but feel fondly for her. Of course, the constant orgasmic high that she placed him in may have helped, but in all the time they spent together they really started to hit it off. Mia was smart and funny, and the way she giggled at Tommy's jokes was adorable. And since she couldn't have been more than a few years older than Tommy, he was surprised to find how many shared interests they had. All of this led to the third major change. Fueled by lust and the first flickers of love, Tommy started pushing the envelope to satisfy himself with Mia. And if you push your luck too far, eventually it's going to break.
It started out small. One day while Mia was out tanning by the pool, Tommy tore himself away from his perch by the window and slipped into her room. His heart pounded in his chest as he slipped into her closet. Unsure of exactly what he was looking for, but driven by an obsessive need for more of Mia, Tommy glanced about furtively. His eyes locked on the half open top drawer of her dresser. A few brightly colored bits of cloth peeked out, catching his attention. Like a moth to flame, Tommy moved closer, and found himself delicately rifling through Mia's panty drawer. The gentle aroma of Mia's perfume wafted upwards, instantly making Tommy's conditioned cock go rock hard. He buried his face in the tangle of lace and silk, inhaling deeply while rubbing his cock. Even in his lust-drunken state Tommy knew he couldn't risk staying long, so he forced himself away after a lingering moment. As intoxicating as Mia's perfume was, he wanted more. He wanted to smell Mia herself. Tommy quickly found her laundry hamper and pulled out a thong. It smelled exactly like her, and he shoved in down into his shorts and around his cock before escaping back to his room. Thrilled by his trophy, Tommy kept the panties stuffed in his shorts constantly, pulling them out only to inhale Mia's scent when he was jacking off to her. Every few days as the aroma wore off, he'd repeat his incursion, swapping the old pair for new.
Tommy's next surge of hormone-induced boldness came as Mia was sunbathing. After weeks of watching from a distance, he needed more. He wanted a closer look. So he slipped on a pair of trunks and nonchalantly walked out to the pool. Only once he got there did Tommy realize he didn't know what to do next. Mia was laying out in the sun, apparently unaware that he'd joined her. Unsure of what to do next, Tommy stood awkwardly for a long minute before laying down in the seat next to Mia and trying to keep from openly staring at the goddess layer out beside him. After a few minutes he was starting to debate going back inside, when Mia's melodic voice rescued him.
"Oh Tommy, I'm so glad you've come out to join me. The sun is just so hot today, be a dear and help me to oil up."
Tommy was dumbfounded. He'd gotten off more than once on just this scenario, and now his chance was being served up on a silver platter! Luckily Mia was laying on her front, so she didn't see the look on her bewildered stepson's face.
"Come on chico, I'm roasting here!" Mia said with a wiggle of her generous hips.
Tommy jumped and fumbled with the bottle of tanning oil laying on the ground. Moving quickly before he could lose his nerve, he rubbed a generous amount in his hands and started working up from Mia's feet. Her sun-kissed skin was warm and smooth. Tommy had never touched her so much, and as he worked his hands up and down her calves he was in heaven. As he worked his way slowly up to her thighs, Mia started moaning.
"Ay, that feels so good chico, can mama get a massage while you're back there?"
Encouraged, Tommy started to squeeze and prod, pressing his fingers deeper into her toned legs. But as Mia sighed with contentment, Tommy's eyes were glued to her round ass, barely covered by a skimpy T-back thong. Amazed at his own daring, Tommy worked his hands higher and higher until he was just cupping each cheek, lightly squeezing the luscious display before him. Then his hands started to dance, caressing and massaging Mia's firm buttocks while rubbing in layer after layer of glistening oil. Completely lost, Tommy kept at it for several minutes before Mia interrupted him.
"Save some for up here, chico." Mia said as she pulled the strings tying her bikini top across her back, letting them fall to the sides. Driven by lust, Tommy mounted Mia, straddling her and grinding his crotch into her oiled ass as he rubbed oil all over her back. With her top loosed, Mia's breasts bulged out to either side as she lay on them like pillows, tempting Tommy's hands to work down and around as he massaged. Tommy's body was stretched taught as a spring, and the first touch of his stepmother's side-boob was the final blow. His entire body shuddered as he blew a load right into his swimsuit. As soon as he came, realization and embarrassment rushed over Tommy like a flood. He quickly excused himself and hobbled back inside to clean up, wondering how Mia possibly could not have noticed him grinding his cock into her ass through his trunks. But when he saw her later that evening for their nightly movie, she never said a word.
Still, that glancing touch of Mia's breasts lingered in Tommy's mind, and after she didn't mention the incident by the pool for a few days, Tommy decided to make another move. He picked out a scary movie for them to watch that night, and made sure that Mia's glass of wine over dinner stayed filled. By the time they settled in for the movie, Mia was giggling and tipsy, and when she saw it was a scary one, she snuggled into Tommy extra close. Ten minutes in, Mia was fully engrossed in the movie, with Tommy's arm draped over her shoulder. With each fright on the screen, she nestled in closer, and Tommy's hand dropped lower, until the tips of his fingers were brushing against the top of her breast. Tommy's pulse was pounding, but Mia was utterly engrossed in the movie, yelling at the screen for the people to run away. Tommy's hand slipped further and further down Mia's loose fitting top, until his entire hand was lightly wrapped around the top half of her breast. Tommy marveled at the size of his stepmother's tits as he played with the soft and springy flesh, feeling a thrill through his entire body as he felt the edge of an aerola under his outstretched fingers. Then without warning, Mia's hand shot up and clutched Tommy's, pressing it firmly into her breast.
"Dios mio, hold me close chico," she said, apparently unaware that her stepson's hand was well down her top. Tommy gladly obliged, pulling her close against himself as he gently massaged her breast. They remained like that until the end of the movie. By then Tommy was completely wild with lust, brazenly groping Mia while teasing her nipple. His face was buried in her neck, inhaling her aroma, and his free hand was frantically rubbing his cock through his shorts. When Mia straightened and stretched as the credits rolled, Tommy quickly pulled his hand away, but he was certain he was about to pay the price for his indiscretion. Mia, however, just smiled at him sweetly, thanked him for protecting her, and kissed him goodnight on the cheek.
Tommy felt invincible. Mia, his walking sex bomb of a stepmother seemed to have no physical boundaries whatsoever, and was now his live-in wet dream. But Tommy's pride eventually pushed him one step to far, when he surrendered to the urge to see Mia fully nude.
It was Saturday morning, and Mia had just finished a long yoga session. Her whole body was glistening as she left Tommy at his perch on the couch to go take a shower. Tommy waited until a few minutes after he heard the water start, then followed her upstairs. He slipped into her bedroom, following the trail of discarded clothes all the way to the steaming bathroom. After taking a deep breath to steel his nerves, Tommy cracked open the bathroom door just wide enough to peep in at the shower. The glass walls were only slightly fogged, giving him an amazing view of Mia's beautiful body. Her back was to him as she lathered her body with a loofah, running suds up and down her curves. Tommy slipped a hand down into his shorts where a stolen pair of Mia's panties were hidden and started stroking himself as he watched. As Mia twisted slightly in the shower, Tommy's view shifted to a profile, and he marveled yet again at her breasts, standing proudly out from her chest like twin cantaloupes. But as his gaze drifted downwards, he couldn't help but yelp in surprise as what he saw dangling between his stepmother's legs. Mia looked over her shoulder with a wicked grin and waved Tommy over.
"Chico, get in here and suck Mommie's cock."
If Tommy is seduced by Mia, go to Momma Mia - Shower Seduction.
If Mia takes Tommy by force, go to Momma Mia - Dommy Mommy.
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"Chico, get in here and suck Mommie's cock"
The words echoed in the room for a long moment as Mia turned to face Tommy, one delicate hand wrapped around the eight-inch monster between her legs. Tommy was transfixed, and hypnotically began to obey, stepping closer as a part of his mind frantically struggled to break him from Mia's spell. But he was too far gone. After weeks of masturbating to her nonstop, his stepmother's dripping body was too powerful to be resisted, even if she had a bigger cock than he did.
Tommy stepped into the shower, standing silently in front of Mia, teetering on the edge of a cliff from which there was no return. Sensing both his hesitation and his vulnerability, Mia lifted a hand to lightly caress Tommy's face.
"Just a little taste," she whispered as she wrapped her fingers around the back of his head and pulled him in for a kiss. Their bodies pressed together as their lips met, water and suds running down between them as they slid up and down against each other. Their kiss started gently, but quickly escalated into a frantic dance of lips and tongues as weeks of pent-up sexual tension erupted. Freed of any pretence of innocence or decency, Tommy's hands roamed freely over the body he'd so long coveted, fondling Mia's breasts with one hand while cupping her ass with the other. Lost in her curves, he tried not to think too hard about what he'd seen between her legs, but Mia was just as turned on as he was, and he could feel her cock pressing into him, throbbing in rhythm with her racing heartbeat. But he couldn't ignore it any longer when Mia broke away from their kiss, placed her hands on his shoulders, and firmly pushed him down to his knees.
"Now be a good little boy and suck Mommie's cock," she said in a lightly commanding tone.
The world suddenly slowed around Tommy, and while everything thing else faded out of focus the sight in front of him sharpened into the most vivid moment of his life. He drank in every detail. The drops of water running down Mia's smooth and toned abdomen. Her hips flaring out from her narrow waist where his hands came to rest. Her strong thighs, framing the dangling set of balls hanging between them like ripe fruit waiting to be plucked. And in the center of it all her cock. Pulsing. Throbbing. Twitching with energy. It hypnotized him like a dancing snake as Tommy soaked in the bulging veins along its shaft and its swollen purple head. He idly wondered whether he could even fit it in his mouth. His wondering was answered when Mia lifted one hand from his shoulder to guide her cock while the other hand slipped to the back of Tommy's head to pull him closer. Tommy pressed against Mia's hips with each hand, offering one final halfhearted resistance to the inevitable, but she continued to pull him closer until the tip of her cock was resting gently against his lips.
Tommy's lips parted ever so slightly, and Mia swiftly took advantage, sliding half of her cock into his mouth in one smooth motion until her guiding hand reached his lips. No sooner had she bottomed out than she pulled mostly out again, launching into a steady rhythm of face-fucking her stepson while using her hand on the back of his head for leverage. At first Tommy could only think about breathing. Between the water running down his face and the intruder in his mouth, he almost felt like he was being water boarded. But as he learned to time his breathing and his initial panic subsided, he was shocked to realize how much he was enjoying this. He savored the strong taste of his stepmother's meaty cock and delighted in the feel of each bump and ridge as it slid in and out of his mouth. Soon he got into it, teasing the head with his tongue and lightly scraping her shaft with his teeth. His hands worked around from her hips to her butt, pulling himself forward to match each of Mia's thrusts. His eyes opened, and he looked up at his stepmother with a loving gratitude for the new world that she'd opened him up to.
Mia met his gaze and smiled. "You like that cock in your mouth, eh chico? Let's see how you handle the whole thing." She pulled her hand from around the base of her cock and joined it with the other behind Tommy's head. Then she pushed. Slowly but surely Mia pushed forwards with her hands clasped tightly behind her stepson's head, forcing her 8-inch monster into his mouth. Tommy felt the panic rising again as the head pressed insistently against the back of his throat, but as he stared up into his stepmother's loving eyes he relaxed and opened himself up to her cock. Mia moaned in pleasure as she worked her way down Tommy's throat, not stopping her assault until her balls were resting against his chin. Once fully inserted, Mia paused for a long moment, allowing Tommy the time to adjust to the massive cock filling his mouth and throat. She felt the muscles of his throat stretching and spasming around her as she lifted a hand to lightly stroke his head. Eventually the spasms slowed to a stop, and Tommy looked up at Mia expectantly.
"Are you ready for Momma Mia's big cock to fuck your tight little throat?"
Tommy nodded as much as he could in his situation.
"That's a good boy," Mia murmured as she pulled halfway out and restarted a steady rhythm of thrusts. As steam from the shower rose around them, Mia and Tommy picked up speed. Each thrust down Tommy's throat grew more powerful, until each was punctuated by his stepmother's balls were slapping him in the face. Tommy's eyes rolled back in his head and closed as he was lost in the primal passion Mia brought to bear. He felt as if he were floating in an out of body experience as his body was turned into a passive and willing receptacle for Mia's love. Everything else drifted away as he revelled in his closeness to the goddess he'd worshipped with countless offerings of his own seed. And it seemed only right when after several more minutes of escalating pounding, Mia pulled back until just the head of her cock was in Tommy's mouth and began to cum.
Tommy felt her ass clench tightly under his hands as stream after stream of cum blasted from Mia's cock. As his mouth filled with the salty nectar, Tommy reflexively started to swallow, but even with that his mouth was filled to the brim by the time Mia pulled the head of her cock out with a pop. With two more large gulps, Tommy managed to swallow the rest as Mia pulled him up to his feet. They embraced and shared another long kiss, this one sweeter but no less passionate than the last.
"Your turn now chico," Mia said with a mischievous grin as she turned around and leaned against the shower wall. "I know you've been wanting a piece of this for weeks."
Tommy didn't argue that point, and quickly lined his cock up with his stepmother's inviting ass. He'd never managed to talk any of his girlfriends into anal, so he wasn't sure what to expect as he worked his way up Mia's backdoor. It was tight, as he'd expected, but more than the physical sensation he was amazed that he was finally fucking his hot stepmother, even if she had turned out to be a little different than he would have guessed. As soon as he'd buried the full length of his cock in Mia's ass, she twisted around and looked at him over her shoulder.
"Hold on tight cowboy, I'm taking you for a ride!"
Before Tommy could ask what she meant, Mia launched into a series of gyrating revolutions, grinding herself onto him like a rhumba dancer gone wild. Tommy did as he was told, hanging on as tightly as he could to Mia's swinging hips. With each swaying motion it seemed as if Tommy's cock would surely slip out, but each time Mia switched directions at the last possible moment, impaling herself back onto him until her full butt was pressed firmly against his crotch, then launching out once again. Once he got over his initial shock, Tommy was further surprised to find that Mia was milking him with her powerful anal muscles. Tommy had been with a couple of girls who did lots of kegels and liked to boast about how talented they were with their pussies. None of them could hold a candle to Mia. Every time she had Tommy fully inside her, she'd start a rippling contraction from the base of his cock to the tip that squeezed until it felt like he was going to burst. It didn't take long before Tommy lost control and blew his load, shuddering in ecstasy as he collapsed over Mia's back. Her flowing gyrations slowed to a stop as she let her utterly spent stepson recover.
The rest of their shower was a handsy, playful, flirty unwinding. Mia and Tommy giggled together as they "helped" each other wash up. In truth, they could have each washed themselves in half the time, but they were enjoying playing with each other far too much to admit that. It was the perfect excuse to take some time for exploring.
As they finally stepped out of the shower and started toweling off, Tommy brought up the elephant in the room.
"So you're a..." Tommy trailed off as he gestured to Mia's cock.
"A woman?" she offered.
"No, well, I mean yes, but you have... ...a cock."
"Dios mio, really?" Mia cartoonishly feigned surprise, "Did you notice that while you were down on your knees sucking it."
Tommy blushed beet red as Mia laughed at his discomfort.
"There, there chico, come give mamma a hug." Mia swept Tommy up in her arms, pulling him close. After a tight squeeze she leaned back, looking him in the eye and said, "Sweetie, I am what I am, and if you are okay with that, I think we can have a lot more fun together."
"But... but I'm not gay," Tommy protested.
"And I'm a woman, more woman than you can even handle little chico, I just happen to also have a cock that you seem to be rather fond of."
Mia glanced down knowlingly, bringing Tommy's attention to the fact that his hands were idly playing with Mia's cock while they talked. Tommy took a step back as he realized what he'd been doing.
"But what about you and dad?"
"Your Papi and I have a... ...unique arrangement," Mia offered. "He accepts that he can't keep me all to himself because he understands who I am. The question now is, can you do the same?"
Tommy took a deep breath, knowing that if he went any further with Mia he'd never be able to say no to her again. He looked up and down her nude body, the same body that had filled his every fantasy for weeks on end. Nothing about its perfection had changed in the slightest, did the addition of her 'something extra' really make any difference? He flashed back to minutes earlier when she'd first pushed it down his throat. The taste and feel came rushing back to him, and as his body shivered he knew that his mind was made up. He dropped to his knees once more, and started sucking for the second time on his stepmother's cock. Mia smiled wickedly as she looked down at her stepson, knowing that she'd snared yet another hapless man with her irresistible charms.
With the ice finally broken, Mia and Tommy more or less resumed their previous life with one major exception. Now they fucked all the time. Sexual tension never built up, because it was released at the earliest possible moment.
Tommy still got up early to meet Mia in the kitchen for breakfast, often even making hers. But instead of watching Mia from the table, now Tommy would slip under the table to take his breakfast from Mia's cock while she enjoyed hers. Mia teased him about how much he loved his "morning protein shake", but Tommy just couldn't resist slurping the cream from her balls first thing each day.
Next came morning yoga, in which Tommy went from an interested observer to an enthusiastic participant. Mia insisted that, "No lover of hers was going to be lacking flexibility," and it didn't take much work on her part to convince Tommy of the benefits. The poses she put him through included a lot of couples poses that seemed closer to Kama Sutra than yoga, and more often than not they ended with the two of them shedding what little clothes they were wearing and switching to Tommy grinding into Mia's ass as she continued her routine. Invariably they would end each session in a sweaty tangle on the floor, all pretence of working out discarded in a carnal heat.
After a (joint) shower and light lunch, it was time for tanning by the pool. Mia didn't even bother with a swimsuit now, preferring the kiss of the sun on her whole body, and it wasn't long before Tommy followed suit. They'd let the afternoon hours leisurely slide by, occasionally rolling over for a quickie whenever the mood took them.
In the evening they continued their tradition of sharing a movie together, except now they watched porn flicks as often as not. Tommy was a little surprised to discover the wide range of kinks his stepmother was interested in. He'd never watched much outside of mainstream vanilla stuff before, but now he was fascinated by the world of smut opening before him. It didn't hurt that as they watched Mia kept her hand hands busy, slowly stroking both of them while whispering in Tommy's ear, asking him if he liked what he saw, rewarding him with a squeeze whenever he said yes. Whenever Tommy got really into a scene, Mia would ask him if the pornstars were hotter than her. Without fail, Tommy would swear that nobody could match his hot stepmother. And without fail, Mia would reward him with mind-blowing sex, often reenacting whatever depravity was flickering on the screen.
Finally, each night they would curl up together in bed, squeezing in one last round of sex before falling asleep in each others arms. Although at first Tommy insisted on taking the "man's position", with Mia cuddled in with her head on his shoulder, or with him spooning her, he gradually found that it was remarkably comforting to let Mia take that role. Resting his head against her breast after a long day of wild sex, Tommy felt completely at peace. And when she embraced him from behind as they spooned, he felt safe and protected in her arms. At first the feel of her cock nestling against his ass had made Tommy nervous. That was one act they hadn't tried yet, and while Mia didn't push, Tommy wasn't sure he'd ever be ready for that. But as he fell asleep in his stepmother's arms, he sometimes found himself wondering, and wishing that she would.
The only thing that stopped Mia and Tommy from indulging in each other's bodies was when Stan came home from a trip. He was never there long, a few days at most, but it felt like an eternity to Tommy. The only thing that made those visits bearable was the cat and mouse game of teasing that Mia played. She'd flash her ass or tits at Tommy whenever Stan's attention was elsewhere for a moment. She'd quickly squeeze a handful of his ass or cock as she walked by. She'd leave a perfumed pair of racy panties draped over Tommy's face while he slept. She even slipped off her shoes at the dinner table and rubbed her stepson's cock with her bare feet, delighted as he squirmed in joyous agony. By the time Stan left for another trip, Tommy would be mad with passion, rushing into Mia's arms for satisfaction.
He was surprised to find that the thing he missed most in those dry spells wasn't fucking his stepmother's gloriously talented ass, it was sucking her enormous cock. He loved looking up at her as he struggled to fit it down his throat, slurping and gagging as he strove to pleasure her. He loved how she towered above him like a goddess as he dutifully performed his act of worship on his knees. But most of all he loved the sweet reward he received at the end. He couldn't fully describe it, but there was something amazing about Mia's cum, and he was hooked. After days without he was ravenous, and wasn't satisfied until he had drained his stepmother's balls of every last drop.
As weeks turned into a month, Tommy started to notice some odd changes in his body. He was, of course sporting a glowing tan from all his time in the sun, and he was more flexible now than he would have thought possible thanks to daily yoga and the array of acrobatic sexual positions Mia encouraged him to try. But these changes were something deeper. Since he hardly even talked to anyone else anymore, Tommy eventually brought the situation up with Mia one night as they lay in bed.
"Have you noticed anything different about me?" Tommy started tentatively.
Mia opened her eyes and looked down at her stepson, cradled in the nook of her arm. "I've noticed that you're not letting mamma get her beauty sleep."
"I'm serious Mia," Tommy replied, trying not to laugh at her feigned pout. "Something is changing in my body, and I'm not sure why."
"There, there chico," Mia comforted Tommy as she ran her fingers through his hair. "It's just your body adapting to all the special hormones you're getting from Mamma's milk."
Tommy's confusion was evident, so Mia pointing meaningfully down at her cock with a sly wink.
"You know Mamma wasn't exactly born this way chico," Mia explained. "The doctors in Brazil gave me all sorts of special drugs to help make me what I am. With how much you love drinking Mamma's milk, I'm surprised it's taken you this long to notice!"
Tommy's mind reeled as he thought about how often he sucked Mia's cock. Half a dozen times a day, at least. And each time he'd been rewarded with mouthfuls of her creamy, hormone-laced seed. More terrifying was the realization that even knowing this, he didn't know if he'd be able to stop.
"What is it doing to me?"
"Ah chico, I think you already know the answer. It's making you into exactly the lover that I want. It's..."
If Mia's cum is feminizing Tommy into a shemale, go to "Mamma Mia - En Femme".
If Mia's cum is turbocharging Tommy's manhood and increasing his own cum production, go to "Mamma Mia - Hung".
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"Chico, get in here and suck Mommie's cock."
Tommy froze in terror, first at being caught, and second at the sight of the 8-inch monster dangling between his stepmother's legs. A pit grew in his stomach as he thought about all the times he'd jacked off thinking about her; about some kind of half-female freak. He couldn't imagine how he'd missed it all this time, with all the attention he gave Mia's scantily clothed form.
"I said, get in here and suck Mommie's cock, you dirty fucking pervert."
"Fuck you, bitch," Tommy shouted back.
Mia clucked her tongue. "Oh, you'd like to fuck your stepmommy wouldn't you, you dirty little boy. Rubbing your little cock whenever you think I'm not looking. That's why you have my panties wrapped around your pathetic little dick right now, isn't it?"
Tommy dropped the silky panties to the floor and blushed.
"It would be a shame if your Papi were sent videos of you sneaking into my closet and stealing them."
The color melted from Tommy's face as his hands fell limp at his sides.
"Or video of you playing with yourself while watching me tanning or doing yoga," Mia continued.
Tommy's mind rushed as he tried to think of some way out of this, some way he could explain it away.
"Or the video of you getting your poor, innocent stepmother drunk so you could feel her up while watching a movie."
All the defenses Tommy was imagining collapsed in a heartbeat. If Mia really had that on film, there was no way he could spin things that would keep him living on his father's generous tab. He was fucked.
Mia sensed her victory. "I won't tell you again, get in here and suck Mommie's cock."
Not knowing what else to do and more turned on than he cared to admit by the dominant streak his stepmother was showing, Tommy meekly complied. Lust, fear, and disgust battled within him as he stripped off his clothes and stepped into the shower. Mia looked him up and down, licking her lips like a lioness sizing up her prey. Tommy stared back stone-faced, trying to hide his growing arousal behind a wall of anger. He definitely wasn't into... ... whatever his stepmother was, but there was no denying the effect that the rest of her dripping body had on him.
Sensing his continuing defiance, Mia grabbed Tommy roughly by the shoulders and spun him around against the shower wall.
"New plan chico, if you're gonna act like a little bitch, then Mommy is gonna make you her little bitch."
Tommy struggled, but Mia was surprisingly strong, and she pinned him to the wall with one hand around his throat and the other squeezing his balls. His flailing slowed as Mia slowly tightened her grip with each hand, cutting off his air supply while mercilessly digging her fingernails into his defenseless sack. Mia loosened her grip, allowing Tommy to suck in great gasps of air as she guided the angry purple head of her anaconda against Tommy's tight pucker and began to push.
"Loosen up chico and let Mommie in," Mia whispered in her stepson's ear. "I promise this will feel much better if you cooperate."
Still gulping down air, Tommy tried to think of some way out of this, anything at all. But the touch of Mia's breasts on his back and her sultry whisper in his ear were too distracting. Mia started to rock her hips back and forth, working her straining erection between Tommy's cheeks while applying unyielding pressure inwards. Aghast at his own reaction, Tommy felt himself start to open as his sex-crazed body betrayed him. Each millimeter that Mia slid in only gave her more leverage, more of an opening to drive herself into. She worked slowly and with determination, allowing just enough time for Tommy to adapt at each step before sliding in just a little further. After several agonizing minutes, the tip of Mia's massive member was finally lodged snugly in Tommy's ass.
Mia paused there, enjoying the sight of her pervy stepson quivering on the end of her shaft. She kept her hand on the back of his neck, lightly pinning him to the wall, but he hardly even made a show of resistance now. The overwhelming flood of foreign sensations was short-circuiting his mind, rendering hin incapable of more than a token of struggle. Nerve endings that had never before been touched flared to life under the forceful penetration. His muscles spasmed uncontrollably, alternately pushing the intruder out and desperately sucking it in.
Mia waited until the spasms had subsided, then leaned in close to whisper into Tommy's ear once more. "You like that, don't you, you dirty little pervert? Do you want more of Mommie's cock in your tight little ass?
Unable to even form a coherent thought, much less speak, Tommy nodded numbly.
"Good boy." Mia resumed her rocking motion, except that now with her cock-head firmly embedded in Tommy's ass, each thrust pushed her deeper into him. After the first few inches, Tommy felt an odd sensation from inside himself as Mia prodded his virgin prostate. His own cock sprang to attention, as if possessed, and he felt the first drops of pre-cum began dripping out. Acting on instinct, he dropped a hand down from the shower wall and started to stroke himself. His impudence immediately earned a swift and vicious swat to his exposed backside from Mia.
"I'll tell you when you're allowed to touch yourself, you dirty little pervert," she snarled. "I think you've done quite enough of that already watching me sunbathing."
Tommy groaned, but submitted, returning both hands to the wall as Mia continued her anal assault. She was most of the way in now, squeezing the last bit of her 8-inch shaft into Tommy's straining ass. The feeling of fullness was breathtaking, and inwardly Tommy hoped that the feeling would never leave. But seconds later, it did. Mia slid almost all the way back out, leaving behind a gaping hole within Tommy begging to be filled, then rammed her full length back in once more. His whole body shuddered from the impact, but before he could even respond she had pulled back once more and slammed into him again at full steam. With each thrust Mia's tempo increased, until she was smoothly gliding in and out in a constant flowing motion.
Tommy couldn't help himself, and started grinding back into Mia with every thrust. He hated himself every instant for doing so, but he was carried away by Mia's dominating attack. He couldn't last long at all before his flopping cock exploded in orgasm. Sensing that he was close, Mia wrapped a hand around to catch his cum as it jetted out. And as Tommy basked in orgasmic bliss, Mia cupped her hand over his mouth, forcing him to lick up and swallow his own seed. In that moment of utter humiliation, Mia blew her own load, filling her stepson's ass with stream after stream of thick cum.
The rest of the shower was in relative silence. Mia hummed happily to herself as she washed, while Tommy huddled in the corner, afraid to move and trying to ignore the steady dripping of cum from his gaping ass. The silence was broken only when Mia turned off the taps.
"Get out, bitch."
Tommy robotically complied, stepping out into the steaming bathroom. Mia followed, and began toweling herself off while staring him down.
"I hope you enjoyed that, because things are changing around here," she started in a tone that invited no questioning. "You serve me now, and you will do everything you're told. If not, videos of the past few weeks will be sent straight to your father. Do you understand?"
Tommy nodded.
"Since you belong to me, I choose when you are allowed to cum. You will wear this at all times." Mia pulled a stainless steel cage out of the drawer and snapped it in place around Tommy's flaacid manhood. The cold metal sent chills down Tommy's spine as he stood in the steamy bathroom, and as it snapped into place he felt even more helpless.
"Finally, you will worship my body as the goddess I am. Seal your acceptance by completing the task I first gave you. Get on your knees and suck Mommie's cock."
Tommy took one last frantic moment to consider whether there was any way out, but he was left only with the realization that his hot shemale stepmother had him quite literally by the balls. He dropped to his knees, closed his eyes, opened his mouth, and waited.
After a few seconds, Mia reached down and slapped Tommy full-force across the face.
"Did I tell you to make me do all the work?" She shouted. "Suck on Mommie's big cock like you want it, like the little slut you are, or your Papi learns everything."
Tommy lunged forward, grabbing Mia's twitching member as firmly as he dared, and forced it into his mouth. The drop of pre-cum already on it's tip slid down as Tommy rolled his tongue around the head, filling his mouth with a salty tang. Frantically trying to recall what he liked that his girlfriends had done, he awkwardly started stroking up and down his stepmother's shaft with one hand while fondling her balls with the other.
"Mmmmm, Chico, you're a natural," Mia purred. "I should have known you'd be a good cocksucker with those pretty lips of yours."
Eager to save himself from Mia's threats and knowing that at this point he was fully committed, Tommy responded to her encouragement by redoubling his efforts, bobbing his head up and down and schlurping loudly while continuing to work his hands around the base of her cock with increasing confidence. The effects of his increased ardor were soon apparent. Mia's breathing grew more rapid as she started tweaking her nipple and murmuring to herself with her eyes fluttering shut. But after a few minutes of Tommy continuing in the same pattern, Mia's eyes snapped open with a look of irritation.
"Chico, what did I tell you to do?"
Tommy paused for a moment before deciding that he could take Mia's cock out to answer, then gulped down the mix of pre-cum and saliva filling his mouth.
"To suck Mommie's cock," Tommy said with a quivering voice.
"That's right, my little cock hungry slut, so why did you stop after the first few inches?"
Tommy took a moment to process, then looked down the intimidating length of his stepmother's monster dick in absolute terror. It hard been hard enough to get the tip in, what Mia was demanding now was surely impossible. But in her state of heightened arousal, Mia no longer waited for her poor stepson to make the first move. Her arm shot out, seizing a fistful of his hair, then yanking his head down on her still erect cock. Halfway in it slammed against the back of his throat, causing Mia to pull back and slam her way in a few more times before settling in and beginning to push.
Tommy gagged and tried not to think about how Mia's monster could fit down his throat. He tried not to think about the air burning in his lungs as he tried to breathe through his nose. But most of all he tried not to think about his own cock, hard and straining against its steel cage, and what that meant for his sexuality. Then in a flash, she was all the way in. A momentary loosening of Tommy's throat was all the invitation Mia needed, as she rammed herself down his throat mercilessly.
Tommy's focus shifted urgently from questions about his sexuality to his immediate need to breathe. He battled with panic as he tried to time nasal breathing with his stepmother's thrusts. Gradually he managed to force himself into a state of calm, and as he did he was filled with a perverse sense of pride. None of his girlfriends had ever managed to deep throat even his respectable six inches, but here he was sucking clock for the first time in his life taking down a full eight inches like a pro. And based on the moans emanating from Mia each time her balls slapped his chin, he was doing it well.
It didn't take long for those moans to escalate to climax. Tommy felt Mia tense like a fully drawn bow as she pulled back until just the tip of her cock remained in his mouth. Then came the fireworks. The first geyser of hot cum splattered into the back of Tommy's throat, reflexively making him swallow, an action he repeated with each following blast until they finally began to subside. He took one last swallow when Mia finally pulled out, then looked up at her in mixed fear and wonder.
"Not bad, chico. Welcome to your new life."
Life did change once again for Tommy. Though Mia kept mostly to her routine, he played a new role in each part. Tommy's breakfast each morning was taken between Mia's legs and under the table. No matter how hungry he was, the only sustenance allowed him in the morning was whatever cum he managed to suck from his stepmother's cock, and once she was done with her breakfast he was cut off, no matter how much he begged for more. He quickly learned what oral techniques Mia loved best, and worked hard to ensure that he got at least a few loads each morning. After each load he was forced to thank her for allowing such a dirty slut to suck her glorious cock before she would let him start in again. At first he chafed with each thanks he was forced to give, but after a while he grew to believe it. He was truly blessed that Mia could sustain him with her seemingly never-ending supply of fresh cum, and his secret pride in his ability to extract it grew as well.
Mia's midmorning yoga was now performed entirely in the nude, and as a sheen of sweat began to glisten along her body, she would command Tommy to clean each part of her body using only his tongue, demanding that he worship each in turn. In one pose with a leg extended behind her, she would command him to her foot, and he would suck each toe and lick along it's arch while marveling at it's perfect grace. In warrior pose with both feet firmly planted, Tommy would lick up and down her thighs, showering her powerful legs with kisses. In downward dog with her curved ass raised high, Tommy would worship every glorious inch with his mouth. And as she thrust out her chest in cobra pose, Tommy would run his tongue over her taught abs and up to the jutting breasts the size of his own head, teasing each nipple. Eventually Tommy learned which part of her body Mia would want worshipped in each pose, and would spring into action even without a word of command.
After yoga it was time for their shower. Tommy served as Mia's personal shower attendant each day, shampooing her hair and using a loofah to wash her body. She liked to remind him each day that this was where she had first taken him, and on days when he had made her particularly horny with his tongue-worship, Mia recreated the scene by pinning him to the wall and taking him from behind. The only difference was that now Tommy's chastity cage stopped him from reaching a full orgasm, and instead his cum dribbled out as Mia's cock massaged his prostate.
The afternoons were spent outside sunbathing by the pool with Tommy serving as Mia's personal cabana boy. He was allowed no clothing besides his ever-present steel cage, and he was constantly worries that some nosy neighbor would peek over the fence and see him attending to his stepmother with drinks and lotion as she desired. When he raised his concerns with Mia, she agreed that he should be concerned that they might see him being so lazy, and so from then on whenever he wasn't otherwise serving her while sunbathing, Tommy was employed in eating out her ass. Hours would fly by with his face buried in her cheeks, tonguing her sweet hole. He'd expected it to last awful at first, but as with all of his acts of service to Mia, he soon found it to his liking, and was amazed that his stepmother was so next that even her asshole was sweet.
Their tradition of evening movies continued, but now instead of sitting on the couch beside Mia, Tommy spent most of the time sitting in her lap, mounted on her cock in either forward or reverse cowgirl. While Mia laughed or gasped at the movies, Tommy would slowly grind on her pole, struggling to reach satisfaction in spite of the cruel cage preventing him from obtaining an erection. Finally once the movie ended, Mia would ask Tommy if he would like to cum. He would beg and plead each night, driven mad by lust, and if he'd served her well enough that day Mia would take mercy and unlock him with the key that hung always between her breasts.
Tommy's nightly reprieve would last only a few minutes, and he was never allowed to touch himself. Instead, he had to make himself cum only by bouncing himself frantically on his stepmother's rigid cock. If he couldn't, Mia would tease him for not wanting it enough and crush his balls to dampen his erection until she could cage him again. After a few dissapointing tries he learned to cum quickly from the anal stimulation, and would spurt readily when allowed. Each time his final act of degradation would be to suck his own cum from Mia's fingers as she scraped up each drop.
Finally they would go to bed, with Tommy's place laying at Mia's feet or between her legs. Depending on her mood, she would have Tommy suck her cock, eat her ass, or worship her feet until she eventually drifted off to sleep. And if she ever awoke in the night, a swift kick was all it took to make him resume his duties.
The hardest part for Tommy was when his father Stan came home from his business trips. He could hardly look him in the eye anymore, a fact that was only made worse by the butt plug that Mia forced him to wear during those periods to "keep him from tightening up too much." It was linked to a remote in her possession that not only allowed her to control it, but also told her if Tommy ever took it out for more than a few minutes at a time. It's powerful built-in vibrators were whisper-quiet, so even as the rumbling motors made Tommy squirm there was hardly a sound. Mia used that feature to torment Tommy throughout the day, and especially when they were all together at meals, until he would have to excuse himself before the cum dripping from his caged cock soaked through.
Breakfast rules were still enforced when Stan was around, forcing Tommy to sneak quick blowjobs with Mia whenever he could. But worst of all, his nightly releases were put on hold while Stan was home, building up Tommy's lust until he finally left again. Despite his every effort to resist, Tommy couldn't help but fall a little further under his stepmother's spell each time Stan left. He became truly grateful for her never-ending stream of rich cum feeding his morning hunger. Resuming his worship of her body each day gave him a sense of purpose and helped to drive out his thoughts of guilt. And as she allowed him his quick nightly release, he started to even love her. So when Mia made her big announcement after a couple of months, Tommy was unsure, but ready to obey.
He was buried deep in her ass, eating her out under the fading rays of the setting sun when she brought it up.
"Chico, do you know what we need?" Mia asked rhetorically as her well-well-trained stepson continued to lick without pause. "We need a little more feminine energy around here."
If Mia forces Tommy to become more feminine, go to Momma Mia - Forced Femme.
If Mia forces Tommy to bring home his estranged mother, go to Momma Mia - A Tale of Two Mommies.
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"Ah chico, I think you already know the answer. It's making you into exactly the lover I want," Mia said as she brought a hand over to rub her cuddling stepson's chest. "It's making you into a woman like me."
All the changes he'd experienced over the past weeks suddenly clicked in Tommy's head. The swelling and tenderness in his chest. The slight widening of his hips and ass. The accelerating loss of his body hair. While the rational part of his mind rebelled against the possibility of his body changing so much from daily doses of Mia's cum, on a deeper instinctual level he instantly knew that it was true.
Mia's hand on Tommy's chest shifted from gentle rubbing to lightly pinching and tweaking one of his swollen puffy nipples. The soft and tender flesh hardened in response, sending chills through Tommy's body. A low moan escaped his lips as the strange sensation coursed uncontrollably from the newly discovered point of pleasure. Mia's hand spread wider, kneading her fingertips into the growing fatty tissue of Tommy's nascent breast before working inward once more to tweak his erect nipple. After languorously repeating the motion several times, Mia was pleased to hear the growing desperation in Tommy's moans. Seizing the opportunity to reconcile her reluctant stepson to his changing body, she pushed hard on his shoulder, rolling him onto his back.
As Mia straddled him, Tommy tried to sit up and started to protest, struggling vainly to defend his manhood. But Mia easily pushed him back down, and said not a word to answer his half-hearted protests as she enveloped his nipple in her mouth. Her tongue swirled playfully around it while she applied steady suction and occasionally nipped gently with her teeth. While there had been sparks before at her finger-play, now there were fireworks. Tommy writhed beneath his stepmother as she pinned him to the bed, no longer caring whether or not this made him any less of a man. When Mia felt Tommy's excited cock pressing into her ass, she started a new game of cat and mouse.
Releasing his nipple from her mouth with a loud pop, Mia pursed her lips and blew cool air in circles around and around the wet nub. Goosebumps tickled the surface of Tommy's sensitive skin as Mia pulled back, grinding her ass into his straining manhood. After a long moment Tommy opened his eyes to see Mia staring down at him expectantly.
"Please," he begged in a husky whisper, "please don't stop."
Mia brought her hands down from his shoulders, tracing patterns across his chest with her fingernails while assiduously avoiding his nipples.
"You'll have to be more specific chica, please don't stop what?"
Tommy was too far gone to even notice her use of the feminine.
"Please don't stop playing with my... chest."
Mia smirked as she squeezed hard with each hand. "You mean your titties?"
"Yes, my titties, please make them feel that way again."
Mia dipped her head down to his chest once more, gathering an engorged nipple into her mouth for a long wet suck before rising once again.
"Do you like it when Mamma Mia plays with you titties?"
"Yes," Tommy moaned back.
"Yes Mommy?" Mia questioned, poised over his tingling breast.
"Yes Mommy," Tommy urged.
"Good girl," Mia murmured as her head dipped to the other side, once again sucking in an engorged puffy nipple before releasing it with a long schlurp.
"Aren't you glad that Mamma Mia helped you grow titties of your own to play with?"
"Yes Mommy!" Tommy nearly yelled in response, delirious to have her continue.
Mia spent more time playing with Tommy's breasts this time, sucking on each in turn while her deft fingers played with the other. She knew the next question was critical, and wanted to ensure her pliable stepson answered out of pure lust.
"Will you be a good little girl and drink lots of Mommy's yummy cum to help your titties grow?"
"Oh god, yes Mommy, anything!"
"Oh my, so eager," Mia nearly laughed at how easily Tommy tumbled into her trap. "Would my good little girl like to cum while Mommy plays with her titties."
As Tommy frantically nodded, Mia reached down and pulled his twitching cock up and against his abdomen, then leaned forward to trap it against her own. She began a sliding grinding motion with her hips as she resumed her attentions to Tommy's breasts, rubbing their trapped cocks between them. Reaching up she entwined the fingers of each of her hands with Tommy's, then pressed them into the bed on either side of his head, rendering him completely at her mercy.
Even with all the buildup, the indirect stimulation of his pinned cock meant that it took Tommy some time to reach climax. He lay passively under his stepmother for nearly an hour, reveling in the new sensations as his churning balls prepared an ever increasing blast. When his passion finally rose to the breaking point, even his copious streams of cum where more than matched by Mia's accompanying spurts. By the time they had both finished, Tommy's stomach was completely covered in a warm puddle of their mixed juices.
Mia immediately rolled off of Tommy and swept a hand through the sticky pool, scooping up several large globs, and without hesitating plunged her fingers straight into her stepson's open mouth. She quickly repeated the action several times, racing to beat his flagging libido. Before Tommy came off the orgasmic high, she'd transfered every last drop of their combined cum. Her task completed, Mia leaned in to give Tommy a long, lingering kiss, checking meanwhile that he'd swallowed the hormone-laced load.
"What a good girl, drinking all the yummy cum to make her titties grow nice and big like Mommy's," Mia beamed as she rolled back and prepared to sleep. "Get some rest chica, we have a very big day ahead of us tomorrow."
While Mia fell asleep quickly, Tommy tossed restlessly In bed. He wasn't sure what Mia meant by 'a very big day' tomorrow, and now that the haze of lust had lifted he wasn't sure that he liked the changes Mia was making to him. He'd already bent his sexuality farther than he'd ever imagined to fulfill his incestuous fantasies with his shemale stepmother, but now she wanted to turn him into one too? The idea repulsed him instinctively, he was a man and he wanted to stay that way! But he couldn't get the memory of Mia sucking on his sensitive nipples out of his mind, and as he drifted off into a fitful sleep, his fingers played with his budding breasts, seeking to recreate the sparks she had lit.
True to her word, Mia planned out a very big next day. It started with breakfast. While their normal morning routine was for Tommy to give Mia a morning blowjob from under the table while the enjoyed her breakfast, today Tommy shuffled aimlessly around the kitchen while Mia enjoyed a croissant. Apparently oblivious to the lingering awkwarness, it was Mia who broke the ice once Tommy sat down.
"Chica, don't you want your breakfast," Mia giggled as she suggestively handled herself under the table.
Tommy had been trying to think of how he'd handle this situation ever since last night, but in the moment all he could do was sputter out, "Why do you keep calling me that?"
"Chica?" Mia feigned an air of offended confusion. "Because you're becoming Mommy's beautiful little girl. You said last night that's what you wanted."
"I don't know what I want!" Tommy shot back. "How can I with you always confusing me?"
"Didn't you enjoy what Mommy did last night with your little titties?"
"Yes, but..."
"And don't you think Mommy is a beautiful woman?"
"Of course, but..."
"And shouldn't you thank Mommy for making you feel so good, and for helping you become beautiful too?"
"It's just that, yes, thank you, but..."
"Thank you ....?" Mia made clear by her look that she expected more.
"Thank you Mommy, but..."
"No more buts," Mia interjected firmly. "You know this is what you want, to have curves like Mommy's. To be beautiful like Mommy. To become a woman like Mommy. And it's what your Mommy wants you to do. Now be a good girl and drink Mommy's milk, and everything will be alright."
Tommy reflexively dropped to his knees and pulled Mia's cock out from the folds of her nightgown without even a thought. Even after weeks of seeing it up close, he still marveled for a moment at its impressive size, a towering eight inches with enough girth that he struggled to fit it in his mouth. But as he held it in his hands and idly began to stroke, he also marveled at the power of its hormone-filled cum and the transformation it had sparked in him. He hesitated as a drop of pre-cum formed on the tip, instantly desiring his stepmother's sweet taste on his tongue but fearful of giving in to her feminization of him. He was still mulling over his dilemma when Mia impatiently slipped an arm under the table to pull his head down into her crotch.
The moment Mia's pre-cum glazed Tommy's lips, all hope of resistance was lost. His eyes fluttered shut as he rolled his tongue around slowly, licking his lips clean before sucking the head of her cock into his mouth. With a well-practiced rhythm, Tommy began bouncing his head up and down, timing his stroking of his stepmother's cock to match. However, unlike their previous morning blowjobs, this time Tommy slipped his free hand up under his shirt and began playing with his tender nipples. He was shocked as he cupped his breasts at their size. He could have sworn they had grown over night. Could the double load of cum Mia had force-fed him last night really have acted so quickly? Or was it just his willingness to accept his breasts for what they were that made them seem larger? Neither explanation changed the fact that he had a pair of B-cup tits growing from his chest, and that they felt fucking amazing.
Soon Tommy was working Mia's cock expertly down his throat, gagging only slightly in spite of its enormity. Deep throating her freed up his other hand, which was quickly engaged in jerking off his own. A particularly hard twist of his nipple sent Tommy over the edge, and Mia soon followed suit, spurting loads of hot cum straight down his throat.
Mia's contented smile as she looked down at Tommy quickly shifted when she saw the puddle of cum he'd blown onto her feet.
"You can't even stop touching yourself for five minutes chica? Then Mommy's dirty girl needs all the cum she can get. Lick it up."
Tommy looked at the streaks of his cum painting Mia's feet with a flash of disgust, but meekly set to his task of cleaning them. His tongue flicked here and there across them, seeking out every drop. Mia lifted each foot slightly off the floor, giving Tommy the chance to suck each toe into his mouth one by one. This worship so engrossed Tommy that he continued long after he'd cleaned off all of his cum. Eventually Mia withdrew her feet and pulled Tommy out from under the table. As he stood up, she slipped something out of her nightgown pocket and placed it on the table with a metallic click.
Tommy looked down at it, and saw a stainless steel contraption of some sort that looked almost like a little cage. After a moment, Tommy's quizzical look shifted into fear as he realized what he was looking at.
"Good little girls know not to play with themselves without Mommy's permission," Mia explained patronizingly, "but you're not a good little girl are you? At least not yet. Just imagine if Mommy hadn't been here to make you eat up your cum? We can't afford to have you lose a single drop."
Tommy's head hung in shame as Mia stripped of his clothes and squeezed his flaccid cock into the chastity cage. After she locked it, she hung the key on a chain around her neck, tucking it away between her breasts.
"There now chica, all is well," Mia said with a peck on his cheek, "Let's get to yoga!"
Tommy had gotten into the habit of doing yoga with Mia in the nude. She rarely wore more than panties and a sports bra, and their clothes always ended up on the floor soon enough. But now his new accessory dangling between his legs kept pinching or getting in the way. He tried slipping on a pair of boxers to help, but they didn't do anything to hold the chastity cage in place. After one particularly bad pinch made him yelp, Mia pulled off her panties and offered them to her stepson.
Tommy looked at the lacy thong hanging from Mia's outstretched hand. He recognized it from his days of raiding her panty drawer, but he'd never thought then that he might end up wearing it!
"We haven't got all day, these will help keep my little girlie from pinching. Besides, a sissy like you belongs in panties."
Tommy stepped out of his boxers and into Mia's panties, trying to ignore the way the touch of lace made his cock strain against its cage. As he pulled them over his hips, he was surprised at how strong the elastic in them must have been. Even caged, his package was pressed back and up against his perenium so snugly that a bulge was hardly visible. Tommy blushed as he imagined what he must look like. Standing in nothing but his stepmother's panties with his puffy nipples exposed on his B-cup breasts and his longish hair in a tangle around his face. The most masculine anyone might think of him would be as a tomboy. But as Mia promised, the panties did help with yoga.
As they moved from one position to the next, Tommy tried to lose himself in the awareness of his body, fluidly passing from pose to pose. But Mia kept trying out new couples positions that placed her behind him with her body pressed into his. Without her panties, Mia's cock stood out proudly, and in each grinding pose she slipped it deftly between Tommy's thonged cheeks. The intrusions quickly brought Tommy to a deep blush. He wasn't sure whether she meant to do it or not, but the feel of Mia's cock pressing against his back door made him feel more of a woman than even the panties he was wearing. In fact, if not for the thin strip of fabric running between his cheeks, she may have entered him already. A growing part of him almost wished that she would. Tommy pushed back, rubbing his ass onto Mia's cock, half hoping that she would push aside the thong and take his anal virginity. But just when he thought she was about to seize his offering, Mia stepped back and announced that it was time to hit the shower.
Tommy couldn't believe how close he had come to crossing the line into a whole new world of sexuality, and as he slipped out of his panties to join Mia in the shower, he realized that he was leaving behind what had been his only defense. He tried to stay off to one side of the shower, hoping that distance would keep him safe, but Mia would have none of that.
"Chica, come over here so Mamma Mia can do something about that messy hair of yours."
She quickly corralled Tommy and started shampooing and conditioning his hair with her own products. The feel of Mia's strong hands massaging his scalp and the sweet aroma easily disarmed Tommy's defenses, and he sank back into her as he soaked in the sensations. His hair had grown out fast the past month, just reaching his chin-level, and the luxurious feel of the rich hydrating products being worked in was delightful.
Tommy stood just a little taller than Mia, so as he leaned back into her, her erect cock slid between the tops of his thighs pressing gently into the back of his caged balls. He imagined what it would feel like to have her actually inside him. Would it hurt? He couldn't imagine how it couldn't. But Mia definitely loved it when she let him fuck her ass. Sure, she was better endowed than he was, but he'd learned to deep throat her, how much harder could this be?
While Tommy was pondering all of this, he'd unconsciously started humping himself against Mia. His thighs squeezed together pinning her cock between them as he slid back and forth on it. Each pumping motion ended with the head of Mia's cock plunging into the back of Tommy's balls, stimulating him as much as he could be in his chastity cage. He only realized what he was doing when Mia finished with his hair and reached around to grab him by the tits. Jolted out of his reverie, he froze mid-motion with her cock still squeezed between his thighs.
"Don't stop now chica," Mia whispered in his ear, "Momma likes that."
Mia's tongue flicked in and out of Tommy's ear as she nibbled his earlobe and continued playing with his pert little tits. Worried that Mia might try for the real thing if he didn't satisfy her, Tommy started pumping her cock again. The end of each thrust with Mia's cock jangling his chastity cage was a cruel reminder of the humiliating state she'd seduced him into, but the electric sensations coursing from his sensitive breasts kept him too aroused to protest. He tried to play with himself, but was unable to reach any sort of satisfaction in his caged state.
Mia, however, had no such difficulty. As she reached climax, she pulled Tommy's hand away from his ineffectual rubbing and down beneath his balls. The rivers of her cum blasted against Tommy's sack then dripped down into his cupped hand in a sticky mess. Only when she was satisfied that he'd gathered enough did Mia pull his hand out from between his legs, guiding it up to his mouth in a smooth but forceful motion.
"Lick," she commanded.
Tommy dutifully obeyed, lapping up her cum without question. He could almost feel his breasts tingling at the influx of yet more of Mia's transformative hormones. Once he finished he turned to face Mia. He paused for a moment, visibly nervous about what he was going to ask, before suddenly blurting it out.
"Mommy, maybe now I could... maybe you could let me... let me out of this so I can take a turn?" Tommy glanced down at his cock straining against the steel cage.
"Ah chica, you know how much Momma loves having your cock in her ass, but there are more important things we need to take care of right now."
Tommy tried to hide his disappointment as Mia gestured down to his legs and crotch.
"We must have lost half of Mommy's cum in that tangle of hair down there. It's high time we fixed that!"
In truth, Tommy wasn't all that hairy to begin with, but Mia still guided him through using her razor to shave everything below his waist. He nicked himself a few times as he awkwardly completed the unfamiliar process, but when he was done there wasn't a hair left on his body besides the freshly conditioned hair on his head and the downy blond hairs on his arms. He tried to go quickly, hoping Mia would unlock him and let him take her ass once he was done, but as soon as he finished she shut off the water and started toweling off.
Mia left Tommy behind in the bathroom with instructions to lotion where he'd shaved to moisturize his skin. When she came back a few minutes later, she was holding a bright red bikini.
"That's a hot little number," Tommy said appreciatively, "but why are you wearing anything for tanning today?"
"I'm not chica, you are!" Mia responded with a giggle.
Tommy tried to protest, but Mia insisted that his skin would be too sensitive from shaving and that his tender nipples needed protection. He realized as he slipped it on that she must have bought it just for him. The top fit his B-cup's perfectly, but could have never managed to contain Mia's much larger breasts. The bottoms had the same strong elastic as Mia's panties, and tucked away his caged package until only a hint of a bulge remained.
When Tommy looked up at the mirror he hardly recognized himself. From his silky smooth legs, to his budding breasts, to his unruly long hair, he looked more like a tomboy just entering into womanhood than an eighteen year old young man. He'd never had the most masculine features, and the hormonal effects of his stepmother's cum coupled with the wardrobe change brought out his latent femininity.
Although he'd initially resisted, now that he was wearing the bikini Tommy couldn't help but slip into character. He bounced along happily beside Mia as they made their way out to the pool, looking to all the world like her stepdaughter. He sashayed around with exaggerated swings of his hips, imagining that he was at the beach or a public pool, wondering whether onlookers would think he was hot. He even took a quick swim, relishing the tingle in his nipples from the cool water's kiss. Eventually his flaunting caught Mia's attention, and she waved him over for a quick blowjob. Tommy took to it with relish, slurping and sucking appreciatively and eagerly draining Mia's balls of yet another load of cum. The whole time he secretly fantasized about sucking not his stepmother's cock, but that of some hunk on the beach.



That evening Tommy was desperate for release. He'd not cum since that morning under the breakfast table, and he was used to blowing his load at least four times a day by now. So when Mia asked if he wanted to watch some porn on the couch, he practically jumped at the offer. He was a little disappointed when he saw the genre she'd picked, but he was far too worked up to care.
It was shemale porn, which Tommy obviously didn't mind since getting with his hot shemale stepmother, but it was one in which the shemales lured unsuspecting men into sex, then dominated them. The men seemed to always follow the same pattern, initially resisting and protesting before inevitably submitting to anal penetration. Yelps of pain would quickly shift into moans of pleasure, as their shemale tormentors expertly fucked their virgin asses. For Tommy, sitting next to Mia as she stroked her 8-inch cock, it hit a little too close to home. She hadn't forced herself on him yet, but he'd seen some of the hungry looks she gave him, and knew it was just a matter of time. In spite of his reservations, he couldn't help but be aroused by what he was watching.
Tommy slipped one hand into the bikini top he was still wearing from tanning and began to play with his nipple while the other slipped into his bottoms and tried to play with his caged cock. It was frustrating, to say the least, sitting next to Mia as she pumped her hands up and down her mighty shaft while he couldn't even get hard due to the cruel stainless steel bars. Tommy eyed the key dangling between Mia's breasts, hoping she'd take the hint, before finally asking if she'd let him out.
"Oh chica, I'm so sorry, I forgot all about your little cock being locked away in there, you want Mommy to let you out to play with yourself?"
Tommy nodded eagerly.
"Then be a good little girl and take care of Mommy first."
Tommy went straight to his knees and began bouncing his head up and down on Mia's cock, quickly relaxing himself to deep throat her until his nose was buried in her abdomen.
"My, you are eager to get out of that means little cage, aren't you sweetie?" Mia teased in a singsong voice. "Or maybe you're just thirsty for more of Mommy's creamy milk?"
Tommy gagged slightly as he nodded in agreement, though it wasn't clear even to him whether he was agreeing to one or both. Mia settled one hand on the back of his head to guide his bobbing motion, while with the other she began playing with her large breasts.
"Don't forget to play with your titties just like Mommy does chica." Mia instructed with a tone of maternal care. Tommy eagerly complied, pulling his bikini top down to reveal his budding breasts and violently massaging each with his hands.
Before long, Mia's balls clenched and rewarded Tommy's devotion with streams of her seemingly endless supply of cum. He swallowed each blast with practiced ease as they pumped down his throat, then looked up at Mia with eagerly questioning eyes.
"Oh, don't look at Momma like that chica, you know I can't resist those pretty little eyes of yours."
Tommy hopped up on the couch as Mia removed the key and used it to carefully unlock her chastised stepson's cage. Finally freed, his cock sprang immediately to attention as Mia leaned in and whispered in Tommy's ear.
"Does Mommy's good little girl want a good sucking?"
"Yes," he moaned in reply.
Mia pulled back and stared hard at Tommy, obviously waiting for something.
"Yes Mommy...." he tried after a moment of consideration.
He was thrilled when Mia's head started moving down, but shocked when she stopped over his chest, then lowered her head until his nipple was in her mouth. The wet warmth enveloping the tender flesh brought it immediately erect, and as she swirled her tongue around and back and forth over the protruding nipple, Tommy was in heaven. Mia's hands grasped each breast, massaging them in a milking motion as she alternating between sucking each nipple.
Accepting that Mia's attentions were focused elsewhere, Tommy took matters into his own hands and started jacking himself off. He'd only gotten a few strokes in, however, before Mia noticed. She pulled back from Tommy's chest and looked down at him sternly as she grabbed both of his wrists and yanked his hands away. Tommy got the message, and laid back to allow his dominant stepmother to take him as she pleased. But as pleasurable as her suckling and squeezing of his perky breasts was, Tommy didn't think he'd ever manage to climax from breast-play alone. Then one of Mia's hands moved down to his crotch.
As she continued sucking and tonguing his nipples, her hand lightly brushed Tommy's cock before slipping past to squeeze his overfilled balls. She released his nipple from her mouth with a loud pop.
"Does Mommy's little chica want to release all this cum?"
"Yes Mommy."
"Will you be a good sissy and clean up all your messy cum for Mommy?"
"Oh yes Mommy, please."
Mia smiled and returned to Tommy's nipples, but instead of playing with his cock, she slid her hand farther down and began fingering his smooth ass. Tommy immediately tensed up as Mia's fingers traced over his tightly puckered hole, but she told him to relax as she took a large dab of precum from his twitching cock and rubbed it over her fingertips. Satisfied with the ad hoc lube, Mia returned to gently prodding her way in.
Tommy tried to take his mind off of it, focusing instead on the scene still playing out in the porno on screen. The shemale in the scene (Sarina Valentina, one of his favorites for her curvy figure) had her victim bent over a pool table with her cock lodged up his ass. As always seemed to happen in these plots, his whimpering had turned into groans of pleasure as she pounded him from behind. As he watched the man on screen surrendering to the pleasures of anal sex, Tommy struggled to wrap his head around how something so strange could feel so good. Then Mia's first finger slid in.
His muscles reflexively tensed around the intrusion as she probed in and out. While Tommy was still processing the new sensations, a second finger pried it's was in to join the first, flooding Tommy with an oddly satisfying feeling of fullness as they plunged in past the knuckles. Then came the fireworks.
Mia curled her fingers back and began stroking inside of Tommy with a "come hither" motion. Like a live-wire pulsing straight through his twitching cock, it was the most intense sensation Tommy had ever experienced, and coupled with Mia's continued nipple-play, it sent him immediately over the edge, launching geysers of cum up onto his abdomen and chest in seemingly never ending cascades.
As the last paroxysms of pleasure gripped Tommy, Mia swept her tongue down across his torso, licking up a load of cum then depositing it directly into his agape mouth. Again and again she repeated the action, collecting a swath of cum then spitting it into his mouth. Only when she'd transferred every last drop did Mia stop, leaning in to kiss Tommy deeply while expertly snapping his chastity cage back in place on around his now flaccid member and his deflated balls. Tommy gulped, swallowing the deposited loads of Mia's saliva mixed with his own sperm, as he realized that Mia intended to continue her control over his orgasms indefinitely.
After that big first day, Mia continued full steam in her campaign to convert her stepson from a young man into her own little sissy. Their days were still filled with constant hot sex, but Tommy stayed locked in chastity with only increasingly rare releases allowed by Mia. He naturally complained at first, but Mia kept him focused on sucking down her hormone-filled cum instead while developing his appreciation of other forms of simulation involving his tits and ass instead of his tucked away cock. She managed his sex drive perfectly, putting him under her complete control by keeping him right on the edge at all times, constantly hoping for elusive release and eager to do anything to obtain it.
She also encouraged him to wear girly swimsuits and underwear more and more, and as his body continued to grow more feminine, Tommy soon found he was simply more comfortable if he did. Once he'd worn a full bikini, it didn't take much work for her to convince him to add a bra to the panties she made him wear around the house, and once he'd tried it he appreciated the support it provided, along with the gentle stimulation of his sensitive nipples as he moved around. Mia gifted Tommy new swimsuits and underwear regularly, and while at first he made a show of not particularly caring about the new clothes, after a few weeks he'd squeal with delight at how cute or hot each new ensemble was, eagerly trying them on for Mia's approval. After a month when she started bringing him C-cups, he was surprised to realize just how tight the once loose B-cup tops had become.
Tommy checked himself out in a full-length mirror wearing the matching bra and panty set and was shocked at the extent of his transformation. Like grass growing day by day, he hadn't really noticed the extent of the changes until he took a step back. His hips had widened and his waist had narrowed, matching the swell of his chest, as testosterone-fueled muscles had melted away into softer curves. His hair was neck-length now, and had a luxurious sheen from the products Mia used on it each day. His face had softened and looked cutely androgynous. His body hair was shaved daily under Mia's watchful eye, but it was hardly necessary anymore due to its lightening and thinning. Mia had taken to calling him "Tammy" instead of "Tommy", and looking at his reflection in the mirror, he couldn't argue that it seemed more appropriate.
As before, they had to take pains to hide their special relationship from Stan during his time home between business trips. Mia would play the role of the doting wife and mother to perfection, giggling and flirting with Stan while reverting to calling Tommy by his real name. Tommy, meanwhile, did his best to make himself scarce. He wore loose fitting clothes and tightened his bras, hoping that Stan would be too focused on Mia to notice his growing breasts or the chastity cage between his legs. Whenever Stan was otherwise occupied, working on his computer, running errands, or watching a show, Mia would call Tommy over for a quick blowjob to make sure he was getting his supply of hormones. They were almost caught several times, and more than once Tommy was forced to hide in Mia's closet and watch as his father plowed her ass, a pleasure he hadn't been allowed in ages. To add insult to injury, once Stan finished and rolled over to fall asleep, Mia forced Tommy to lick up her anal creampie then resume his interrupted blowjob.
The only bridge that remained to be crossed in Tammy's descent into sissyhood was surrendering her virgin ass to her stepmother's cock. Mia had continued to finger her ass, often having her kneel on her hands and knees in the "milking position" when freed from her chastity cage for occasional release, but she still hadn't fully inducted her sissy stepdaughter into her new womanhood. That final step started, as many things do, with makeup.
Mia and Tammy had just stepped out of their post-yoga shower after she'd finished her customary shower blowjob (her fourth for the day, counting breakfast and two during yoga). As Tammy started toweling off, Mia ran her hands through her hair, tutting her disapproval.
"Chica, your hair is a mess, today we fix it, wait here."
When Mia came back she was holding a brightly-colored spaghetti-strap top and a matching thigh-length skirt.
"Get dressed Chica, we're going out," Mia said as she tossed the clothes over.
Tammy was horrified. She hasn't left the house in over a month, not since Mia had begun turning her into a sissy girl. What if somebody she knew saw her and figured out who she was? What if everyone could tell?
Mia's hand fell across Tammy's butt in a firm slap. She'd taken to spanking her stepdaughter recently to enforce discipline, and as usual it had the desired effect. Tammy meekly slipped into her panties and bra, then awkwardly stepped into the skirt and pulled on the top. The low-cut top squeezed and lifted her breasts, showing off a deep valley of cleavage framed by the exposed lacy top of her bra, while the pleated skirt floated up whenever she moved, offering teasing glimpses of her thong panties.
"Now no daughter of mine is going out like that," Mia said disapprovingly, "you must learn to manage your makeup."
Mia had Tammy sit on a stool on front of the mirror while she deftly applied mascara, eyeliner, eye shadow, and lipstick before finishing up with a touch of rouge. With each step she explained to Tammy just how she was to put her makeup on herself each morning from now on, and Tammy listened with eager focus, knowing the spankings she'd receive if any part were amiss.
When Mia finished, Tammy's androgynous features had been replaced by a those of a sultry seductress, with glittering eyes and shimmering lips promising forbidden pleasures. Combined with her provocative clothes and growing curves, Tammy recognized in herself the easy sort of girl she would have tried to pick up for a quick lay a few short months ago.
Satisfied with her work, Mia slipped into a tight-fitting sundress and pulled out a couple pairs of heels. Tammy was pretty wobbly in them, but Mia insisted that no woman should go out without cute shoes.
Once they got to the mall, the pair turned the heads of everyone within a hundred yards as they strutted in. Both easily clearing six feet tall in their heels and deeply tanned from all their time out by the pool, they were a matching set of bronzed amazons with tight clothing that accentuated their curves with every swaying step. At first Tammy was embarrassed by all the attention, but as she looked at the slack-jawed faces of the leering men and the jealous glares of the surrounding women, she realized with a thrill that none of them could guess her little secret, tucked away safely in her chastity cage.
Mia led Tammy on a whirlwind tour of the mall, starting with an upscale salon, where Tammy's unruly hair was styled into a cute bob cut. Next they got her ears pierced and bought her some hoop earrings. Finally, they took a relaxing hour together getting manicures and pedicures, painting Tammy's nails a bright bubblegum pink. By the time they were done, Tammy was primped and polished into a hot little dish that was turning heads from twice as far as when they first entered the mall. The bounce in her step as she reveled in the attention only added to it as each step set her barely contained cleavage jiggling. Riding high on the surrounding buzz, Tammy got a wicked idea to get even more looks. She pressed her body against Mia's and went in for a lingering kiss, then said, "Thank you, Mommy."
An audible gasp rippled across the mall as all the onlookers stared and more than a few hurriedly adjusted their pants.
"Mmmm, let's get you home, you naughty little girl."
They walked out with Mia's hand up the back of Tammy's skirt, brazenly feeling up her ass and providing a parting view for their impromptu audience.
Mia's convertible raced them home, and as soon as they came through the door Mia bent her stepdaughter over the couch and flipped up her skirt, exposing Tammy's round ass. Mia's hands descended in a series of firm swats, reddening both of Tammy's exposed cheeks. But the oohs and ahhs coming from Tammy were clearly more from arousal than pain.
"Naughty little girls get punished," Mia explained between spanks, "is Mommy's sissy ready for her punishment?"
"Yes Mommy!" Tammy exclaimed without even a hint of contrition.
Mia pulled Tammy's panties down around her high heeled ankles and hiked up her dress, revealing her 8-inch cock standing out proudly. She leaned over and spit, coating Tammy's tight hole with a glistening sheen, then guided her cock-head against it.
For weeks, Tammy's only release had been with Mia's fingers up her ass, and her conditioning swiftly engaged at the touch of Mia's cock. Her muscles loosened to allow her entry while her entire body shook with excitement. Still, Mia's monster was far larger than the fingers Tammy was used to. Even with her muscles relaxed Tammy groaned as Mia roughly forced her way in, feeling as if she'd split in half before managing to fit it in. The futile resistance of Tammy's virgin hole soon collapsed as the bulbous head broke in. The rest of Mia's shaft followed, steadily filling Tammy's back door until it felt like her organs must have been rearranged to accommodate it. Likewise Tammy's mind struggled to rearrange itself to it's new reality. The thrusting cock inside of her felt so good, but there was a small corner of her mind screaming in protest that this wasn't what she wanted, begging her not to give in to the waves of pleasure threatening to engulf her. But with every shuddering thrust, that corner of her mind grew smaller and smaller, until nothing was left but the sweet sensations of sexual surrender.
A puddle started to form at Tammy's feet. Her chastity cage was too constricting to allow her to get hard, but the anal stimulation launched a steady flow of cum from her caged cock, which dripped down with each of Mia's pounding thrusts. As Mia continued her assault, she started taunting her moaning stepdaughter.
"Does Mommy's sissy slut like getting her sweet little ass pounded?"
"Is Mommy's naughty little girl making cummies?"
"Are you ready for Mommy to blow her cum up your sissy ass?"
With each question Tammy responded with a breathless "Yes Mommy", which only added to Mia's fervor. She relished the knowledge that she'd fully broken her stepson to her will, converting him fully into a depraved anal sissy slut. When Mia finally climaxed, Tammy felt the loads of hot cum blasting inside of her, and knew that she'd been forever changed. As Mia pulled out, she immediately popped a butt plug in place, sealing her cum in Tammy's ass to be absorbed directly into her system. Then she pulled Tammy off the couch and forced her to lick up her cum from the floor.
After that final step into womanhood, Tammy settled in to her new life as her stepmother's sissy fucktoy. Her body was Mia's playground, and her every waking moment was devoted to satisfying Mia's insatiable lust with no reservations. Their initial friendship resumed, but with the clear distinction that Mia was the Queen Bitch and Tammy was her submissive slut. Between the brainwashing effects of the mammoth doses of Mia's cum she consumed every day and the careful physical and mental conditioning Mia employed, Tammy was blissfully happy in her new role, with hardly a recollection of ever wanting a different life.
Presents from Mia continued, sexy clothes and underwear, a growing assortment of jewelry, and a never ending collection of shoes. Until one day when Mia brought Tammy a very special present. As Tammy opened the box, Mia announced that it was time for a big change....
If Tammy is given two plane tickets to Brazil, go to Mamma Mia - Back to Brazil.
If Tammy is given a french maid outfit, go to Mamma Mia - Maid to Orders.
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"Ah chico, I think you already know the answer. It's making you into exactly the lover that I want. Mamma Mia needs a nice big juicy cock to keep her satisfied."
Mia reached down and started idly playing with her stepson's manhood, rolling his swollen balls between her fingers then tracing her fingernails up the length of his hardening shaft. Even after a long day of fucking his insatiable shemale stepmother, Tommy's cock quickly stood to attention, and he could feel yet another huge load of cum churning within. Not willing to let his confusion stand in the way of such pleasure, Tommy leaned in and started sucking on Mia's proffered breast with gusto.
"But how?" Tommy asked between sucks as Mia began pumping her hand up and down his cock with greater intensity.
"I told you chico," Mia answered as she used her free hand to press Tommy's head back down onto her saliva-coated tit, "Mommy's cum is loaded with hormones that will make you grow big and strong."
With his face pinned to Mia's chest, Tommy glanced down at his fully-erect member and mentally compared it to Mia's own. When she'd first seduced him in the shower a month ago, her impressive 8-inch monster had dwarfed his admittedly average endowment, but now they looked to be almost the same size! He knew he'd guzzled more cum from Mia over the past month than he would've thought anyone could produce in a year, but could it really have such a pronounced effect? And where those changes also the reason he came like a fire hose every time, even with the constant releases?
Tommy's musings were curtailed by Mia's horniness. Eager to get some action of her own, she rolled him over onto his back and hopped on top, straddling him in the 69 position. For all their experimentation over the past month, somehow they'd never tried this position before, and Tommy was a little surprised at first when Mia dropped her hips and pushed her cock into his mouth. The angle was different than what he was used to, and pinned between Mia and the mattress he had next to no control over the pace or depth of penetration, but his trained reflexes swiftly kicked in as he started sucking and schlurping appreciatively. Mia continued to pump Tommy's cock with one hand, cradling his balls in the other.
"Is Mommy's big boy going to keep taking his medicine?"
Tommy grunted in affirmation while reaching up to grab two handfuls of Mia's ass, pulling her thrusts down deeper as he worked her cock down his throat. Giggling at his eagerness, Mia rewarded Tommy with one long slow lick from his balls all the way up his shaft, finishing with a playful twirl of her tongue around the tip.
"This is Mommy's toy, I made it what it is, so I decide what happens to it, understood?"
Again, Tommy could only groan his assent, as Mia's cock was plunged deep into his throat with unabating passion. She'd bottomed out now, and her balls were resting on her prone stepson's face as she continued to fuck his unresisting mouth. She rewarded him once more, this time expertly sliding his entire eight inches straight down her throat until she was nuzzling his balls. They'd grown from the size of grapes to a pair of ping pong balls, struggling to keep up with the demands of their incestuous sexcapades. As Mia slid her lips back up Tommy's cock, she clutched his swollen balls in a tight grip, lightly digging her fingernails in with slowly building pressure.
"And if Mommy wants to play rough with her toys, she will." Mia punctuated her statement by taking the head of Tommy's cock into her mouth once more and nipping the top of his shaft in a playful bite.
The pain was exquisite. Tommy had never experimented with masochism before, but the sharp sensations amplified everything else until the entwined pain and pleasure were unbearably intense. He felt his balls begin to clench, struggling to pull into his body as his body raced to a sudden orgasm, but they were unable to escape Mia's cruel grip. As Tommy teetered on the edge of climax, Mia slid her mouth up and down his shaft, scraping it's length with her teeth. Still Tommy was powerless to obtain his desperately needed release, as the vice-grip on his sack held him back.
Mia held Tommy in that precarious state, teasing him with pain and pleasure but holding him from release, until she felt her own orgasm approaching. Only then did she relinquish her hold, allowing his tortured balls to blast out their long-building load. His convulsions as he pumped his cum into her mouth pushed Mia over the edge as well, and she matched him blast for blast as she shot her cum straight down his throat.
While Tommy was recovering from the shock of his earth-shattering orgasm, miss deftly dismounted him and turned, leaning in for a kiss. Tommy unthinkingly obliged her at first, but recoiled when the taste of his own cum met his lips. Her cheeks puffed out with the cum she'd just milked, Mia said nothing, but roughly seized Tommy's cock and balls in one hand while taking a fistful of his hair in the other. When Tommy predictably gasped, Mia swiftly resumed the kiss and spat the whole load into his mouth. Only after her reluctant stepson had swallowed every last drop of his cum did Mia release her grip and end the kiss.
"What the fuck was that?" Tommy exclaimed as he stood up and looked about for a cup of water, or anything to get the taste out of his mouth.
"You mean that little taste of pain? You seemed to enjoy it," Mia bantered.
"No, that was fine, but making me swallow my own cum?"
"It came from my toy, that makes it mines
to dispose of, and it wanted to see you eat it."
"But it's fucking disgusting!"
"It's no different than Mommy's cum, are you saying that Mommy's cum is disgusting?" Mia shot back with a hard edge in her voice, as if daring him to answer. Tommy's rage evaporated as he meekly shook his head.
"Your cum is filled with the same hormones as Mommy's now," Mia continued in a more reconciliatory tone. "The more you drink, the faster this is going to grow."
As Mia started playing with Tommy's cock, his hesitation was overcome with curiosity.
"So how big will it get?" he asked as his cock began to harden again in response.
"I'm not sure chico," Mia answered, sliding off the bed and kneeling in front of him. "The doctors said something about 'natural equilibrium' and 'meeting the limits of the body', but I think that was just their way of saying they don't know."
Tommy was fully erect now, and surprised to find that the idea of eating his own cum was no longer abhorrent to him. In fact, it kinda turned him on. And the sight of his hot stepmother kneeling in front of him, sliding both her hands up and down his newly supersized manhood certainly didn't hurt.
"Well maybe we'd better find out for ourselves," Tommy finally offered, "wanna get me another load?"
Mia smiled and set right to work, expertly extracting another load of cum from her willing stepson, then standing before him with it filling her mouth. Tommy hesitated for just a moment, running his hands up and down Mia's body before pulling her in close and locking his lips with hers. As their tongues danced in unison, Mia cleverly worked each drop of cum into Tommy's mouth one bit at a time. He allowed each one to slide down his tongue before swallowing. She was right, it really did taste just like hers.
The next day Tommy woke up with an epic case of morning wood. He'd dreamt all night about wild sex orgies in which he was impossibly endowed with the sort of monster cock that could only exist in the realms of fantasy, but as he looked down at the large tent he was making in the sheets, Tommy had to wonder just how close to that fantasy reality could come. For now, though, Tommy had more pressing concerns. He rolled over to Mia and took a moment to soak in her beauty. Her hair was spread wildly across her pillow like a raven-black mane. Her face was the image of feminine perfection, with her delicate features and soft full lips.
The sheet had fallen to the middle of her torso, exposing the twin mounds of her beasts. They were twin works of art, a pinnacle of man-made perfection which utterly surpassed any natural creation. Tommy knew from his time raiding Mia's panty drawer that they were G-cups, but their beauty was in far more than their size. They were perfectly round, with no scars or blemishes, and even without a bra they never seemed to droop or sag. Even now as Mia lay on her back, they stood proudly, meeting in the middle of her chest in spite of gravity's pull.
Tommy lowered his head and took one of Mia's nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around her large areola while teasing nipple into hardening. Mia awoke with a smile on her face, enjoying her stepson's devoted ministrations.
"Mmmm, chico, Mommy is so glad that she taught you that little tongue trick."
"I think I may be a little rusty," Tommy replied, "maybe you could give me a refresher?"
Tommy popped up on his knees and tried to straddle Mia, guiding his throbbing cock to her mouth, but Mia put up her hands and pushed him back down.
"Is Mommy's big boy that eager to get started?" she teased, "Well it's ladies first in this household young man, get down there and give Mommy a proper wake up."
Tommy didn't resist, and slipped right under the sheets, quickly taking Mia's rapidly hardening member into his mouth. Mia watched in amusement as the sheet billowed over Tommy's bobbing head, then started playing with her breasts as he continued her blowjob.
"You got Mommy's big tits all worked up you naughty boy, now I have to find something to do with these hard nipples while you're down there."
Mia's dirty talk had its intended effect as Tommy redoubled his efforts on her cock knowing that she was playing with her perfect tits. It wasn't long before his devoted sucking and her own nipple-play pushed Mia to her limit, launching the first load of her cum for the day into his waiting mouth. Eager for his own turn, Tommy wasted no time emerging from beneath the sheets and climbing up once more to bring his cock to Mia's mouth. But once again she stopped him short.
"I told you Mommy's big tits were all worked up, wouldn't you rather fuck these?"
Mia slid Tommy's cock between her tits. Even without external pressure they squeezed his shaft from either side, but when Mia pushed them inwards the soft flesh wrapped fully around, ensconcing Tommy in a mountain of jiggling breasts. He needed no additional invitation, and set to thrusting in and out of her cleavage. Tommy's hands reached down and pinched Mia's erect nipples tugging them upwards while he continued to titfuck her. This elicited moans of pleasure from Mia as she begged him to cum all over Mommy's titties. Eventually he did, launching thick ropes of cum all over her chest.
Tommy leaned back panting for a moment, but Mia gave him no rest. She reached a hand around the back of his neck and pulled him down, burying his head between her boobs. Tommy took his cue, and starting lapping up his cum, taking a good deal longer than was likely necessary to give his stepmother's breasts a good licking.
Later that day, after Tommy made Mia breakfast than took his under the table from her cock, the two lovebirds were getting hot and heavy during yoga. Mia was wearing a tight pair of yoga pants with a matching sports bra, while Tommy was just in boxers. As usual, Mia had been taking advantage of numerous poses to grind her ass into Tommy's crotch. Typically they would have done away with the pretense of yoga and quickly launched into full-blown sex already, but today Mia kept putting Tommy off, and he didn't think he could take it much longer. He finally snapped when Mia launched into a deep downward dog fold and began lifting her heels one at a time, making her ass rock back and forth right in front of him.
Tommy jumped on Mia, pulling down her yoga shorts and exposing her succulent ass.
"I wondered how long I'd have to tease you before you did something about it." Mia laughed as Tommy pulled his hard cock out of his boxers. "Give Mommy what she deserves with that big thick cock of yours."
Tommy needed no encouragement, and forced himself right into Mia's tight hole. She stayed in her pose, ass high in the air, as he took her from behind, pounding her ass with animalistic fervor as he let out all the sexual energies she'd stoked in him. His fingers dug into her supple cheeks as he rocked her body in time with his own thrusts.
"Just remember chico, you need to drink up all that cum when you're finished, Mamma Mia wants her toy to keep growing."
But the fires of Tommy's passion burned too hot for him to pay any heed, and he continued fucking Mia's ass with abandon. He'd never taken the lead like this before, and Mia found herself carried along by his passion, so she was a little disappointed when it came to an end as he blew his load in a shuddering climax. Tommy slid to the floor and laid down as he took panting breaths.
"You're not done yet chico," Mia grinned as she doffed her yoga pants and stepped over to straddle his head. As Mia lowered herself down, Tommy tried to oblige her by guiding he cock into his mouth, but she pushed herself forwards to line her ass up with his mouth instead.
"I told you you'd have to drink it," Mia teased as she dropped the last few inches, planting herself squarely on Tommy's face.
Tommy froze, not sure if he could go through with this, but he was unable to breathe from beneath Mia. As he started struggling for air he lost the luxury of choice. He opened his mouth, struggling for breath under Mia's big booty.
"Lick."
Tommy reflexively followed Mia's one-word command, flicking his tongue out against her cum-coated hole. Mia lifted herself up a fraction of an inch, just enough for Tommy to breathe.
"Keep going, and make that hand useful."
Tommy complied, running his tongue back and forth as his cum dripped from Mia's ass while jerking her off with his forgotten hand. He was thankful for Mia's obsessive cleanliness, as the only things he tasted were the tang of her sweat and the now familiar taste of his own seed. Even after the dripping of his cum had slowed to a stop, Tommy kept at it, licking everywhere from Mia's ass, to her taint, to her balls while continuing to pump her cock. As she inevitably surged towards climax, Mia pulled herself back off of Tommy's face and buried her cock in his mouth, pumping her cream right in.
Over the next few weeks, Tommy started to notice other changes to his body. He'd always been fit, but a little on the slim side, and try as he might in the weight room, he'd never been able to build muscle. But now it seemed as if his body was finally bulking out as he'd always hoped it would. He still didn't look like a bodybuilder, but he had about the physique of an Olympic swimmer; lean with well-defined muscles swelling all over his body. Mia, of course, loved it, and could hardly keep her hands off of him, cooing about her big strong stepson and what a big man he was becoming. Maybe it was his body finally catching up, or maybe it was the constant exercise Mia provided, or maybe it was the cock-growing hormones, but whatever the reason, Tommy was growing into the body of a god with a divine cock to match.
Tommy swiftly grew accustomed to cleaning up his own cum, in addition to swallowing copious loads of Mia's. Whether from Mia's mouth, off her tits, from her ass, or even off her feet, he happily lapped it up, knowing it was worth it both for its transformative effects as well as the boost it gave to Mia's already sky-high libido. And it seemed as if each load was bigger than the last. While the hormonal overload certainly was a major factor in that, a new habit of Mia's may have also contributed. She loved pulling on his balls, holding them away from his body to keep him from climaxing as long as possible. Especially during their nightly porn watching sessions, she would slowly jack Tommy off with one hand while tugging on his balls with the other. She'd keep him going for over an hour, slowing down whenever she felt his orgasm approaching, the quickly ramping back up once the urge faded away. For Tommy it was blissful torture, and Mia was happy to remind him that his big cock belonged to her.
He was up to ten inches in length now, and big enough around that Mia could just barely wrap her fingers around it. Tommy had worried at first that his growing length and girth might become too much for Mia to handle, but in fact it only seemed to make her exponentially more eager to take him that much more, especially in her tight ass. She steadily became more brazen about fucking Tommy, even when his father was home from his business trips.
They almost got caught several times after Mia pounced on Tommy and sucked him off or made him fuck her while Stan was in the next room. She made a habit of not wearing any panties, so that with a quick flip of her skirt she could take a hard pounding from Tommy in the kitchen while Stan was watching TV. Then she'd bite down on a towel to muffle her moans of pleasure as Tommy finished the job by eating her out while jacking her off. Once Stan even came into the kitchen to grab a drink while Tommy was under Mia's skirt. She pretended to be washing dishes while Tommy made her squirm with pleasure, thankful that Stan didn't come around the counter.
One day Mia and Tommy set out on one of their rare expeditions from the house. Mia wanted to go shopping for new clothes, and she wanted Tommy's opinion on them. Tommy went along reluctantly, but had a significant change of heart when he saw their destination. It was a high-end lingerie store, filed with bits of lace, silk, and leather more expensive than Tommy had realized clothes could be. Several customers were already in the shop when they arrived, each of whom was tended to by one or two sales associates. Apparently the store only employed exceptionally hot women, and their uniforms were whatever slinky lingerie they we trying to push at the time.
Within a minute of walking into the store, Tommy was at full-mast and struggling to hide his massive boner from the room full of half-naked women. Mia seemed not to notice as she led Tommy around the shop, pausing to admire a piece here or there as she went. By the time she'd gathered up a few of her favorites and slipped intuitive the changing rooms to try them on, every woman in the store had gotten an eyeful of Tommy and his obvious bulge. Like a pack of wolves circling their helpless prey, it was obvious that each of them wanted a taste of his meat.
Tommy shuffled about awkwardly while Mia was gone, eventually settling into a couch near the changing area. He tried to avoid eye contact with anyone while still struggling to push down his obvious erection, so he was looking down at the floor when a pair of feet in tall white high heels stopped directly in front of him. Tommy's eyes traced up the white nylon clad legs, past the lace thong and garter belt, over the perky breasts in a demi cup bra, and up to a beaming face framed by long blond hair. Tommy gulped as he realized that this model would have been exactly his type before he turned to more exotic fare with his dark-haired shemale stepmother.
"Is there anything I can... help you with?" She asked in a peppy voice.
Tommy couldn't be sure whether or not he'd imagined her quick glance down to his lap mid-sentence. He mumbled something back about being just fine, trying not to obviously ogle her.
"Well, if there's anything at all, I would love to give you a hand."
She stepped away just as Mia emerged from the dressing room. Her street clothes were gone, and she was modeling a satin full length red gown. A slit ran up the side all they way up to her right hip, exposing her long smooth leg as she spun around for Tommy. While the length of the dress was perfect, it clearly had not been designed for a woman of Mia's ample bosom. Her breasts spilled out over the top, exposing the tops of her areola.



Tommy, along with the audience of customers and staff surreptitiously watching from around the room, was speechless.
"Well I can see that this one is a winner," Mia said with a wink, nodding to Tommy's straining shorts. "Just wait until you see the next one!"
As Mia retreated once more into the dressing room, the blond in white lingerie quickly made her way back to Tommy, this time sitting next to him on the couch. She turned to face him, pulling back her shoulders in a way that pushed out her chest. Her tits had nothing on Mia's, but they were still a beautiful pair of C-cups.
"See anything you like yet?" she offered, "we're always looking to please our customers."
"I'm just here helping my Mo... my girlfriend to pick something out," Tommy replied, kicking himself for almost saying Mommy and trying not to glance down at the girl's offering.
"How sweet! I'm sure you have wondeful taste. How do you like my outfit?"
"It's lovely," Tommy answered quickly.
"Oh, you hardly even looked," she pouted, "here, feel how soft the fabric is."
She pulled Tommy's hands from his lap, inevitably brushing against his bulge, and pressed them to her chest, more against her skin than the low cups of the bra.
"See, isn't that the softest thing you've ever touched?"
Tommy's jaw dropped. He'd never had to deal with women making advances like this before, and he wasn't sure how to handle it now. He was spared only by the double clicking of a pair of boots on the floor behind him. He turned, quickly pulling back his hands, to see Mia in her next outfit. It was all dark black leather, and clearly meant to be some kind of fetish/dominatrix getup. The skintight boots ran up to the middle of her thighs, and matched the black leather corset that cinched in her waist and made her breasts look even larger than usual. A leather to back thong completed the ensemble, and Tommy was amazed as always at Mia's skill in tucking away her own substantial package when wearing such things.
Tommy wasn't sure how much Mia had seen, but thankfully she sat down next to him in a seemingly fine mood.
"Oh good chico," she began, "you've found one of the little shop girls to help us."
Mia draped herself possessively over Tommy and fixed the blond with a cool stare as she continued.
"I'm a little worried that this top is too small for my breasts, do you have any for bustier women?"
"No, we focus our wares more... natural sizes."
The two women stared at each other over Tommy for a long moment. Chatter throughout the store went silent as the other patrons and employees dropped all pretense of minding their own business.
"I find that most people agree that bigger is better," Mia countered as she patted her hand on Tommy's lap. He tried to inconspicuously push her hand away, but Mia instead gripped his cock through his shorts and started pumping it, maintaining eye contact with the blond the whole time.
The girl's eyes grew wide as saucers as she looked down to see Mia's hand jerking off Tommy's big cock. She couldn't help but salivate a bit as she saw it outlined in thin fabric, obviously twice the size of any she'd seen before.
"What do you think chico, does this outfit make Mommy's titties look too big?"
An audible gasp echoed through the room as everyone doubted that they could have heard her correctly. But she immediately proved their hearing correct.
"Come help Mommy in the dressing room chico, I need you to help me out of this."
Tommy was blushing furiously as he stood up with Mia, the more so because her hand never let go of his cock. As she turned and walked back into the dressing room, she kept her grip, pulling him after her as if by a leash. They made love loudly, as Mia seemed determined to put on a show even if nobody could see them. When they finally finished, Mia led Tommy back out to the register with both outfits. As she paid for them with Stan's credit card, every eye in the room was glued to the pair of them. Some of the looks were clearly judgemental, but the majority were plainly under the influence of a different emotion: lust.
A month later Tommy's growth seemed to have finally slowed. He'd topped out at eleven inches long and was nearly as big around a soda can. His family jewels were the size of raquetballs, and his production of cum had only continued to grow with them. His orgasms felt more amazing now than Tommy had ever dreamed they could, as rope after rope of creamy white cum blasted out in never ending streams. Once it became obvious that Tommy was done growing, Mia started letting herself enjoy tastes of his fruit instead of forcing him to drink it all. She still got a kick out of snowballing with him and having him eat his load out of her ass, but she couldn't resist saving some for herself too.
One evening as they lay in bed after a long day, Tommy finally asked the awkward question that had been on his mind for some time.
"So, did you do this with my dad too?"
Mia reached down to fondle Tommy's cock. "You mean, did I feed him my cum to make him grow a nice big juicy cock like my stepson?"
Tommy was taken slightly aback by her bluntness, and be for he could respond Mia let out a long sigh.
"How could I when he's only here one day in ten? Besides, that selfish bastard never wants to suck my cock. He only wants to fuck my ass, or have me suck on his little dick, and before I can even get off he's done and snoring next to me."
"But, he married you, isn't he into... women like you with a little something extra?"
"Some men just want a piece of ass to fuck and to hell with the rest," Mia replied. "Not that I can even feel his humping me, I'm used to a bit more of a man than that."
Mia's fondling and suggestive dialog had had their intended effect, as Tommy had gone from ready for bed to ready for action.
"Well would Mommy like to feel what a real man fucks like?"
Mia giggled as she flipped over on her hands and knees and raised her ass in the air, offering it to her hung stepson. Tommy gave it a quick lick for lube, and launched into an anal pounding with his monster cock that left Mia screaming in ecstacy as she came all over the sheets. As they collapsed back into each others arms, Mia whispered in Tommy's ear.
"Who needs Stan, I have his credit card and your cock, that's all I need."
The next morning, Mia told Tommy that it was time to put his endowment to use. Tommy cracked a quick joke about how she always seemed eager to use it, but she insisted that she had something new in mind. Tommy was shocked when Mia told him that...
If Mia tells Tommy that she wants to milk his cum and sell it online, go to Mamma Mia -
Milked for Profit.
If Mia tells Tommy that she wants to seduce his ex-girlfriend, go to Mamma Mia - Punishing Tommy's Ex.
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"We need a little more feminine energy around here."
The words hung in the air as Tommy's devoted licking of Mia's ass slowed to a stop.
"You mean another woman?"
Mia hooked her legs behind Tommy's head and pulled his face back into her ass.
"No, I mean you, you dumb sissy bitch."
Once Tommy finished with pleasuring Mia, she led him into her closet. She had him stand there, naked except for his ever-present chastity cage, while she dug through the drawers, occasionally pulling something out and throwing it to him.
"I'm afraid most of my clothes won't fit a flat little femboy like you, but it's important for a sissy to always be dressed appropriately."
Mia turned and saw that Tommy was standing there dumbly, holding the pile of clothes she'd handed him without moving.
"Well don't just stand there you little tart, get dressed!"
Tommy dropped the pile of clothes and did his best to comply. He fumbled through them until he found the pair of panties Mia had provided. They were silky and pink, with little white bows and white lace edging. Tommy felt utterly ridiculous pulling them up over his hairy legs and over his caged manhood, but when he looked up at Mia in search of some measure of mercy, he was met with a steely gaze that told him it would be safer not to complain.
Next came the bra. Tommy had gotten plenty of practice at taking them off girls, but putting one on was a different story entirely, made even more difficult by the fact that as one of Mia's, it was outfitted with cups big enough to contain her massive bust. For the flat-chested Tommy, this just meant that much more loose material to get in his way as he struggled with the tangled straps. After watching him struggle fruitlessly, Mia let out an exasperated sigh and stepped in to help, snapping the band against Tommy's back before gesturing for him to continue.
If Tommy had felt ridiculous before, he was positively mortified now. The matching G-cup bra was ludicrously large on him, and dramatically emphasized the fact that he was a boy dressing up in a woman's clothing. He quickly pulled on the bright yellow sundress, hoping to cover up his shameful state. Mia circled him, pulling here and there as she tried to make the dress hang correctly, but it was just the wrong cut for Tommy, and there wasn't any real hope of making it work. With another exasperated sigh Mia gave up, and handed Tommy a pair of yellow pumps.
"Put these on," she ordered, "we're going shopping."
"Like this? But I look..."
"Ridiculous, I know," Mia snapped, cutting his protest short. "That's why we're going out to buy you new clothes that will fit your pathetic little femboy body."
"But I could just wear some of my clothes, just to the store," Tommy begged.
"Heels on sissy, you're never wearing boys clothes again. From now on, you're my sissy stepdaughter Tammy, and I'll mold you into a girl until your own father doesn't recognize you."
Bereft of any real alternatives, Tommy put the heels on and wobbled after Mia out to her car. Once they reached the department store, Tommy again followed Mia right up to the customer service desk. They made quite the site, with Mia's exotic beauty and curvaceous body exuding pure feminine sensuality forming a stark contrast with poor Tommy, who from head to toe was obviously uncomfortable in his crossdressing. His gait in the ubfamiliar heels was clearly awkward. His hairy legs poked out from his dress in obvious contradiction. His chest was flat, but the flattened fabric of his enormous bra was clearly visible. And his features, while not overtly masculine, we're clearly those of an 18 year old boy, not a young lady. The giggles and chatter amidst fingers pointing in his direction only made matters worse, and he blushed beet red when it became clear he had no chance of passing or hiding in Mia's wake.
"My stepdaughter Tammy has been dressing up in boys clothes," Mia announced to the two girls working the counter. "You two are going to help us pick out a new wardrobe for her."
The girls looked from Mia, to Tammy, to each other and snickered, but when Mia pulled a wad of bills out from her cleavage, they eagerly set out to do her bidding while pointing Mia and Tammy to the dressing rooms. Within a few minutes the girls had started returning with piles of clothes to try on, starting with panties and bras.
Mia allowed Tammy to use the changing room for privacy, but she insisted that she leave the door open so that she could observe. She tried to change quickly and to keep her back turned, but even then the two girls were able to sneak glimpses of her flaccid cock locked away in it's steel cage. Their laughter made it clear just how much they had seen, but Tammy still struggled to hide herself as best she could in the slips of fabric. As she tried on different styles of panties, Mia regularly asked the girls their opinion on how they made Tammy's ass look, or whether she looked cute in them, or how well they 'flattened' her in the front. Eventually Mia built up a broad selection of panties she was pleased with, from thongs, to boy shorts, to tangas, and moved on to bras.
Tammy quickly got the hang of putting on and taking off bras as Mia hovered around her providing constant direction. After trying a few different sizes, Mia settled on B-cups, in spite of Tammy's nonexistent breasts. "Those will grow in soon enough, and in the meantime we can just pad them." While the two girls serving them continued to giggle at Tammy's predicament, one of them was clearly starting to get off on it. She eyed Tammy while gently biting her lower lip, and snuck a hand down her pants for a quick rub whenever she got the chance.
A cavalcade of skirts, dresses, tops, and bottoms came next, along with heels to match each outfit. The two girls quickly learned exactly what Mia was looking for: girly outfits that walked the line between "cute and innocent" and "revealingly slutty". Tammy looked a little less queer now that she was wearing a bra that fit with small breastforms, driving the turned-on store girl started getting handsy. Under the guise of helping the awkward Tammy in and out of her clothes, she repeatedly took liberties in running her hands all over her exposed body with a lightly sensual touch. Tammy had no idea how to respond to her groping touch. On the one hand it thrilled her, making her caged cock strain against it's steel bars, but it also added to the confusing muddle of sexuality that made her question who she even was. All of which was clearly just what Mia had hoped for, using by her satisfied smile as she watched her new step daughter's discomfort.
Finally they filled out Tammy's new wardrobe to Mia's liking. The clothes filled bags upon bags, which the shop girls helped them out to the car with. Tammy started to get in the car, thinking her humiliation was finally ending, but Mia stopped her before she could shut the door.
"Aren't you going to thank the lovely girls who helped pick out your pretty new clothes?"
Tammy stepped back out of the car and rose unsteadily to her high-heeled feet, murmuring her thanks.
"Well that was hardly suitable after how much they helped you, especially the one who was so kind in helping you dress and undress. Perhaps a kiss?"
Tammy's eyes flared, but she held her tongue as the girl eagerly stepped forward to claim her thank you. She wrapped her arms around Tammy, pulling her in close enough that her chastity cage made obvious contact through their clothes, and locked lips with her in a long smoldering kiss. When she finally broke away, there was a new fire in her eyes that spoke to a previously unknown desires awakening. Before getting in the car, Mia took a moment to hand her something out of her purse with a wink. As the car sped away, the girl looked down to see a small cage with a lock and key. A wicked grin spread across her face as she started making plans for her date that night.
Add they pulled out of the parking lot, Mia glanced over at Tammy appraisingly. She was wearing an outfit remnicient of boarding school uniforms, black pumps with long white stockings, a pleated tartan skirt to mid-thigh, and a white blouse that was just translucent enough to see the color of her forest green bra.
"Well now, is there anyone else you'd like to thank?"
After a moment Tammy caught Mia's drift.
"Thank you Mommy for buying me new clothes," she offered questioningly.
"I should think you'd be thankful, it certainly wasn't cheap! But don't you think there's something more a sissy girl like you could do to show her appreciation..."
Mia pulled up her skirt and freed her cock from her panties. Tammy froze, thinking there was no way she could do what Mia wanted in public, but Mia forced the issue, pulling her stepdaughter's head down into her lap. In spite of her reservations, force of habit made Tammy open her mouth and begin to suck. Mia controlled the pace, keeping one hand firmly on the back of Tammy's neck to set her bobbing rhythm.
While the sensations of sucking her shemale stepmother's cock, it's taste and feel as it slid over her tongue, were by now quite familiar to Tammy, doing so in public was not. She was embarrassed, but on a deeper level she felt herself slipping into a while new persona, aided by her sexy new clothes. She felt like a naughty schoolgirl, an object of sexuality eager to serve cock even in clear sight of any random passerby. The hoots and hollers they received whenever Mia came to a stop in traffic or at a light only fueled those feelings, and Tammy began to feel the sexuality empowering her. Her initial hesitation gave way into enthusiastic gusto, as she worked her stepmother's shaft in a sloppy blowjob. While she'd started off nearly melting into her seat in shame, now she began purposefully rising higher and higher on her knees until her panty-clad ass was pressed against the window.
So lost was Tammy in her newfound slutty persona that she didn't even notice they'd pulled into the driveway until Mia pulled her head up from her lap. Tammy was still trying to wipe up the drool from her face as Mia pulled her out from her seat and bent her against the side of the car.
"My slutty little sissy stepdaughter loves being used in public, doesn't she?" Mia whispered in Tammy's ear as she lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties.
Tammy couldn't help but moan in response. It was so wrong, and she should have been humiliated, but it was so hot that she didn't even care. She shuddered as Mia mounted her from behind, thrusting hard enough that Tammy had to brace herself against the car to avoid being knocked off her high-heeled feet. The shock was enough to jolt her psyche back into a conscious realization of her situation. She may have been dressed like a hot girl, but her body was still that of a somewhat femme boy, and she was currently getting her ass plowed by her shemale stepmother out where anyone and everyone in the whole neighborhood could see.
Tammy looked around in a panic, and was relieved to see that nobody was in sight, but she knew that the longer they were out here, the greater the chances of somebody spotting them. She knew from experience that she had no chance of physically resisting, so her only hope was trying to get Mia to finish quickly. Taking a deep breath, Tammy tried to return to the blissfully slutty state of mind she'd entered earlier. Tommy would be freaking out in a situation like this, but Tammy loved getting her ass pounded, and the naughtier the situation, the more she got off on it.
She started grinding back onto Mia's cock, moaning and letting out a string of desperate encouragement.
"That's it, fuck me just like that, take my little sissy ass Mommy, make me your bitch."
As the words came pouring out uncontrollably, Tammy felt as if she were speaking in tongues, but they had their intended effect, driving Mia into new heights of passion. More surprisingly, Tammy found that the more dirty talk she used, the more she believed it. Playing at being a whore was quickly turning her into one, and she could feel the cum dribbling from her caged cock down her thighs.
"Harder Mommy, harder! Give me your big cock, pump me full of your cum!"
Mia obliged, blasting her load in response to her stepdaughter's begging, then leaning against her for support as she caught her breath.
"Well chica, I suppose the clothes really do make the woman. Come inside, Mommy has another surprise for you."
Tammy pulled up her panties over her cum-glazed legs and ass and smoothed down her skirt, trying to salvage some measure of dignity before unsteadily following Mia into the house. Mia went up to her bedroom and came back down with a large case filed with glass vials and hypodermic needles.
"These are very special drugs produced by a dear friend of mine back home," Mia explained as she filled a syringe with the clear liquid in one of the vials. "I'm sure he'd explain all the details of the synthetic hormones involved, but all a little sissy like you needs to know is that they will make you into Mommy's pretty little girl."
Tammy started to back away, but Mia stopped her in her tracks in an instant by pulling out her cell phone and snapping a pic.
"Now chica, unless you want this picture to go right now to your father and all your friends, I suggest you come back here and take your medicine."
Tammy knew exactly how she looked right then, and she knew that she was beaten. She meekly followed Mia's instructions to bend over her lap, and only winced slightly when the needle plunged in.
"That's a good girl, what's one more little injection in that sweet ass of yours?"
Tammy didn't respond, silently wondering what effect Mia's drugs would have on her and just how many more "injections" she had planned.
That evening Mia supervised Tammy as she threw out all of her old boys clothes and refilled her closet with her new things from the store. Once they'd finished, Mia pulled out an outfit and laid it on the bed, announcing "You'll wear this tomorrow when we go out."
That was the start of a new daily event for Mia and Tammy. Each day Mia would take Tammy somewhere, the mall, the park, or just running errands, and observe as Tammy tried to pass as a girl. Some days Tammy came closer than others, but sooner or later she always made a mistake and was outed. One day she was chatting with strangers at the mall and she accidentally spoke in her old voice. Another time she tripped over her high heels and did a complete faceplant, throwing her dress up and revealing her bulging chastity cage under her panties. More than once she was given away by the hint of stubble growing in on her face. Each failure was punished by Mia with spankings, often immediately and right in public. Crying in pain and embarrassment, Tammy swore each time that she'd get better.
Tammy started voluntarily wearing her girly clothes around the house, even though Mia was content to allow her to go nude. Mia critiqued her mercilessly, pointing out every failing and teasing that maybe Tammy really wanted to get caught, but practice surely made perfect, and Tammy gradually grew adept at dressing and behaving as a girl. Her biggest breakthroughs tended to come after being fucked by Mia. Seeing her sissy stepdaughter flouncing around the house in her girly clothes inevitably made Mia horny, and having sex while dressed up helped to push Tammy further and further into the slutty persona she was developing. She even started practicing her flirting with Mia, deliberately teasing until she finally took her and made her feel like a woman with her big 8-inch cock.
The biggest lingering challenge facing Tammy in trying to pass during her daily public attempts was her facial and body hair. She shaved religiously, but when the stubble started to grow back in it was a dead giveaway. She finally decided on the solution, but she knew she'd need Mia's permission first. Desperate to earn approval, she waited to ask until the perfect moment.
Her opportunity came after taking a hard anal pounding from Mia after having teased her in a short miniskirt one afternoon. Mia collapsed blissfully on the couch, and sent Tammy to the kitchen to get her a drink. As Tammy teetered off in her high heels while clenching to prevent Mia's cum from dribbling out, she carefully rehearsed her lines, but when she came back she panicked and simply blurted out, "I need laser hair removal!"
Mia looked up at Tammy with a bemused smile. "Is Mommy's little princess too good for shaving?"
Tammy was blushing, but she was committed now. "No, but it's just not fair, no matter what I do the stubble always comes back, and I get outed, and you get mad at me!"
Mia paused for a moment, absorbing Tammy's obvious frustration and pondering how she could turn it to her own advantage. "Do you really want to have your hair removed?"
"Yes!" Tammy replied eagerly.
"Yes what?"
"Yes Mommy."
"Well, it isn't cheap, and I've already paid for your new clothes. How about this. I'll let you have your laser hair removal, and in exchange you won't bother me about letting you out of your little cage for, say, the next month?"
Tammy froze. She should've known it wouldn't be that easy. She desperately wanted this, but she didn't know if she could make it without her only sexual release. The once nightly ceremony of Mia unlocking her chastity cage and allowing her the chance to orgasm from anal stimulation had been growing less frequent, but they were still one of her last remaining links to her old self. Sure, the cum would dribble out of her caged cock when getting pounded by Mia, but it didn't give anything like the release of true orgasm. But maybe that would be enough...
The next day Mia took Tammy to her first hair removal appointment. It wasn't exactly painless, and her skin burned a bit afterwards, but Tammy was overjoyed. It would take several more weekly visits to complete the process, but already she could feel the difference in her newly silky smooth skin. Whether due to the hair removal, her ongoing practice at home, the growing effects of her hormone injections, or just her confidence boost, it was a major turning point for Tammy. She started passing more often than not during her daily tests, and what's more she started enjoying them. The thrill of flirting and teasing as an increasingly hot girl was addicitve, and Tammy got off on the idea of all the boys (and a few girls) she'd flirted with getting off on the memory later.
The price paid was steep, as Mia stayed true to her word in keeping Tammy's cock under lock and key for the whole month, but to her surprise Tammy found her enjoyment of anal sex growing. She loved feeling like a sexy woman, and nothing made her feel that more than riding her stepmother's cock. Her caged cock leaked like a faucet the moment her stepmother's rod plunged into her ass, and each thrust milked yet another spurt of cum from her flaccid member. It never produced quite the same rush of a true orgasm, instead lifting Tammy to a perpetual state of bliss that felt like floating through soft clouds.
The biggest complication was what to do when Stan was home. Luckily this wasn't a problem too often, as his business trips seemed to take him away constantly, but when he did come home there was no way Tammy could let him see her without explaining everything. For one thing, Mia had thrown out all of Tammy's old boy clothes, and none of what she now let her stepdaughter wear could pass as even approaching masculine. For another, the daily hormone injections and laser hair removal had done their work, and Tammy now sported a pair of perky C-cups with soft-skinned curves over the rest of her body to match. Even her hair had grown out to her shoulders, although it was more of an unruly mess than anything overtly feminine. Even in her old clothes, the odds of Tammy fooling her father into thinking nothing was going on would've been nearly nonexistent. So, lacking any real alternative, she hid in her room whenever he was home. Luckily Stan was understandably eager to spend as much time as possible with Mia, so he hardly noticed Tammy's absence. Tammy's only problem then was boredom, which Mia happily resolved by giving her stepdaughter a present: her first dildo. So while listening from her room to Stan and Mia fucking like rabbits, Tammy pleasured herself by fucking her own ass for hours on end. This had the added bonus of providing Tammy with plenty of cum to lap up, as she'd slowly grown addicted to it from Mia's constant feedings.



Nearly a month after Tammy's first laser hair removal session she took a trip to the mall with Mia. After some quick shopping to pick up a few new bras to fit Tammy's growing assets, they headed over to the food court for lunch. Tammy quickly spied a table with a few boys her age, and peeled away from Mia to join them. Mia smiled to herself as Tammy approached their table. The boys were obviously shocked by their good luck in having this random hottie walk up to them and start chatting. Her tits were practically spilling out of her tight top, and her short skirt and heels did wonders for her long smooth legs, so of course they'd been watching her since she'd entered the food court, bragging to each other about how they'd bang her. But now that she was standing right in front of them, they were all tongue-tied.
Tammy expertly led the conversation as she sat down, quickly loosening their tongues and putting the boys at ease. In no time the three were each vying for Tammy's attention, each sure that she was favoring them over the others and trying to make a move to seal the deal. Everything was going perfectly, until one of the boys pulled his phone up from under the table, looked down at it, and gasped.
"What the fuck!" He shouted as he showed his phone to his friends.
The color drained from Tammy's face as she looked across the table and saw what was on the screen. It was a picture shot straight up her skirt, showing her lacy thong and beneath it her scarcely covered chastity cage. All three boys were staring at Tammy now, their faces brimming with revulsion. Before she could decide between attempting to escape or explain, they began jeering.
"Fucking queer, what's wrong with you?"
"What are you, some kinda sissy bitch freak?"
"Sick fucking faggot!"
The rest of the food court was silent as everyone tuned in to the unfolding commotion. Outed in the most public and humiliating way yet, Tammy broke into tears. Unable to defend herself, she was saved only by Mia's furious intervention.
"How dare you horny little perverts tease my daughter like that!" She shouted as she gathered Tammy into her arms. "Taking pictures up her skirt? I should have you all arrested!"
Sensing the crowd turning against them, the boys beat a hasty retreat, leaving Mia and the still whimpering Tammy to gather up their things and make the most dignified exit they could manage. Once they reached their car in the parking lot, Tammy placed her hands on the hood and leaned over, pushing out her ass, and waited.
"Chica, what are you doing?"
"Now you punish me for failing again," Tammy whimpered between sobs, "that's how this works, right? I keep screwing up and you keep spanking me?"
Mia pulled Tammy away from the car and wrapped her in a tight hug. "Get in sweetie, we're going home."
As they pulled out of the parking lot, Mia turned to her still sobbing stepdaughter and sighed.
"Chica, wipe away those tears, they don't belong on your pretty face. Would sucking Mommy's cock help you feel better?"
Tammy looked down to Mia's lap where she'd already freed her rod from her panties. It had become the one fixed point in her shifting existence, always there for her, always accepting her, and always eager for her touch. She was shocked to realize that Mia's cock was exactly what she wanted. She leaned over and took it into her mouth, not passionately or reluctantly, but like she was greeting an old friend.
Tammy played with it, rolling her tongue around its head and slowly bobbing up and down its length. Her tears dried as she took her time slowly working Mia into ever higher states of arousal. When Mia finally came, Tammy swallowed the thick ropes of creamy cum with practiced ease, savoring the familiar flavor as she pulled away with a final kiss.
When Tammy looked around she was surprised to find they were already parked in their driveway. She'd completely lost track of time and her surroundings in her therapeutic blowjob. Mia looked at Tammy, amazed at how easily she'd molded her once resistant stepson into a devoted sissy stepdaughter.
"Let's get inside Chica, it's high time for your makeover."
Mia carefully did Tammy's makeup for the first time, explaining each step in detail as she picked out the best shades and tones to bring out Tammy's feminine beauty. Tammy paid close attention, knowing that she'd be called on to repeat the process herself before long, but she was distracted by weekday she saw in the mirror. Her features had never been too masculine, and the industrial-strength hormones Mia had her on had certainly accentuated her dormant feminine traits, but the transformation provided by a few expertly applied touches of makeup were astounding. Gone was the cute but tomboyish looking girl, and in her place was a sultry beauty with sensuous eyes and thick juicy lips that promised forbidden pleasures.
When she'd finished her last touch, Mia turned Tammy around and pulled her in for a long lingering kiss, exploring the space between her soft lips with her tongue.
"There's Mommy's pretty little girl."
Tammy smiled for the first time since leaving the mall, feeling as beautiful as she looked. Her hands reached up to her face, touching it gingerly as if to confirm that it was really hers. But her smile faded when her hands moved to her hair. It was shoulder-length, but wild and not at all styled. In the vision of femininity that she'd become, Tammy's hair was the one glaring missing piece. Mia watched her stepdaughter's shifting facial expressions and guessed her thoughts.
"Would you like to make an appointment at the salon?"
Tammy leapt at the opportunity, nodding eagerly.
"Well, I suppose I can set something up with my stylist, but she isn't cheap..."
"I can go another month in my cage," Tammy quickly offered, "I won't bother you about it at all, I promise!"
Mia couldn't help but laugh at how readily her sissy stepdaughter offered up her last vestiges of manhood to feminize herself further. She rewarded her by booking a last-minute appointment that same afternoon, and by evening Tammy had a stylish new haircut to complete her new look.
Tammy's makeover was the start of a new era of expectations. Mia made it clear that she didn't teach Tammy how to do her makeup or pay to have her hair styled for her to go around the house looking like a slouch. So, Tammy dutifully woke up early each morning while Mia snoozed and did her hair and her makeup. Once she finished, she'd crawl back into bed and wake her stepmother up with a good morning blowjob. True to her word, Tammy never asked once to be let out of her chastity cage early, but deprived of any other sexual release she became ever more addicted to anal sex. Tammy had flirted with Mia before, but now she became astronomically more forward, practically begging Mia to take her ass day and night so that she could feel the sweet relief of her cum dribbling out under Mia's pounding.
When the month ended, Tammy had forgotten all about her chastity cage, and she was surprised when Mia offered to let her out. But she was even more surprised to find that the only way she could maintain an erection was with Mia's cock stuffed up her ass. It was yet another sign of how sissified she'd become under Mia's firm guidance, but the truth was that playing with herself while being taken from behind felt so good after two months in total chastity that she didn't mind a bit.
Several days later Mia surprised Tammy with a special gift. As Tammy opened the box, Mia announced that it was time for a big change...
If Tammy is given two plane tickets to Brazil, go to Mamma Mia - Back to Brazil.
If Tammy is given a french maid outfit, go to Mamma Mia - Maid to Orders.
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"We need a little more feminine energy around here."
Tommy had no idea what Mia meant by that, but he suspected that whatever it was, he wasn't going to like it. In spite of his curiosity, he knew that stopping his worship to ask questions would only result in pain, so he continued his devoted licking of his shemale stepmother's ass while jerking off her 8-inch cock.
Mia laid back in her lounge chair and relaxed, smiling deviously as the shape of a wicked plan came together in her mind. Her time spent gradually breaking Tommy's spirit over the past month had been fruitful, he was now her wholly devoted fuckboy sex slave, and she knew that she could rely on his complete obedience, even if it involved his own mother. The wickedly delicious thought of the depraved acts he was about to willingly commit for her pushed Mia over the edge. Her balls clenched tight against her body as she yanked Tommy's head up fiercely by his hair. She forced his mouth down over the twitching head of her cock just as the first stream of thick cum came blasting out. Tommy shlurped up Mia's seed with practiced expertise, miraculously not choking until the last mouthful when she gleefully told him her idea:
"We're going to invite your mother over to join us."
Later that afternoon, Tommy struggled to maintain his composure while talking to his mom over the phone. Not one to let any opportunity to humiliate her stepson and drive home his complete subjugation to her whims, Mia had forced him to make the call while riding her cock cowgirl-style. She laid back in bed as he straddled her and bounced on her cock, and only once he was far gone in the throes of pleasure from impaling himself on her did Mia hand him his cell phone and tell him to make the call. Somehow Tommy managed to tone back his panting long enough to make quick plans for his mother, Julia, to come over to the house the next day for lunch. His voice quivered for a moment when Mia roughly seized his hips and pulled him down roughly until he bottomed out, but he quickly hung up so that he could surrender fully to the joys of being his stepmother's fucktoy.
Julia was approaching middle age, but the years (and the lifestyle afforded by her divorce settlement) had been nothing but kind to her. She was tall, around 5'8", with a slim but curvy build honed by years of devoted exercise. As a trophy wife, and then a divorcée, she'd always had plenty of time to take care of herself, and her body was her meal ticket. Topping that off was a pair of glorious 34E beasts, the best that Stan's money could buy. After years of pressure from him to get implants while they were married, Julia had gone out and had them done immediately following their divorce as a not-so-subtle "screw you". Her long blond hair, baby-blue eyes, and cherubic smile were the icing on the cake, and in the years following her divorce Julia had never lacked for male company, churning through boys not much older than Tommy at will. Unfortunately, that behavior tended to alienate her from him, so she was pleasantly surprised by his invitation, even if he had sounded a bit odd over the phone.
Julia composed herself and put on a beaming smile as she knocked on Stan's door, eager to make a good impression. But when the door opened the smile froze on her face as alter eyes shot wide in surprise. Rather than seeing her strapping 18 year old son as she'd expected, she was met by a Brazilian bombshell. With the well practiced eye of a single woman, Julia quickly sized up the stranger. Like Julia, she was a knockout, with a curvy body and a great set of tits, but that was where the similarities ended. Julia was fair skinned while the stranger was deeply bronzed. Julia had blond hair and blue eyes, but this other woman had black hair and hazel eyes. Finally, Julia was dressed conservatively, hoping to win over Tommy, while the other woman was wearing a sexy bikini under a sheer sarong.
Julia stood a few inches taller, but the unexpected sight of this woman whom she quickly identified as a potential threat put her on the defensive. Sensing that she may have stared for too long, Julia tried to break the ice.
"Tommy didn't mention that he'd have any friends over for lunch, but no matter, I'm Julia, his mom."
"A pleasure," Mia replied as she took Julia's offered hand, "I'm actually his stepmother, Mia. I asked him to invite you over so that we could get acquainted, but he must have forgotten to mention me."
Julia struggled to mask her rage with a fake smile, but a hint must have still slipped through. Damn that bastard Stan, of course he'd remarried some South American bimbo, and she would bet that "Mia" was years younger and more than happy to indulge Stan's secret little fetishes that had led to their breakup. Julia was fuming as she followed Mia into the house that had once been hers and into the dining room where two plates with salad were laid out along with two glasses of wine.
"Tommy thought that giving us some time alone to begin with might help us to get to know each other a little better," Mia offered as she gestured Julia to her seat.
I already know enough about this bitch, Julia thought to herself as she sat, but at least there was a full glass of wine to get her through the upcoming banality of pretending to make nice. She took a long slow sip, and waited for Mia to make the first move.
The small talk was predictably awful, but as the lunch dragged on Julia found she had a harder and harder time focusing on what was being said. She felt a little buzzed from the wine, but she was also having a hard time keeping herself from fantasizing over Mia's body. Julia didn't usually swing that way (apart from some brief experimentation in college), but there was something magnetic about Mia's exotic beauty that sent shivers down her spine and straight between her legs. There was a growing predatory gleam in Mia's eyes that would normally have set alarms blaring in Julia's mind, but as she surrendered to the blanket of fuzzy horniness engulfing her, all she could do was daydream about their lips meeting for a slow, sensuous kiss.
She was confused when her daydreams came to life, as Mia leaned across the table, pulled Julia's face close to her own, and kissed her passionately. Julia felt she must have truly been dreaming, and when Mia pulled away and told her to sleep, she drifted quickly into unconscious oblivion.
Julia woke up groggily, but quickly snapped to full awareness when she realized two critical facts: she was naked, and she was bound. She had no more idea of where her clothes had gone than she did of how she'd gotten here, or of what kind of device she was strapped to. Her wrists, knees, and ankles were all tightly secured to the base, keeping her in a doggy-style pose. A broad leather cushion under her abdomen helped to support her, but it didn't extend up to her breasts, which dangled freely. As Julia struggled to process her strange situation, she looked up and saw Mia staring down at her from her perch on a chair.
She still carried a glass of wine in her hand, but gone was her bikini and sarong from before. In their place was a black leather corset that prominently displayed her chest and a matching pair of thigh-high boots. Mia's self-assured smile only added to Julia's rapidly growing rage.
"What the fuck did you do to me, you bitch!"
"Nothing yet," Mia responded with an infuriating calm as she swirled her glass of wine, "but apparently an older woman like you just can't handle a glass of wine any more."
"Like hell, you drugged me! What is this, another one of Stan's sick little sex games? Well the two of you can fuck right off, I'm done with him."
"No, this has nothing to do with Stan, but we don't need him around to have a good time, now do we?"
Mia stood as she spoke and as she did her 8-inch cock sprang free from between her legs, pointed straight at Julia's mouth as she advanced.
"I knew it!" Julia shouted as she struggled to pull back, "I knew you had to be some kind of fucking freak, playing out all of Stan's dirty fantasies."
Mia clucked her tongue and shook her head. "If you're going say rude things, we'll have to find something else for your mouth to do."
Julia tried to fight it, but Mia easily slipped an O-ring style gag into place and fastened it securely behind her head. Unable to resist, Julia became acutely aware of the fact that her earlier arousal had not faded, and that she now had a massive juicy cock inches away from her face. As she breathed in Mia's intoxicating aroma, she felt herself getting even wetter. By the time Mia brushed the tip of her cock against Julia's lips, she wasn't even sure if she wanted to fight back.
Then it began. Mia slid her full length straight into Julia's gaping mouth and down her throat. Julia was no stranger to deep-throating, and readily relaxed her neck muscles and timed quick breaths through her nose with Mia's pounding thrusts. Saliva began to drip from the corners of Julia's mouth, but more embarrassing was the dripping juices running down her thighs. She hated to admit it to herself, but this was turning her on. She was being forced to submit to exactly the kind of kinky shit she'd left Stan over, at the hands of his freak new wife nonetheless, and in spite of her rage her body was betraying her.
By the time Mia climaxed, sending shuddering bursts of cum blasting down her throat, Julia had moved from anger, to acceptance, to begrudging enjoyment. This was all so wrong and so humiliating, but that only added to how hot it all felt, and even Julia had to admit that Mia was irresistibly sexy. But when Mia pulled her still twitching cock out of Julia's mouth and removed her gag, the anger surged back in full force with the realization of what had just happened.
"You fucking pervert, who do you think you are?"
"I'm Mistress Mia, and I will be re-educating you to show me proper respect."
"The fuck you will, Stan might play along with your sick games, but Tommy won't." Julia raised her voice, straining to yell as loudly as she could, "Tommy! TOMMY!"
But Mia just smiled down at Julia, as if it were all a joke, but only she knew the punchline. "Tommy," she said cooly, "you may come in now."
Julia's look of confusion devolved into abject horror when she heard someone come crawling on all fours into the room, then saw him come into view. It was Tommy, completely naked except for a black leather collar and some kind of steel cage around his cock and balls. Julia struggled to process what she was seeing as he crawled up to Mia with his head hung low, seemingly deaf to her cries for aid.
"What do you think Tommy," Mia asked with a wicked grin, "should we show your poor mother what kind of slut you are?"
Tommy said nothing in response, but looked up to give Julia a brief apologetic look of shame before turning away from Mia and raising his ass in the air. Shock crystallized in Julia's mind, paralyzed her as she watched Mia mount Timmy and sink her impressive tool right into his waiting ass. Mia locked eyes with Julia, staring her down as she pounded her son from behind. It was clear that this wasn't the first time they had done this, and it was equally clear from the look on Tommy's face that as wracked with guilt as he was, he was still enjoying the ride. He moaned with pleasure as Mia ravaged him without pause, despite his obvious reservations, he was too far under her sway to do anything but submit to his stepmother's lewd domination.
When Mia finished, pumping her second load in the past few minutes into Tommy's ass, Julia was still speechless, watching numbly as drips of cum oozed from her son's caged manhood.
"What, nothing else to say now that you've seen our happy family?" Mia taunted. "Well you'll be seeing plenty more of Tommy, he'll be helping me in your re-education."
Tommy didn't say a word as he helped Mia complete her devious setup for his mother. They set up machine behind her with two pistons, each topped with a dildo, inserting the larger one into Julia's dripping pussy and the slightly smaller one into her ass. When the machine turned on, the pistons pumped in and out in sync, alternately filling each of Julia's holes. Next they fastened a Hitachi wand vibrator between her legs, ensuring it would remain pressed against her clit no matter how she squirmed. A big screen in front of Julia was set up to play a continuous loop of many of Mia and Tommy's sexual liasons, which Mia had made and kept just in case she ever needed extra leverage. The final touch was an electronic shock collar around Julia's neck. It was programmed to deliver increasingly powerful shocks anytime it sensed that Julia had closed her eyes or looked away from the screen.
Only near the end did Julia snap out of her stupor enough to say anything. She begged Tommy to stop this, to let her out, but he only looked back at her sadly, shook his head, and said, "I have to be a good boy for Mistress Mia."
Left alone in the basement, Julia tried to make sense of her situation as best she could while getting fucked in both holes and being forced to watch porn featuring her son and his dominant shemale stepmother. It was all so strange, so far from the bounds of normal life that she couldn't even begin to fathom it. And her own rising excitement made it difficult to focus. In spite of how wrong everything was, it was hard to fight back her body's physical response. She loved sucking cock, the bigger, the better, and Mia's had definitely fit that bill. And with her pump primed as it were by her blowjob, the dildos and vibrator mercilessly assaulting her nether regions were forcing her into ecstacy. She tried to close her eyes and focus on the physical sensations, but the escalating shocks from her collar soon became unbearable, forcing her to open her eyes and watch the video of Tommy sucking Mia's cock outside by the pool. In her state and being a devoted cocksucker, Julia couldn't help but feel a thrill as she watched Tommy cradle Mia's balls while jacking her off directly into his mouth. The memory of the rich taste of Mia's cum was seared into Julia's memory, and at the thought of it she was pushed over the edge into a series of explosive, body shaking orgasm. But the machines and the screen didn't stop when she came down from her organic high, and Julia soon began to cry as she realized how powerless she was.
The passage of time lost all meaning for Julia over the course of the next week. She was mostly alone in the basement with only the ever present whir of the pumping dildo machine, the buzz of the vibrating wand, and the carnal sounds of Mia and Tommy's seemingly endless sexcapades to keep her company. She'd tried screaming and yelling for help at first, but she quickly realized that there was no one to hear her. Periodically Mia or Tommy would check in on her to add more lube to her dildos, or adjust her vibrator to be in firm contact with her tender clit. The first time Tommy had come in alone Julia had tried again to beg him to rescue her, but in spite of the pained look on his face he didn't even acknowledge her pleas.
In the beginning Julia had also begged for food, but it soon became clear that her only sustenance would be what she sucked from Mia's cock. The first couple of days she'd made a token display of resistance, and Mia had used the O-ring gag to ensure Julia's compliance, but as Julia's resolve weakened, her lack of resistance became apparent, and Mia felt confident enough to fuck Julia's face without any such protection.
The degredation of Julia's mental state was shockingly rapid. The combination of sleep deprivation, hunger, and the humiliation of being forced to watch her own son getting fucked by his shemale stepmother would have been potent enough on their own, but the ultimate ingredient in Julia's rapid decline was her constant state of sex-fueled haziness.
Although she'd often fantasized about it, Julia had never really indulged in her love of sex for its own sake, always using it as a tool to control the men around her. But now, strapped down and fucked non stop by a pair of dildos and a vibrator, Julia's long repressed inner slut was unleashed with a vengeance. She tried to resist, but the constant stimulation pushed her into a state of nearly perpetual orgasmic bliss. Constant surges of hormones overwrote her brains inner circuitry, making it easier and easier to slip into mindless pleasure. The only time she slipped out of her high was when she had moments of painful clarity about what was happening to her and her son, and so she gradually trained herself subconsciously to not even think about it, and to focus only on the unending waves of pleasure coursing through her.
After a week, Mia was satisfied that Julia was ready to be forever broken to her will. When Julia saw Mia come into the basement, she reflexively opened her mouth and began salivating. She tried to hide it, but she was secretly eager for her regular feeding. Mia's cum was so delicious, and she was honored to feast on a cock so strong and beautiful. But Mia didn't go straight to Julia's head as usual, but instead stopped off to her side and shut down the machine that had been pumping twin dildos in and out of Julia's ads and pussy nonstop for days on end. Mia pulled them both out, leaving Julia feeling strangely empty, then quickly popped a large plug into her ass, filling at least one of her holes back up. Julia wondered with a surge of lustful hope if Mia was finally going to bury her beautiful cock in her dripping pussy, but instead Mia walked quietly around to Julia's head, leaving her desperately unsatisfied. That was when Tommy walked in and Julia's jaw dropped.
Her heart skipped a beat when she saw that for the first time Tommy's cock was freed from its chastity cage, standing straight out and clearly ready to go to work. In her addled state, Julia couldn't help but bite her lip as she reflexively began to fantasize about what she could do with that big piece of man-meat. She caught herself, realizing that she was staring at her own son, but she couldn't wholly erase the urge from her mind, and she was starting to think that it would be easier to forget and to return to a state of mindless passion.
Tommy walked up being Julia and paused, waiting for his signal from Mia. As Julia looked up at Mia for some hint of what she was planning, Mia nodded, and Tommy plunged his manhood fully into Julia.
Julia's eyes rolled back in her head as she gasped in pleasure. The steady pumping of the dildo machine had kept her at a steady level of sexual excitement, but the raw and ragged fucking she was now receiving was another matter entirely. His body slammed into hers with every frantic thrust, sending shaking quivers down her spine. In her endless torment she'd longed for a real cock to fuck her as only the real thing could, but now that she had one, it was her son's. Julia longed to let herself slip into the abyss of pleasure, to shut off her mind's objections and pay heed only to the waves of pleasure coursing through her as Tommy plowed her pussy, but hesitated knowing that if she crossed that bridge there would be no going back. Then she felt Mia's hand on her chin, lifting her face upwards. She opened her eyes, first staring at Mia's perfect cock, then tracing her way up Mia's wide curves and full breasts, all the way to her face.
"I am your Mistress," Mia began, "I chose when you feel pleasure, and when you feel pain."
At Mia's signal Tommy pulled out of Julia and began spanking her ass, hard. Julia cried out, first from the loss of the cock she'd been riding, then from the stinging slaps Tommy delivered. Mia waved to Tommy and he stopped, the resumed fucking Julia with redoubled intensity.
"Surrender to me, give in to the pleasures I offer, and there will be no more pain. I will allow you to serve, just as your son, taking your rewards from my body."



Julia couldn't help but look down to Mia's cock, twitching mere inches away from her face, and lick her lips as she recalled it's taste.
"We both know what you want, you filthy slut, give in, worship my cock, and let go of all you once were."
Julia didn't respond, transfixed by the hypnotic bouncing of Mia's cock and overwhelmed by the pounding Tommy was providing, she could hardly form a rational thought, much less string together words. It felt sooooo good... Sleep deprivation and hunger had reduced her to base instincts: fight, flee, or fuck. She'd tried fighting at first, but she no longer had the willpower to struggle. There was no chance she could flee, bound helplessly in place. Her only choice was to fuck, and it felt so fucking good. As Julia slipped further and further into the grip of carnal pleasure, she could feel her mind slipping further and further away. Gone was her hatred of the woman who had married her ex. Gone was her revulsion at Mia's unnatural body. Gone were the taboos keeping her from fucking her own son. All that remained was a woman in a heat, eagerly willing to surrender herself to obtain the cock that she so craved.
The last vestiges of Julia's free will evaporated without even a whimper as she opened her mouth and took in her Mistress's cock.
After all her struggles, Julia was finally at peace, content in knowing that she was serving her mistress by pleasuring her cock, and thrilled that she would soon receive her creamy reward. She took pride in the fact that she was able to pleasure Mistress's other slave at the same time, and began rocking her hips in time with his thrusts while squeezing his shaft with her pussy, eager to give him a good ride so that he'd be willing to share his cock with her more in the future.
Trained as he was to cum only when instructed, Tommy was soon looking to Mia, desperately hoping for her permission. Pleased at his role in breaking his mother to her will, Mia mercifully granted it, telling Tommy to, "Fill his slut of a mother with his seed."
Tommy eagerly obeyed, blasting load after load into Julia while anchoring himself with her hips.
"Now eat up Chico, you know the rules."
Tommy dropped to his hands and knees behind Julia and began lapping at her pussy, swallowing their combined juices and furthering Julia's ecstacy. Julia came again and again before Mia finally climaxed, filling Julia with cum from the other end. Tommy pulled his face out of Julia's pussy and shot her a greedy look of jealousy, causing Mia to giggle.
"Come on up here you little cum slut," she said, "give your mommy a kiss before it's all gone."
Tommy raced forward and quickly locked lips with Julia, passing back and forth the remainder of Mia's load mixed with the juices from her pussy. After a lingering kiss, they both swallowed and turned to look up to their mistress, ready to serve.
Life for Tommy became significantly easier with a fellow slave to tend to Mia's ravenous sexual appetites. Julia and Tommy waited on Mia throughout the day, often serving her in tandem. While Mia pounded Julia's pussy, Tommy would bury his face in Mia's ass, tonguing her sweet hole. While Tommy was sucking off Mia's massive rod, Julia would worship Mia's tits and present her own for Mia's pleasure. Julia and Tommy were both utterly devoted to serving Mia, and there were only two rules she had to enforce. The first was that her cum always be shared between them, as that was the only way to keep the peace between the two cumsluts. That meant that whenever and wherever Mia came, one of the two quickly lapped it up, leading to playful snowballing until they'd finally swallowed the delicious load.
The second was that whenever Tommy came, he had to swallow his own cum. Julia was always happy to help with this, feeding Tommy his sperm while telling him to be a good boy and eat it all up for mommy. Once Mia was satisfied that her wishes would be followed, she began leaving Tommy free of his chastity cage. This had the added benefit of freeing Tommy and Julia to make love whenever they weren't directly attending to their Mistress. Mia strongly encouraged this behavior, as she greatly enjoyed the spectacle of their incestuous acts. She even took a guiding hand at times, directing them to put on a show for her while she watched, getting off in the perverse power she wielded over them.
During Stan's infrequent visits home, Mia would return Julia to her place in the basement for "Reinforcement Conditioning". No hint of resistance ever showed itself in Julia's behavior, but Mia seemed to enjoy continually playing with her mind to see how far she could push her onetime nemesis. Each time Julia happily allowed herself to be strapped into her kneeling bench, and moaned appreciatively when her vibrator and alternating dildos were put in place. The growing selection of homemade pornography she watched increasingly included scenes featuring herself with Tommy, Mia, or both, and the shock collar that had once forced her to continue watching was no longer necessary, as Julia proudly got off on seeing herself so debased for her glorious Mistress.
After a month of carnal bliss in her incestuous threesome, Mia grew bored and was ready for another change.
After Stan left for another work trip, Mia went down to Julia in the basement and announced that it was time for her to fulfill her ultimate purpose...
If Mia intends to turn Julia into a lactating hucow, go to Mamma Mia - Mother's Milk.
If Mia intends to introduce Stan to her slaves, go to Mamma Mia - Family Reunion.
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Prologue
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Jim's chance for a normal life was dashed before he was even born when his father died in a car accident. His mother, Julia, did her best to raise him on her own, but she knew that she could never be mother and father to her precious Jimmy. Still, there was one very special bond that Julia and Jim shared that made her feel connected to him on a deeper level than anyone could have guessed. You see, Julia never really stopped breastfeeding Jim. She was a bit of a hippie, and thought that it was best for Jim to decide when he was ready to give it up. As he grew older and older and showed no interest in stopping, Julia never tried to pressure her son into stopping, partially out of her naturalistic beliefs, but also due to the special connection she felt when feeding him from her breast. The torrent of feelings that overcame her whenever she let down and felt her essence flowing into her son's mouth was rapturous, and they spent hours every day with him laying in her lap, sucking contentedly on her tits.
Of course, there were other, physical changes in Julia due to her choice of lifestyle. Breastmilk is a matter of supply and demand, and with Jim's demand only growing over time, Julia's supply was forced to keep pace. Before having Jim, her breasts had been a respectable C-cup. When she'd started breastfeeding, they'd jumped to DD's. And in the years of constant stimulation that followed, they'd grown steadily at about a half cup size every year until they finally stabilized at a voluptuous H-cup. Julia's breasts were just a bit bigger than her head, and they drew constant attention wherever she went, but that was a small price to pay in her view to keep her son supplied with the milk he needed. By that point she was producing about a half-gallon every day, every drop of which was greedily sucked down by Jim. Whenever he missed a feeding, her breasts would swell and harden due to the excess of milk within, so she had to pump it off to get any relief. Jim always guzzled down the pumped milk later, but he naturally preferred it warm and straight from the source. That preference and the hassle of pumping meant that Jim and Julia were never apart for very long, and they always found the time to sneak away for a private moment when it was time to nurse.
The other oddity in Jim and Julia's relationship arose when she walked in on him one day in her closet, trying on her clothes. Jim was quite the sight, standing there awkwardly in a dress far too big for him, especially in the bust. The two of them had a long conversation that night about why Jim was dressing in his mother's clothes, and Jim admitted to having done so for some time because of his curiosity in what it was like to be a woman. After carefully making sure it was what he wanted, Julia offered to buy him some feminine clothes of his own to experiment with to explore his feminine side. We inevitably become the masks we put on, and before long "Jamie" began to develop into an entirely separate persona. Jamie was able to connect with Julia in a way that Jim never could, and she started spending more and more time as Jamie around the house, gradually developing a full-fledged mother-daughter relationship.
Julia fawned over Jamie, indulging in her long wished for chance to have a daughter. She taught her how to do her hair (which she gradually grew out), how to put on makeup, and how to walk and talk like a girl. Jaime started to take more and more pride in herself as Julia congratulated her for every step towards femininity that she took, until she was even willing to go shopping with Julia en femme (helped along by the promise of nursing in the changing room). They returned home with bags loaded with all sorts of girly clothes for Jamie, including a selection of panties and padded bras, and spent a long afternoon giggling together like schoolgirls as Jamie tried on outfit after outfit.
As Jaime's persona became more established, a gradual shift towards only nursing while en femme took place. It was Jaime's idea at first, but in truth Julia was quite relieved, as she'd begun to feel a little awkward about breastfeeding her growing son.
In spite of the newfound sweetness in being Julia's daughter, Jim still spent most of his time as his old self, although he occasionally wore panties and a bra under his boy clothes since he'd grown fond of how they felt. Jim and Julia rarely talked about his crossdressing directly, instead making oblique references to things that Jamie had done. The conversations between Jim and Julia were also vastly different than those between Julia and Jamie. Jim and Julia mostly talked about school and the day-to-day concerns of life. But with Jamie, Julia opened up far more about her personal life. During the hours each day that Jamie nursed from her mother's massive breasts, Julia often talked about her many dating relationships. She was so busy being a mom, especially with the constant need to feed Jamie, that Julia never really had any close girlfriends to talk to, and with her mouth stuffed full of nipple, Jamie made for a great listener.
Once Jaime turned 18, Julia started to discuss her dates in greater detail. Julia dated actively, but not seriously, settling into an unending series of hookups and booty calls that were more about satisfying her cravings than establishing a long-term relationship. After all, her first priority was making herself available for Jamie's feedings, and getting too close to a man might raise awkward questions. Jamie soon learned that her mother had a definite type: big, black, and hung. The men she dated were all built like linebackers, and according to the stories she told Jamie hung like horses, with nine-inch cocks at a minimum and balls the size of plums. Over the years Julia had built up a reputation in the local black community, and she never had to look far to find a hookup that suited her specific tastes. Of course, her natural good looks, curvey yet fit frame, and her H-cup tits certainly didn't hurt her chances.
At first Jim had been mortified by the intimate knowledge of his mother's affairs, but gradually he'd come to terms with the fact that he was happy that she was happy. Jamie even started to help Julia get ready for dates, picking out just what slutty underwear she should wear with which outfit. But while she was gone, Jim couldn't help but compare himself to the men his mother dated. They towered over him, with bulging muscles that Jim could only dream of. Puberty had not been especially kind to Jim, leaving him with a slender build and soft features that suited Jamie almost as much as him. It may have been an effect of his constant diet of breastmilk, or perhaps just the cruel whims of genetics, but especially with his long hair Jim was often mistaken for a girl even when dressed as a boy.
Their other bulges were even harder to reconcile. At first Jim had thought his mother's stories must have been exaggerated, but as man after man came to their door to pick her up, the unending parade of massive bulges proved him wrong. Some of them snaked down their pants and looked almost as big as Jim's forearm, and every one put his 5-inch dick and matching set of little balls to shame. Jim knew from searching online that he was almost average, but the steady stream of well-hung giants in his life couldn't help but make him feel inadequate. Jamie asked Julia one day whether all women preferred their men to be so... well-endowed. Julia giggled and admitted to being a bit of a size queen, then tried to assure her concerned daughter that there was someone out there for everyone. Jamie nodded, but inside she felt like she knew the truth, and that bigger must be better.
That was Jim's abnormal life with Julia until an incident ocurred at school, and their strange little world got even stranger.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Chapter 1 - Jamie's First Taste
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Julia was tidying up around the house when Jim got home from school. He'd just started his senior year of high school after turning 18 that summer.
"I'm about to burst honey," Julia called, "go upstairs and get changed and I'll meet you on the couch."
Jim didn't say a word, instead he slammed the front door shut and ran up to his room. Julia stripped down to her bra and waited for a minute on the couch before following Jim upstairs to investigate the loud crashing sounds coming from his room. She gently opened the door, and gasped when she saw what he'd been doing.
His closet doors were flung open, and all of Jamie's clothes had been thrown in a great heap in the middle of the room. Entire drawers of Jamie's clothes had been ripped from the dresser and dumped in the pile as well. Jim was kicking and hitting the pile when Julia walked in, but quickly collapsed into a heap on top of them when she asked him what was wrong. She knelt beside him and cradled his head against her ample chest, letting him nuzzle in comfort in her cleavage until he was ready to share his story. After a few minutes of sobbing, he did.
"They laughed at me Mom, they called me a 'sissy faggot'".
"There, there," Julia said as she hugged him close, "Why would anyone call you that?"
"Because of these!" Jim stood and wiggled out of his pants, revealing a lacy pair of panties beneath. "I wasn't really thinking and I wore them to school, and when I bent over to pick up my books in the hallway, Tommy Ritter saw them, and he started tellng everyone else."
"Oh sweet baby, that's awful! Here, just get dressed and Mommy's milk will help you feel better."
"No! I can't do that anymore," Jim protested, letting out all his pent up frustration. "I'm a man now, I can't keep playing dress up with you!"
Julia was taken aback, and terrified at the thought of losing her daughter. After a moment of hesitation, she undid the snaps on her nursing bra, revealing her engorged nipples.
"All right," she said, "just this once."
Jim was still upset, but after years of conditioning he couldn't resist his mother's offered nipples, especially when they were literally dripping with milk. With long-practiced ease he sucked her thick nipple into his mouth and began to suck, rolling it back and forth with his tongue to tease out her milk. Julia's breasts were quite full since she'd last fed Jamie before school, so they hardly needed the encouragement. Soon Jim was sucking in mouthfuls of her rich cream and relishing in the ultimate comfort food.
Julia stroked Jim's long hair as he continued to nurse. It was strange to her to be nursing her son again after all these years, but at least he was still wearing his panties. But there was an obvious problem. A small bulge in the front of Jim's panties showed that he was a little more excited by nursing from his mother's tits than Julia was comfortable with. She idly wondered if he was even fully hard, it seemed so small compared to her many big-cocked black lovers. Either way, it was exactly the reason she'd started having him dress as a girl in the first place, but now she wasn't sure if Jamie would be coming back after his traumatic experience.
When Jim finished the first side Julia deftly offered him the other, deliberately ignoring the 'adjustments' he made to his panties. By the time he'd finished the second side, Julia had come up with an idea to bring Jamie back forever. It was more than a little crazy, but she didn't know what else to do for her little girl!
"There now, all better," Julia announced as she snapped her bra back up. "Clean up this mess and get started on your homework and I'll see you for supper."
Conversation was light over dinner that evening. Jim was still obviously worked up about being outed for wearing panties at school, and Julia was running over her plan one last time in her mind before setting it in motion.
"Ready for your after-dinner feeding?" she asked as they loaded the last of the plates into the dishwasher.
Jim looked up at her shyly. "Do you mean me, or her... I'm serious mom, I don't want to do that stuff anymore."
"Just you then dear," Julia answered with a warm smile. "You know I'd never deprive you, and I understand how hard today has been for you. Let's go to the couch."
Jim followed Julia into the family room and laid his head down in her lap as she switched on the TV. It was just like their normal nightly routine, her watching a show while he nursed. Except that tonight he was himself, not Jamie. He felt a stirring in his crotch that was decidedly not appropriate. For years as Jamie he'd been used to thinking of Julia's breasts solely as a source of milk and not as sexual objects, but now it was hard to ignore the fact that he was a man, and she was a woman about to take off her top and press her gigantic breasts to his face. The fact that he'd masturbated thinking of them for the first time after she'd left his room that afternoon only made it worse.
When Julia took her top off and pulled down her nursing bra flaps, Jim noticed something else out of the ordinary. Julia's nipples were slathered in some kind of white creamy lotion that he'd never seen before. It was thick and gooey, and it covered both of her nipples in big sticky globs. Julia hoisted one of her breasts and gave it a squeeze, causing a spray of milk to hit Jim in the face.
"Well, are you going to take mommy's nipple or not sweetie?"
"Ummm..." Jim paused for a long moment. "But what's that stuff on it?"
"Oh that?" Julia answered with a forced casualness, "It's just my new moisturizing cream, you know how you chafe my nipples sometimes. It's all natural, so if you swallow a bit while you nurse it won't hurt you."
Jim still wasn't sure, but when Julia put her free hand on the back of his head and gently but insistently pulled him into her breast he willingly opened his mouth to suck her in. As he'd feared, the globs of lotion started to slide off her nipple and into his mouth as soon as he began to suck. It had a salty, tangy taste with just a hint of sweetness, and as it mixed with Julia's breastmilk he couldn't help but swallow it. He'd started off taking as little of her nipple into his mouth as possible to limit the amount of lotion in his mouth, but Julia was having none of it.
"Try again mister, you know you need a better latch than that or mommy's nipples will get even more sore."
Julia waited for Jim to open his mouth, then squeezed the end of her breast flat while pushing his head down on it. Jim ended up with the entirety of Julia's large aereola squeezed into his mouth, and with it even more of her lotion. He thought about breaking away, but he already knew Julia was taking pity on him by letting him nurse like this, and he didn't want to press his luck. Besides, after the initial shock wore off he found that he was starting to like the addition. For years he'd thought his mother's milk was the perfect food, but mixing in the contrasting flavor of the surprisingly salty lotion was remarkably good. He wondered about the ingredients in the lotion, there was something tantalizingly familiar about the taste, but he figured that if his mom said it was all natural and good to eat, she must be right.
By the time Jim had emptied the first breast, he was beginning to miss the new flavor. And so he latched onto the other side with vigour, eagerly sucking in as much of Julia's lotioned breast as he could manage. Now that he knew what to expect, the taste was even better. He savored the nutty flavors mixing in with Julia's milk as he greedily licked all around her nipple to pull as much of her lotion as he could into his mouth.
When Jim finally released Julia's nipple from his mouth and fell into her lap with a loud smack of his lips, Julia looked down and examined her breasts.
"I don't think you left a single speck of that lotion on my nipples," Julia teased. "Apparently it tastes all right?"
"I'll say," Jim sighed contentedly with a dreamy smile. He sat up and looked deep into his mother's eyes, then leaned in as he stared at her lips. For a moment it seemed as if he was going to kiss her, but at the last second Julia turned slightly aside and Jim's lips landed on her cheek for a quick peck.
Embarrassed by what he'd nearly done in the heat of the moment, Jim hurried upstairs to his room for the night. Julia was more than happy to let him go, as the hidden wetness between her legs testified to how close she'd been to letting him take things a step too far. She knew that she needed to hurry in getting Jamie back before they crossed the line, but based on Jim's reaction to his first taste, it seemed like things might go even faster than she had dared to hope.
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Recap
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
While raising her son Jim as a single mother, Julia developed a special bond with him by never stopping breastfeeding, which had the side effect of growing her breasts to a monstrous H-cup. Once Jim hit puberty, Julia made him start dressing and acting as a girl during feedings, creating the alternate persona Jaime. Jaime and Julia shared a special mother-daughter bond, which included Julia divulging details of her sexual escapades with hung black men, until 18 year old Jim was caught wearing panties at school and swore off dressing as Jaime. Scared of losing her daughter, Julia launched a desperate scheme that involved Jim sucking a special cream off her nipples during feedings. But could Julia's plan work in time before the increasing sexualization of Jim's feedings pushed them over the edge?
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Chapter 2: Jim gets Hooked
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The next morning found Jim and Julia in the usual hustle and bustle to get Jim out the door in time for his first class. Their normal routine was to get everything ready first, then to indulge in a morning feeding for as much time as they had left. This morning Jim was moving like a man possessed, getting everything done in a fraction of the usual time. Julia smiled to herself, flattered that her son was so eager to nurse, but a little worried also that his obvious growing sexual interest in her breasts now that he was nursing as a boy was a large factor. When he was nearly done, she slipped away to the couch, unsnapped her bra, and began slathering on another heavy load of her new lotion. She was just finishing applying it when Jim finished and came to find her.
"Um, are you sure you want to be putting that on right now?" Jim asked nervously. "I'm all set for our morning session..."
"Oh, so quickly!" Julia exclaimed, "I thought of have a little while to let it soak in first. Oh well, you didn't seem to mind the taste last night, go right ahead sweetie."
Jim hesitated for a moment. Truth be told he'd loved the salty, tangy taste of her lotion the night before, especially mixed with her heavenly breastmilk. But looking at her nipples covered in the thick gooey globs of off-white lotion made him feel slightly uneasy.
"Are you sure this stuff is okay to eat?"
Jim picked up the tub and read the obviously handmade label:
BBC Cream
All-Natural and Hand-Crafted
"Of course I'm sure," Julia answered with mock offense. "Do you think I would give you anything to eat that wasn't 100% safe?"
"No, but what does BBC stand for?"
"Better Beauty Care? Or something like that I think. It's from a local specialty shop, and you wouldn't believe what it costs, but I thought it would be a nice little treat for us."
Jim still wasn't completely sold.
"Look, I'm not wasting this stuff just because you're suddenly a finicky eater. Either suck it up, or we can just skip this feeding."
Julia had played her trump card and she knew it. Jim didn't say another word as he lay in her lap and began to nurse. The moment Julia's nipple reached his tongue Jim couldn't believe he'd resisted. The lotion tasted even better than it had the night before. Maybe because it was fresher? Whatever the reason, he was loving it, and quickly set to licking off as much of it as he could while draining Julia's breast of milk. Again he found the taste was oddly familiar, but he couldn't quite place it. His thoughts were soon interrupted by the realization that he had an erection straining in his pants.
Jim hadn't previously thought of his mother much sexually, but nursing from her as himself instead of Jaime had been a eye opening experience. She was tall, around 5'8", with a thick and curvy build. Julia kept fairly fit, thanks in no small part to her constant conversion of calories and fat into breastmilk, but her natural figure was unmistakably voluptuous. Tack onto that figure her breastfeeding-enhanced H-cup tits that defied age with their unsagging buoyancy and bounce, and you had a certifiable MILF. The inherent sexiness of her body contrasted with her classically beautiful cherubic features, framed by her long blonde hair. Her face said Vogue, while the rest of her body screamed Playboy.
Jim had to shuffle around awkwardly when he switched sides to hide his straining erection. As he indulged in the flavorful rush of the second breast's load of creamy lotion, Jim's hands began to wander. He hadn't meant to at first, they moved almost of their own accord, driven by his taboo subconscious desires. One hand began to knead and massage at the breast he was nursing from. This had happened from time to time previously to help express Julia's milk, but this time there was a distinct difference in his touch. His fingers squeezed tighter, and they seemed more intent on exploring the wide expanse of his mother's breast than in releasing more milk. His other hand was wrapped around Julia's back, as was normal, but it gradually began slipping down further and further until it was resting on her ample buttocks. Soon it began a searching, squeezing, probing rhythm that matched his hand on her tit.
Jim didn't even fully realize what he was doing until Julia pulled her breast from his mouth and told him he'd best hurry or he'd be late for school. Luckily he rushed off too quickly in his embarrassment to notice that she was just as flushed as he was. As Jim raced out the door, Julia slouched down into the couch as she slipped a hand down the front of her pants and began to play with herself. As her fingers traced slow circles around her wet clit, she inspected each nipple in turn with her other hand.
Not a drop of lotion left, she thought happily to herself. She knew she shouldn't be surprised given that he was her son, but given his boldness today it was a good thing that he was getting hooked on it so quickly. As her fingers began dipping in and out of her dripping sex, she also started tweaking her nipples as she remembered the feel of Jim's tongue lashing all over them in search of her special lotion.
For his part, Jim didn't have much of a chance to think about that morning's tryst as his day was filled with futile attempts to dodge unwanted attention thanks to being caught in panties the day before. It seemed like everyone in the whole school wanted a piece of him, and there was no safe place for him to go. Even some of the teachers started sniggering along with the other students when they called him the "Panty Fairy" and joked about how they had some of his hot mom's panties too. By the end of the day he had only two things on his mind: nursing from Julia and tasting more of her amazing new lotion.
When Jim got home Julia immediately asked him how his day had been.
"I'd rather not talk about it," he replied with the slightest sniffle. "Can I just have my afternoon feeding now if that's all right?"
"Of course dear!" Julia answered, already pulling off her top. But when she slipped her breasts free of her bra, Jim sighed in disappointment.
"What's wrong sweetie?"
"Oh, it's just, I kinda got used to that new lotion of yours..."
"You mean to day that mommy's milk isn't sweet enough for you on its own?" Julia teased giving her colossal tits a wiggle.
"No, not that," Jim answered with his eyes bulging. "It's just different I suppose."
"Oh, I understand dear, but mommy's lotion isn't cheap, and it's meant for my poor nipples."
"I can rub it in for you!" Jim offered eagerly. "That way it won't all come off when I suck."
"That sounds just lovely," Julia answered with a wry smile.
She ran to her bedroom while Jim waited for her in the family room. When she returned with her tub of BBC Cream in hand, Julia sat on the couch and directed Jim to kneel in front of her.
"I suppose I should take this off to keep from getting any lotion on it," Julia explained as she unfastened her bra in the back.
Jim stared dumbly for a moment. He saw his mom's tits regularly when nursing, but there was something different about her being fully stripped from the waist up. Julia knocked him back into action by handing him the jar of lotion. When Jim cracked the jar open he was instantly greeted with the now familiar smell he'd dreamt about in thew back of his mind all day. He couldn't help but lick his lips as he scooped out a large dollop with each hand and began massaging it into Julia's nipples and aereolae. His hands moved across her breasts with an almost reverent affection, as if he were kneeling before her in an act of maternal worship. He wondered idly just how many gallons of milk he'd drunk from these very breasts over the years.
Every so often, Jim would slip one of his hands away to suck the sweet lotion from between his fingers. It was thick and a little sticky, but he lapped it off fervently. Fortunately for him, Julia wasn't paying close attention. She leaned back into the couch with her eyes closed, moaning softly as his hands worked deeply into her tit-flesh. Eventually the massage came to an end when a steady stream of milk began to drip from Julia's breasts.
"I suppose we'd best stop there so you can drain mommy's titties," Julia said as she leaned forward and stretched. "We'll just have to say that the lotion is rubbed in well enough."
Jim started to get up to lay in his normal position across Julia's lap, but she rested her hands on his shoulders and gently pushed him back down to his knees.
"I think I like you right there where I can control you a little better Mr. Handsy."
Jim didn't know what to say, so he quickly latched and began to drink instead. He'd applied so much lotion that even with his dedicated rubbing in and periodic sucking of his fingers, there was still a generous amount on Julia's nipples to be sucked off. The swirling flavors of sweet milk and salty lotion in his mouth once again transported him to a state of pure bliss. His hands rested lightly on Julia's knees when they started, but as he got lost in nursing, Jim's hands began to creep up to Julia's thighs. After a few minutes of their steady advance, Julia put her own hands over the top of them, not pushing them away, but firmly holding them in place.
She eventually took her hands away to compress her breast, triggering Jim to begin his slow advance once again. This cycle repeated several times as Jim switched to the other breast to finish his meal. Every time Julia stopped Jim's progress, but his persistent advance had his hands cupping the sides of her ass by the time her second breast was fully drained.
When Jim finally pulled away with a full belly, Julia looked down at him expectantly.
"Well," she said, "don't you think you should thank me for sharing my milk and my cream with you?"
"Yes mommy, thank you!" Jim quickly answered, still kneeling before her. He was a trifle embarrassed, normally he only called her 'mommy' as Jaime, but somehow he felt almost high after nursing. Maybe it was the lotion? After all, marijuana was all-natural too...
At their evening feeding later that night, Julia stood firm on not using anymore of her lotion. "The way you slather it on it'll be gone in days," she chided. Jim was disappointed, but he still nursed from her faithfully as he had done his entire life. The whole time he couldnt shake the memory of its taste, even as he drank what had once been his favorite food. He was still thinking about it when he went to bed that night, licking his lips as he dreamt of its taste, of the way it coated his entire mouth with sticky goodness. After a fruitless hour of trying to sleep, he decided that he just had to have a taste.
Jim crept silently out of his room, down the hall, and into Julia's bedroom. He looked quickly and quietly through her bathroom for the jar, but he couldn't find it on her counter, and he didn't want to risk opening drawers. He was just about to give up when he was struck by the inspiration only desperation can bring. Julia's bra from yesterday. The cups must have been just covered in the stuff since she'd worn it with the lotion on. He went back into her bedroom, then into her closet, carefully rifling through her laundry hamper until he found his prize.
He lifted it by the straps and looked into the cups where sure enough he found his prize. Great globs of cream still sat in each cup, and Jim swiftly buried his face in them to inhale its heavenly aroma. To his surprise it somehow had still not dried out, no wonder this moisturizer was so expensive! Sniffing soon turned to licking, as Jim pressed his face deep into cups the size of his face. Unadulterated even by his mother's milk, it tasted like the very nectar of the gods. Only once he'd cleaned out every last speck did Jim slip the bra back into the hamper and tiptoe back to his room.
Laying silently in her bed, Julia rejoiced at the unbridled success of her scheme. She'd listened intently as Jim had searched in vain for her safely hidden jar, then in shock as he ravenously cleaned out her dirty bra. She'd intended to get him addicted all along, but it seemed that his desire for it was even greater than hers! She fell asleep with new confidence that her precious daughter would be back in her arms soon. He'd taken her bait and gotten hooked, now she just had to reel him in.
The rest of the week continued in much the same pattern. Jim fed from Julia on his regular schedule, but he offered to lotion her nipples for her before each feeding since it was the least he could do to show his appreciation. Soon the lotioning became a regular part of their nursing ritual, as did the ongoing game of cat and mouse as Julia tried to keep Jim's wandering hands in check. She grew nervous at his increasing boldness, as he started trying to cop feels even when they weren't nursing. Her only comfort was the nightly confirmation of the depths of his growing addiction as he snuck into her room to lick the leftover cream from inside her dirty bra. She even started deliberately adding a healthy extra dollop to each cup after taking her bra off, because she knew that the more he ate the harder it would be for him to resist what came next.
Thanks to Jim's healthy appetite, by Friday afternoon he was scraping the last of the lotion out from the big empty tub to rub on Julia's nipples. He looked forlornly into it, contemplating licking it out then and there to get the last precious drops. After he finished nursing from his mother's lotioned tits, Jim asked her of she could pick up some more.
"More BBC Cream? In told you how expensive it is sweetie, it was meant to be a special treat for me, but I didn't expect you to take such a liking to it! That tub was supposed to last a month at least."
"But Mom, couldn't you get just one more tub? It really seems to be helping keep your nipples from chafing."
"Well, they do feel very nice, but it's just so expensive"
"I promise to keep massaging the lotion in for you every day!" Jim offered desperately.
"I think you'd do that with any lotion just for the chance to play more with mommy's titties," Julia shot back with a naughty wink. "I suppose there is one thing you could do for me..."
"Yes, anything!"
"I miss my sweet Jaime, if you promise to be my daughter for the weekend, I'll go out and get more tonight."
Jim held out for a long moment. After his humiliation he'd really hoped to put Jaime behind him entirely. But as the last hints of the delicious cream faded from his tongue he knew he didn't really have a choice. He meekly nodded.
Julia squealed with delight and wrapped her arms around Jim, pulling him into a tight hug with her tits still out from nursing. In other circumstances it would have excited Jim beyond belief, but his mind was preoccupied with what he'd just promised.
"Oh honey, we're going to have so much fun together!"
That night Julia got dressed up and told Jim she was heading out to pick up the lotion for him. Jim asked her why she was all dolled up for shopping, but she told him it was only available at a high-end store. Once she got out of the house and into her car she added a few more touches, teasing her hair out and adding on another layer of makeup that took her from normally made-up to ready for prom night. Combined with her tight red dress that left little to the imagination and fully displayed the top of her H-cup rack, a casual observer could have been forgiven for assuming her to be a hooker or call-girl.
She drove downtown and parked by a bar called The 8-Ball. She stepped in with confidence even though she was the only white person in the place, a lone white woman dwarfed by a forest of huge black men drinking and shooting pool. The moment Julia walked through the door she was getting hungry looks, like a sheep walking through a pack of wolves. But hungry as the looks were, they were all friendly. The chorus of hello's made it clear that she was a regular, as did the calls throughout the bar that 'Julie Juggs' was here.
Moving through the crowd with ease, Julie had no trouble assembling a dozen of the biggest men to follow her into a back room.
"Let's keep it on the tits tonight boys," Julie said as she dropped to her knees in the center of the room and squeezed her massive breasts between her arms. "You think you can hit this target?"
Grunts of assent chorused around her as pants hit the floor and anaconda after anaconda unfurled. The men surrounded her as they beat their big black cocks, taking turns having Julie give them a few quick pumps with her dwarfed hands, or sucking the tip into her mouth to tongue, or thrusting straight down her cleavage. She never stopped moving, teasing and tempting as she worked up all the cum from their enormous balls and got them ready to blast. Finally she pushed them over the edge one by one, coaxing them to blow their loads all over her chest. Rope after rope of thick cum painted her flesh as Julie expertly milked rack of her black studs in turn.
When the last of them was finally spent and they'd all left the room, Julie took a moment to compose herself, then retrieved the empty jar from her purse. Pulling down her dress to make sure she didn't lose single precious drop, she scraped the gooey mess into the jar until it was filled to the brim. Only then did she indulge herself, cleaning off the last remnants and sucking her fingers clean. The boys had been in great form tonight, over a quart of the thickest, tastiest all-natural BBC Cream between them. Jaime was in for a real treat!
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The world was not always this way. Though few remember it, and even fewer choose to speak of it, there was a time when things were different. Before disease ravaged the land. Before the great feminization. Before the influx. Before the Femocracy. It was whispered that once white men had been just that: men. It was nearly impossible to believe, seeming more the fevered dream of a recalcitrant sissy than a historical fact. But the amazing fact was that it was true.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Gone Viral - 27 years ago, 3 B.F.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Evolution has followed the same pattern for untold millennia. Mutation, adaptation, and extinction. It is not always clear what adaptations will win out in the end, until the shifting tides of environmental forces finally act, weeding out the weak and allowing the survival of the fittest. So it was when the virus struck.
It began as a curiosity on the evening news, a strange mutation of a previously benign disease. In short order the reports grew more dire, and the rapacious contagiousness and deadliness of the disease became understood. It spread like wildfire through the developed world, turning our global connections into our greatest vulnerability. As it stormed the planet, a strange pattern was detected: black populations were largely unaffected. Thanks to the mysterious whims of evolution, the same mutation that for years had plagued the black community with increased susceptibility to sickle cell anemia now granted them virtual immunity to the deadly new disease.
Scientists around the globe raced to find a cure, and just when hope seemed lost one was found in the unlikeliest of places. One researcher noticed another, smaller population that also exhibited an immunity: men on hormone replacement therapy. Frantic research soon confirmed that regular, massive doses of the hormones estrogen and prolactin were an effective defense. This discovery was hailed as a miraculous breakthrough worldwide, but it lead to a new problem. There was nowhere near enough industrial capacity to make the staggering volume of the hormones needed by the world's non-black population. At best, it was estimated that enough for half of the population could be manufactured.
Humanity was left with an impossible choice of who to save and who to let die, but once again our ingenuity came to the rescue. The massive doses of estrogen and prolactin in women had the effect of inducing copious amounts of lactation, and as luck would have it their milk carried with it sufficient quantities of those some hormones to confer immunity on those that drank enough of it. Given the limits on hormonal supplies, it was therefore made illegal to prescribe the life-saving medication to men. Instead, they were directed to find nursing partners to provide them with the milk they needed to survive.
From the chaos, human ingenuity rose like a phoenix from the ashes, transforming the nature of society around the world in an instant in the face of imminent destruction. But the changes they made under duress were only the beginning, and the unforeseen consequences of their actions would be felt for ages.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Milk of Life - 25 years ago, 1 B.F.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Two years after the outbreak of a new disease that had threatened mass extinction, new modes of living were evolving in response to massive changes in the populace. Due to their natural immunity by quirk of a minor blood mutation, black people were largely unaffected, but among other races a complete inversion of the normal social order had occurred.
It had been initially hoped that the hormone treatments for women (and secondary treatments via breastfeeding for men) would be a temporary measure, only needed for as long as it took to create a permanent vaccine or for the virus to snuff itself out without a vulnerable population to target. However, after two years of hard work scientists and doctors were no closer to a permanent cure. What's worse, the disease showed the ability to remain passive in animal populations when lacking human hosts, providing a constant threat of resurgence. For better or for worse, it seemed that the lifesaving hormones were a new fixture of life for anyone who wasn't black.
As would be expected, the massive doses of hormones had a strong effect on people over time. Women's figures grew curvier as their bodies redistributed mass to their hips and breasts. This was further augmented by the prolactin-induced lactation which was accelerated by men desperate for the hormone-filled "milk of life" they needed to survive. Of course, men's bodies were no less susceptible to the feminizing effects of the hormones, and they soon began to display increasingly female characteristics. After two years, non-black men were generally feminine enough to have passed for women, with the exception of their breasts which at an average of a D-cup were far smaller than the new female norm.
As startling as the physical changes were, they paled in comparison to the mental and societal ones which accompanied them. Struggling to cope with the feelings engendered by their bodies being ravaged by ten times the hormones of a teenage girl, men pulled back from positions of power and authority. This created a vacuum into which newly assertive women surged with a vengeance, driven in part by a new wave of radical feminists declaring the end of the patriarchy and the dawn of female superiority. This new power imbalance was continuously reinforced by the fact that all non-black men were wholly dependent for their existence on women providing them with their milk. With every feeding men were forced to submit themselves to women to obtain their precious milk of life.
A new form of relationship soon developed in which a submissive man, or 'sissy', was bound to a powerful woman, or 'mommy'. These mommy/sissy relationships were decried as unnatural at first, but proponents argued that they were a natural consequence of the male dependence on breastfeeding, and in time they were proven correct, as the vast majority of existing relationships transformed into the new matriarchal model. And as these relationships grew more common, previous social taboos around breastfeeding soon fell to the wayside. It became common to see mommies and their sissies nursing in public, where it was seen as a public show of affection, little different than kissing or holding hands.
The great challenge in these relationships, and the source of growing unrest in society at large, was epidemically abysmal state of sexual relations. The hormonal flux had the effect of putting even the most prudish women into a sexual heat, ever on the prowl and open to a wide range of new experiences. Men, in the other hand, had lost nearly all of their sexual drive, even though the women around them had grown sexier and sexier as breasts swelled and their hips widened into near Jessica Rabbit level parodies of femininity. It became increasingly common for women to take secret lovers on the side from the only remaining source available: black men. Although it was rarely discussed publicly, this open secret would soon lead to the infamous proclamation.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The Proclamation - 24 years ago, 0 B.F.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
When President Julia Bliss Flanigan took office she had her hands full, but she was more than up to the task. In truth, she'd already been running the country in practice for the better part of a year as her husband, the previous president, had gradually passed more and more of his daily responsibilities to her as they slipped into a classic mommy/sissy relationship. Julia should have been thrilled to have finally accomplished her lifelong dream, but as she sat in the Oval Office nursing the formerly most powerful man in the world, she noted with frustration the persistent dampness between her legs and her "husband's" inability to do anything about it.
Like most women in the world she was sexually frustrated on a level she would have never thought possible. She had, of course, a black lover on the side who kept her from going completely insane, but her duties as president and the need to keep up appearances limited their trysts far more than she cared for. The worst of it was that she knew full well that any woman who could was slipping in some dark meat on the side, but it was still not something one publicized. That tension was one of her greatest headaches as president, and a driving force in the social fabric of the entire country threatening to tear itself apart. Bold action was needed, and with her trademark determination President Flanigan set in motion the press conference that would change history.
President Julia Bliss Flanigan took the podium in front of the White house on a late Spring afternoon flanked by her husband on one side and an unknown aide on the other. They made quite the striking ensemble. Julia and Chris, her husband were nearly the same height, although Julia's heels put her a few inches taller. They were wearing matching powder blue clothes, Julia in a pencil skirt and jacket and Chris in a suit with a tight, feminine cut that was becoming the new style for feminized men. Anyone who only knew Chris Flanigan as the clean-cut president elected four years ago would hardly have recognized him now. Those piercing baby-blue eyes remained, but they were now framed by a mane of long golden hair, resting on the swell of his swollen bust. The tight cut of his suit accentuated, rather than hid the curves on his chest and hips, cutting a definitely feminine figure that was in keeping with his new initiative to help men to proudly embrace their new bodies.
An observer from four years past would have been equally surprised by Julia. Her low-cut blouse revealed a great expanse of tanned chest, proudly displaying her H-cup breasts nearly down to the nipple. The button on her jacket strained as the lapels squeezed her tits together in a display of cleavage that would have once been the domain of pornography, not politics. But the ascendance of women and the normalization of breastfeeding had made such displays much more common, and were seen as a sign of women's liberation.
Given the striking sight of the matching president and first husband, reporters could be forgiven for the little attention they paid to the unknown aid. He said little as the press conference began, instead standing in his suit with his arms crossed on his chest. He stood at least a head taller than even Julia in her heels, and his linebacker build probably put him at about Julia and Chris's combined weight.
"My fellow Americans," Julia began with a beaming smile to the cameras, "the last few years have not been easy, they have not been without sacrifice, and they have not been without difficult change. But I am proud to say that through it all, we have triumphed!"
Julia paused with another smile as the gathered crowd cheered.
"We stand now at the dawn of a new era, of peace and understanding, brought together in a new way by bonds stronger than words can describe." Here Julia turned to Chris and pulled his head down into her cleavage, planting a sweetly motherly kiss on his head before releasing him.
"But in this new era, as women assume the mantle of power that has been so long denied us, it is time that we put aside old traditions and take what we so richly deserve."
Julia paused as she reached a hand out to Chris, then her other hand to the large black aide on her other side, causing confused murmurs to spread through the crowd and across the nation by live broadcast.
"Chris and I share a special bond, once as husband and wife, and now just as many of you as mommy and sissy."
Murmurs escalated, as this was the first time the president had admitted to adopting the new relationship paradigm. Julia paid them no attention as she turned to her other side.
"And Marcus and I also share a bond, no less special, the bond between a man and a woman."
As the crowd and the world gasped Julia wrapped her arms around her aide and pulled him into a long, open-mouthed kiss as their hands roamed over each other's bodies with obvious familiarity and lust.
The press conference turned into a madhouse, and it took several minutes to restore order. Once the room was finally quieted, Julia resumed her address.
"I know that this may seem strange to some, but it is my fervent belief that the replacement of our beloved husbands, now no less beloved as our devoted sissies, by virile and strong black men who have been unaffected by the great feminization is not only permissible, but necessary for our great society to endure. Women deserve to be pleasured as we crave, and society must adapt to our new reality."
"It is also my fervently held belief that the First Family must lead the nation by example, and so as your leader it is my duty to demonstrate what must be done."
Julia turned to Marcus with a wicked grin, and without saying another word dropped to her knees, unzipped his pants, and fished out his 10-inch python with both hands. The roomful of gathered reporters and television crews watched in stunned silence as the president of the United States eagerly gobbled down a big black cock. As Julia bobbed her head up and down on Marcus's massive pole, she used one hand to pump his shaft while the other slipped up the bottom of her short skirt and began frantically slipping back and forth. Through it all Chris maintained his composure with the stoicism born of a lifetime of politics, still beaming out his 1000-megawatt smile to the room in a way that proudly announced his compliance.
As the lewd display continued, most of those assembled were too lost in shock and then lust to interfere, but after several minutes as pre-cum and drool from her sloppy blowjob began to pool on Julia's large tits, a few dedicated reporters on the room started to call "Madame President!" "Madame President!", struggling to get her attention for a question. Finally with great reluctance Julia pulled herself away, giving the throbbing chocolate head one last lollipop-lick and kiss before rising unsteadily to her feet once more.
"I understand that you have questions," she said as she wiped the fluids from around her mouth, "but this is the only way for us women to gain the satisfaction we deserve."
Julia paused for a moment, then told Chris to strip off his pants. He complied, wiggling out of his slacks and revealing that he was wearing pink lace underwear. Julia pulled those down as well, provoking another gasp from the crowd. Chris was wearing a clear plastic chastity device around his small, hairless cock and balls.
"How can we women be expected to satisfy ourselves with this? Even if he could still get it up, his shrunken few inches aren't going to do anything." Julia paused for effect, bouncing Chris's locked package in one hand while stroking up and down the length of Marcus's still hard shaft with the other. "I mean look at it, Chris's whole kit would fit in just Marcus's sack with room to spare! This is why we must evolve into a new normal, for the good of all."
Julia took a step back from the lectern and dropped to her knees once more, but this time with her back towards Marcus. Then she placed her hands and the ground and lowered herself until she was resting on her breasts, thrusting her ass high in the air.
"Show'em how to really please a woman, Marcus."
Marcus quickly complied, sliding the president's tight skirt up over her plump buttocks and pulling aside her black lace thong to reveal her dripping wet pussy. Kneeling behind her, he thrust himself into her in one slow, continuous thrust, drawing moans of pleasure from her and murmurs of admiration from their transfixed audience. Then he began to piston in and out of her like a machine, beginning with a slow and steady rhythm that ever so slowly began to gather steam. With every thrust he pulled his full length out until his swollen knob was just visible in the tight embrace of her cunt, then he pushed in until his body slapped into her plush cheeks.
Julia's moans grew more urgent until she finally ripped open her jacket and pulled down her blouse, revealing her dripping nipples. "Come show the whole world how you drink mommy's milk little sissy," she growled lustily as she squeezed one breast, launching a thick stream of milk.
Chris, still nude from the waist down and wearing a plastered on smile that was beginning to look more than a little forced, complied, sliding underneath his wife as she continued to get pile-driven by her black lover. His breasts, a relatively restrained C-cup due to his slim build, were dwarfed by Julia's massive H-cups which were now soaking him in their continuous auto-drip. With a deftly practiced touch, Chris obediently alternated back and forth between her leaking breasts, struggling to stem the flow of her arousal-induced let-down. As he continued to suck frantically on each nipple while putting pressure with his free hand on the other, he gradually drank enough to settle into a more relaxed nursing pattern without getting drenched in milk. Meanwhile, Julia and Marcus were moving quickly in the opposite direction.
Marcus was now pounding Julia's pussy with an unending series of deep thrusts that coalesced her moans into a continuous chorus of sexual satisfaction. A sheen of sweat coated his body as he focused on extending her pleasure for as long as possible. The lewd display had hypnotized the entire room, and the nation watching remotely. Feminized white men uncomfortably realized for the first time just how far they had fallen and wondered if their wives and girlfriends had also taken black lovers. Black men watched with knowing glee the rolled back eyes of the president herself as she publicly succumbed to the pleasure only big black cock can provide. And women everywhere saw clearly the solution to their growing frustrations with their sexually useless sissies as they watched with evident arousal the moaning pleasure induced by the president's black bull. By the time Julia and Marcus climaxed loudly in unison, millions of women who'd been playing with themselves as they watched came with them.
Collecting herself and straightening her lose hairs, Julia stood with the full dignity of her office, pulled down the hem of her skirt and tucked her breasts more or less back into her jacket.
"Once, a display such as this would have been the end of my career," she announced as her unsteady legs continued to quiver beneath her, "but in the new era of Female Supremacy we women will be subjugated no longer! We will proudly reclaim our sexuality and our sexual satisfaction as is our right."
Julia paused a moment to pull Chris up from between her feet by his hair, pushing his face up her skirt and between her legs and forcing him to lap up the cum oozing from her freshly fucked pussy before looking back up to the cameras.
"This is our new order, the way of the future, our Femocracy!"
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The Influx - 23 years ago, 1 A.F.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
President Julia Bliss Flanigan's bet paid off more than she could have possibly dreamt, her read of the public sentiment was perfect, and in the wake of The Proclamation as it came to be called, the vast majority of women provided their vocal support, many of them even admitting to similar long secret arrangements with black lovers. Some white men tried to re-exert themselves in protest, but they had long lost their political power and their daily reliance on breast milk for survival quickly forced them into grim acceptance of they're fate. Demand for black bulls skyrocketed overnight, and it was not uncommon for them to work full-time on pleasing a virtual harem of successful, horny white women



As promised, the First Family of Julia, Chris, and Marcus continued to lead by example. They disseminated regular video broadcasts providing tips and examples of how newly female-led relationships with black bulls and sissy husbands could be made to work. Some videos focused on furthering the feminization of sissies to help them better accept their new role. Julia showed how to dress sissies in progressively more feminine clothes, how to help them with makeup and hairstyling, and eventually how to transition them to female names to help reduce their cognitive dissonance. Julia strongly recommended that all women employ chastity, as in her mind it was the only reliable way to really gain full control over your sissy. She even demonstrated how sissy-gasms could be stimulated without ever removing chastity cages by proper application of anal stimulation. The video of President Julia pounding the ass of once-president Christine until she dribbled cum through her cage was one of the most popular of the series.
In other videos Julia explored the relationship between the two most important people in any woman's life: her bull and her sissy. She showed how to combine sex with her bull with sissy breastfeeding to ensure that nobody was neglected. She also demonstrated ways in which sissies could still contribute sexually, by orally preparing bulls cocks for sex or by cleaning up their cum after they'd finished pleasuring their woman. She even shared that most of the time she kept Christine under her desk in the Oval Office so that she could provide a steady stream of oral worship to her mommy.
The videos were a cultural sensation, and women everywhere yearned for the settled life they depicted. Sharing black bulls between several women was a demographic necessity, but in the face of growing demand for exclusive services, Julia announced a new immigration initiative to import millions of virile black men from around the world to fill the gap with worker-visa programs requiring female sponsorship. The program was an unmitigated success, as even with the stringent requirements on sexual aptitude and size, countless bulls were successfully introduced to an America that needed them desperately.
However, for a malignant and rebellious fragment of feminized men that still struggled to cling to their last vestiges of manhood, this was the last straw. They began to gather in secret, laying plans to take back the country that has once been theirs. And exactly one year after the president's infamous proclamation, they launched an open rebellion...
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Recap
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
While raising her son Jim as a single mother, Julia developed a special bond with him by never stopping breastfeeding, which had the side effect of growing her breasts to a monstrous H-cup. Once Jim hit puberty, Julia made him start dressing and acting as a girl during feedings, creating the alternate persona Jaime. Jaime and Julia shared a special mother-daughter bond, which included Julia divulging details of her sexual escapades with hung black men, until 18 year old Jim was caught wearing panties at school and swore off dressing as Jaime. Scared of losing her daughter, Julia launched a desperate scheme that involved Jim sucking a special cream off her nipples during feedings. But could Julia's plan work in time before the increasing sexualization of Jim's feedings pushed them over the edge?
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Chapter 3: A Weekend with Jaime
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The next morning Julia slept in, exhausted from her night out at the bar gathering more BBC Cream. By the time she came downstairs in her silky robe, Jaime had been waiting for hours. True to her word, Jaime was dressed as a girl from head to toe. Her long hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her feminine facial features were tastefully accentuated with lip gloss, blush, and mascara just as Julia had taught her. She wore a tight plain tee that showed the outlines of her training bra beneath, and a skirt that came down to her mid-thigh. Completing her look were a pair of white open-toed slingback heels that allowed her bubblegum pink painted toenails to peek through.
After a long week without her, Julia was thrilled to see her daughter again. She'd obviously pulled out all the stops, apparently the BBC Nipple Cream was all the motivation she needed!
"Oh Jaime darling, you look absolutely adorable," Julia effused as she swept her daughter up in a hug. "I slept in so late you must be positively famished, are you ready for mommy's milk?
"Thank you mommy, it feels... nice to be pretty for you," Jaime replied in her well-practiced girly tone. "Did you pick up more of the..."
"BBC Nipple Cream? Yes dear, of course, let's get you a taste of your new favorite treat."
Jaime didn't have to be told twice; she practically skipped behind Julia as she made her way to the couch. She waited impatiently as Julia moved at a deliberate pace, slowly pulling the sash assertions her waist, then opening her robe wide and shrugging it off her shoulders to reveal her glorious breasts. Each ivory globe stood out proudly from her chest, the size of her head and perfectly round in defiance of gravity. A pale blue spider web of veins pulsed hypnoticaly across their surface, drawing Jaime's gaze to the dark pink saucer-sized aereolae and thumbtip-sized nipples in their center. Jaime was surprised to see that Julia wasn't wearing a bra, and was about to question it when Julia explained.
"Mommy's titties were just so full of milk for you that even my big nursing bra didn't feel nice. See, they're already dripping for you!"
Jaime quickly saw that her mother wasn't exaggerating. Exposed to the cool air her nipples had visibly hardened, and opalescent droplets of milk were beginning to fall like raindrops in her lap.
"You'd best hurry up and put your special treat on mommy's nipples sweetie," Julia offered as she drew her jar of BBC Cream from the folds of her robe.
Jaime opened the jar with a balance of desperate hungera and humble reverence. She inhaled deeply as she unscrewed the lid, breathing deep the heavenly aroma she'd dreamt about all last night. Whatever her mother was paying for this stuff, it was worth it! As she dipped her fingers in she had to resist the urge to suck it off straightaway, but after a moment's hesitation Jaime dropped to her knees between Julia's outstretched legs and began slathering the moisturizing cream onto her breasts. Each nipple was soon covered with as much cream as it could possibly hold, and Jaime leaned in swiftly to claim her prize. But Julia caught her with a firm hand on each shoulder with her face mere inches away.
"Well that's a little bit rude, don't you think missy?" Julia questioned in response to Jaime's confused look up. "Mommy makes you tasty milk, buys you expensive cream to indulge your new tastes, and you don't even tell me how beautiful my tits look before diving in?"
"Your tits?" Jaime asked incredulously.
"Yes silly girl, my tits, my boobs, my big beautiful breasts that you suck on every day," Julia sighed with exasperation as she cupped the bottom of a tit in each hand and jiggled them in Jaime's face. "You just take them for granted and never say so much as a word about how beautiful they are!"
"Of course I think they're beautiful," Jaime answered quickly, eager to mollify her mother. She began running her hands over them, tracing her fingers delicately across the network of faint veins as more words came tumbling out. "They're so big, and full, and perfect. Every other woman in the world looks boyish next to your beautiful curves. I'm never happier than when I'm cuddled into your breasts mommy."
"Hmm, that's a bit more like it dear, you must always show proper gratitude. Now give mommy's beautiful tits some kisses while you tell me more about how much you love them."
Jaime complied, showering their expanse with a never-ending series of butterfly kisses as she continued to mumble her adoration. Every so often she kissed a trace of cream transferred from her fingertips to Julia's milky flesh, licking it up as a tantalizing appetizer to her main course. As she continued, Jaime felt her panties growing tighter and tighter. For years nursing as Jaime had kept her from sexualizing her mother's breasts, but her recent experiences nursing as a boy combined with the effect of kneeling in worship as she handed them in a newly sensual way unlocked that block in her mind permanently. Even tucked away in her panties, Jaime's cock was surging to life in response to the unmitigated sexuality of her mother's beautiful tits.
"Mmmm, you do love mommy's big breasts, don't you honey?" Julia asked as she basked in the adulation. "I bet mommy's big girl wishes she had a set of beautiful breasts just like mommy's, doesn't she?"
Jaime nodded along without even really thinking about it as Julia reached down and tweaked her nipples through her shirt and training bra. The unexpected sensation sent chills down Jaime's spine as she started to think through what she'd just agreed to, but before she could consider it too deeply, Julia said, "That's enough for now dear, suck mommy's titties and get your reward."
The words had hardly left Julia's mouth before Jaime was latched on, lapping up the BBC Cream while gulping down the immediate let-down from Julia's engorged breast. The spray from the accompanying let-down in Julia's other breast streamed continuously against Jaime's white shirt, soaking it through until it pressed against her skin, showing through to her bra. Jaime, however, did not notice. The longed-for taste of the cream somehow turbocharged her libido even further. Without even thinking she began to hump the couch with her cock straining through her panties and short skirt. She stayed lost in lustful bliss v until the flow of milk stopped, the moved to latch on the other side. But Julia stopped her and made her lay down in her lap as normal before she "drilled a hole in the cushion."
Jaime was naturally embarrassed to have been caught humping the furniture like a dog, but as her lips closed on Julia's other creamed nipple, she was quickly lost once more in rapture.
"I suppose we'd best do something about your little clitty, shouldn't we dear?" Julia asked as she lifted the front of Jaime's skirt to reveal her panty-clad cock. Jaime started to pull away in surprise, but Julia wrapped her ponytail in her other hand and mashed her daughter's face back into her breast to smother the instinct. As Jaime continued to nurse, Julia pressed her cock down firmly and began to rub it through her panties. The feel of the soft fabric sliding up and down her shaft soon had Jaime squirming. It felt so good that she couldn't muster the will to make more than a token effort at pulling herself free of Julia's pin against her breast, instead counting to suckle as her mother's fingers were separated from her by only a thin layer of cloth.
"Don't worry sweetie, mommy is going to teach you just how to cum like a girl. More be a good little girlie and make you clitty cum for mommy!"
That last line hurled Jaime over the edge, and she blasted cum into her panties, where it soon began dribbling down her legs. Satisfied, Julia pulled her hand away and cradled Jaime's head against her breast more softly as she finished her meal. Once Jaime was done, Julia told her to go clean herself up and to hurry back for some exciting news.
While Jaime waddled unsteadily to the bathroom, trying unsuccessfully to keep more cum from spilling out of her panties, Julia slipped the hand she'd rubbed her daughter's clitty with down to give some relief to the sopping wet fire burning in her own panties. It was so wrong, but giving her daughter her very first sissygasm got Julia all hot and bothered. She only stopped when she heard Jaime coming back, wrapping her robe back around herself like nothing had happened.
"So what's the big news?" Jaime asked as she came back into the room.
"Well, you know how I had to go out tonight to get my girl some more cream? I met this total hunk while I was there, and we're going out tonight!"
"That's the exciting news?" Jaime asked. It wasn't exactly uncommon for Julia to go out on dates.
"Trust me sweetie, if you'd seen Damien, you'd know exactly why it's exciting. The man is built like a firehouse, complete with a hose that I can't wait to get my hands on."
Jaime didn't know what to say as Julia held out her hands almost a foot apart to emphasize what she had in mind.
"Anyway, I thought that since I have you for the weekend, we could spend the day getting ready together, won't that be fun dear?"
Jaime wasn't exactly sure, but Julia insisted, taking full advantage of the leverage provided by Jaime's nascent addiction. In short order Julia was dressed and the mother-daughter duo were out the door for better or for worse. Their first stop was Julia's salon. Jaime had let her hair grown out long, but she'd only ever styled it herself, and only in ways that could be undone for when she went back to being Jim.
Julia practically dragged Jaime into the salon behind her, but once inside Jaime's fears were quickly put at ease. It was an island of feminine refuge; friendly, chatty, and warm. In moments Jaime was welcomed in as one of the girls with open arms, surrounded by a buzzing swarm of stylists who were eager to help her do something with her poor hair. All her worries about being outed and rejected evaporated away as she was ensconced in a flurry of gentle attention. An hour later when Jaime emerged from her cocoon, she felt as if a metamorphosis had taken place. Gone was the nervous crossdresser, replaced by a cute young girl with delicate features framed perfectly by bouncing cascades of blonde curls. Julia looked no less beautiful, and when Jaime saw the way her mother's hair brushed against the tops of her breasts, she couldn't help but bite her lip and daydream about sucking them again. In a mirror image of their entrance, Jaime was the one dragging Julia out to the car, and the second they were in she yanked down Julia's top and began nursing.
"Dear, it's hardly been an hour, there isn't much in there for you," Julia said with a playful giggle.
Jaime pulled away a moment, then began worshipping her breasts with an avalanche of kisses just as she'd done earlier that morning under Julia's direction. "I know mommy," she sighed between kisses, "it just felt so good getting our hair done together, it made me feel so close to you."
"Oh sweetie, you have no idea how much that means to me! Here, let's give you a little treat for being such a good girl for mommy."
Julia pulled the jar of BBC Cream out of her purse and scooped two handfuls onto the tops of her breasts, spreading it around without even a pretence of rubbing it in. Then she held her hands out to Jaime, who carefully sucked the cream off each finger in turn. Once her fingers were clean, Julia placed one hand under each breast and lifted them up and together to make a platter.
"Dig in sweetie, you deserve it."
Jaime renewed her attentions, licking and kissing until she'd cleaned and swallowed every drop. A series of moans escaped her lips as she feasted, the smell, the taste, the texture, everything about the cream was perfect, filling a need she'd never known that she had. It felt so overpoweringly good that Jaime reached a hand under her skirt and began playing with herself, not even thinking about the fact that her face was buried in her mother's tits, just overcome by the high. But Julia quickly reached a hand down to pin Jaime's beneath her skirt, playfully scolding her, "That's not a very ladylike thing to do in public, sweetie." Jaime relented, though she continued to squirm in excitement as she finished her treat.
Next Julia took Jaime to her favorite nail salon. They say back in their chairs as a throng of small Asian women bustled around each of them. Julia got a French manicure and a classic pedicure, while Jaime (at Julia's insistence) had her shorter fingernails and toenails neatly trimmed and painted bubblegum pink. As soon as they sat down Julia started talking about her "big" date that night. Her references to Damien's size (both overall and his mamhood) grew more and more explicit as she went, until she was telling Jaime just how excited she was to suck the cream filling out of his chocolate lollipop. Jaime was mortified, and tried to get her mom to stop, but Julia insisted that it was fine, since none of the women there spoke English anyway. Still, Jaime could've sworn that she saw knowing glances and smiles as Julia went on. She was even more embarrassed when she felt herself starting to get hard in her panties, and was forced to shift in her seat to try to keep from pitching a tent in her skirt.
It shouldn't have gotten her so excited, but hearing Julia hint at all the things she was going to do with her date was irresistibly erotic. Jaime had seen enough of her mother's lovers to know exactly what Damien would look like without ever having met him. He'd be tall and fit, easily twice her size, with eyes and hands that were all over Julia's curves and an anaconda in his pants just begging to be unleashed. At first Jaime envisioned Julia with him, but to her confusion she was soon imagining herself in her mother's place. Wondering if he'd like her new haircut and manicure. Wondering if he'd hold her with the same lustful possessiveness. Wondering if his anaconda would be unleashed for her... It was the first time in years of crossdressing that Jaime had thought of herself this way, and in spite of her mind screaming objections, her body was on fire.
Once their manicures were finished, Jaime tried to hide behind Julia on their way out to the car to keep her tented skirt out of sight, but once they got to the car, Julia instantly noticed.
"Is that why you were walking behind me like that?" she demanded sternly, "Your little clitty just will not behave today, here, mommy has a solution."
Julia pulled a steel contraption out of her purse and held it out to her confused daughter. But Jaime just stared at it dumbfounded.
"It goes on your little sissy parts to stop them from causing anymore trouble today," Julia explained impatiently.
"That thing? It'll never fit!"
"Oh please, it's not like you're especially gifted down there, we just need to get the swelling down."
Julia reached under Jaime's skirt, and for a moment Jaime thought her mother was going to rub her off for the second time that day, but instead Julia wrapped her fingers tightly around her balls and squeezed, hard. Jaime yelped in surprise and pain, causing Julia to use her other hand to smother her in her tits. After an initial token of resistance, Jaime submitted, her muffled screams subsiding to moans as the pain from Julia's crushing grasp slowly deflated her. Once Jamie was completely soft, Julia deftly slipped the chastity device on and locked it in place.
Jaime looked glumly down at the cage, then up at the key now nestled in Julia's cleavage on her necklace.
"Oh, don't give me that look dear, you brought this on yourself, playing with yourself in public and walking around with that little thing poking out. You should be thanking me, now whenever anyone sees you they'll only see my sweet little daughter."
Their last stop was there mall, as Julia insisted they were both in dire need of some new clothes. The unfamiliar feel of cold steel between her legs threw Jaime off at first, but after a few wobbling steps she found her stride as had to admit that it was much easier to walk in her heels with everything securely tucked away. By the time they reached the mall doors, Jaime was confidently sashaying with even more gusto than Julia, throwing her hips into every step in a way that made her skirt flutter. She looked good and she knew it.
Their first stop was Victoria's Secret as Julia insisted that Jaime's panties and training bra were too basic and plain, and that as a big girl she needed something more fun. It soon became apparent that by "more fun", what Julia really meant was "sexier and sluttier". She piled Jaime's arms high with a mix of brightly colored panties. Some were trimmed with lace, some were sleek thongs, and some were cheeky boyshorts, but all of them were playfully sexy. For good measure Julia even threw in a few novelty pairs with custom rhinestone lettering. Jaime couldn't believe it when her mom held out panties that said "Mommy's Girl" in sparkling letters. Next came bras. Julia told Jaime how much cuter she'd look with some tits, and eventually cajoled her into trying on a push-up bra with some gel breastforms slipped in. Jaime thought the whole thing was stupid, but when she came out of the changing room and looked in the mirror she couldn't believe her eyes! The magic of Victoria's Secret had somehow given her cleavage. She giggled as she pushed out her chest and turned side to side to see her new profile. Julia approved, and when they left the store Jaime was wearing her new bra and a pair of her "Mommy's Girl" panties.
Their next stop was to pick out a pair of matching dresses. Julia wanted a sexy new one for her date, and Jaime needed one to show off her cleavage more than her plain shirt. Jaime's eyes bulged when she saw the dresses her mom wanted them to wear. They were short, skin tight, and left absolutely nothing to the imagination. She finally convinced Julia to go with one of the more conservative designs. It was a red halter-top made from a stretchy fabric that wrapped tightly over every contour and curve. They took one in each of their sizes to a changing room and stripped down to try them on. Julia went without a bra, as her breasts were more than firm enough to stand on their own. Jaime, fortunately, had one strapless stick-on push-up bra in her new hoard, allowing her to have cleavage even in the halter-top.
Jaime had never felt so exposed when dressed before. The dress ended mere inches down her thighs, plunged down below her sternum in the front, and covered only up to the small of her back from behind. She felt both sexy and vulnerable at the same time. But if the dress made her look good, It made Julia look unbelievable. The twin strips of cloth in the front stretched as wide as they could but still couldn't contain more than half of her H-cup breasts, leaving them exposed all around. She had cleavage, side-boob, under-boob, and even back-boob as her breasts were wider than her torso. Jaime couldn't help but stare at the spectacle in wonder.



"Mmm, do mommy's tits look good in the dress you picked out?"
Jaime gulped and nodded.
"Well it's been a while since you've fed, should we get you a little milk sweetie?"
Julia pulled the halter over her head and down past her breasts, then sat on the bench in the changing room so Jaime could lay across her lap. She followed Jaime's eyes as they darted to her purse, and laughing as she got the hint Julia pulled out the BBC Cream and smeared a helping onto her nipples. As Jaime licked up the cream and latched on, Julia rambled about her date that night, daydreaming about how Damien would love her dress, the way it would drive him wild, whether he'd fuck her in it, or rip it off of her. Again, Jaime couldn't help but imagine herself in Julia's place, picturing Damien's strong hands pulling the same dress off of her...
Soon Jaime felt the pinch of her cage as she grew harder. She tried to tell herself it was just because of sucking on her mom's sexy tits, or the electric thrill she got from tasting her nipple cream, but deep down she knew it was her fantasies of taking her mother's place and having Damien transform her from a girl into a woman.
Once they'd finished Jaime followed Julia out of the changing room in their matching dresses, milk-drunk, high on that addictive new cream, and horny as hell. Any other time she would have felt awkward walking through the mall dressed like a hooker, but in her near-delirious state she embraced it, reveling in the attention. She and Julia strutted through the mall, turning heads the whole way.
When they got home Julia pulled out her jar of nipple cream once again.
"Do I get another treat for being a good girl mommy?" Jaime asked, deliberately being as cute as possible.
"Oh, you'd like that wouldn't you?" Julia teased. "But this time you're going to use it how you're supposed to."
Julia pulled down the top of Jaime's dress, tossed her bra to the side, and began rubbing the cream in all over her chest and especially around her tiny nipples. It felt surprisingly nice, but Jaime was still disappointed to not be eating more of the lotion. It was almost torture to have it so close, seeping into her pores and filling her nostrils with its heady aroma but to be unable to taste it. When she'd finished rubbing it in, Julia stepped back to admire her work and saw the begging expression on her daughter's face.
"Aww, does mommy's greedy little girl want more? You need that lotion to keep your breasts nicely moisturized, but I'll make a deal with you." Julia paused as Jaime nodded eagerly. "I'll let you eat it if you keep your little cage on for the weekend. Your skirts and dresses look so much prettier with everything tucked away."
Jaime didn't even process what was being asked, "Yes, anything!"
Julia smiled as she leaned in to Jaime's chest, opened her mouth, and ran her tongue in one long lick up her chest. When she reached the top. She held Jaime's head in both hands and forced her mouth open like a baby bird's before dropping the mouthful of spit and cream in. She repeated the process again and again, depositing a fresh load into her daughter's eager mouth each time. When she got to Jaime's nipples, she took a little longer, nibbling and playing with them in her mouth, eliciting surprised moans of unfamiliar pleasure. Finally after she'd transferred the last messy load of cream, Julia bent down and locked lips with Jaime, sliding her cream-covered tongue into her daughter's mouth to be sucked clean. Jaime was in heaven, aside from the delicious cream, she'd never kissed her mom like that before, and after a long day of female bonding it felt so right. Maybe she could keep being a girl for this.
Julia swallowed as she pulled away from Jaime. "Wow, I can see why you love that stuff, it tastes amazing! Now help me get ready for my date."
The last stage of preparation for Julia was picking out what panties she wanted to wear. She quickly stripped down and had Jaime bring her pair after pair to try on. Jaime tried to ignore the pain from her cage as Julia flaunted her body in sexy lingerie, asking her opinion on how it looked. Question after question like "does this make my ass look good?" or "does this color say fuck me?" or "can you see my pussy through these?" drove Jaime wild as she tried to keep up the show of being a good daughter.
While digging deep into Julia's lingerie drawer, Jaime felt her hand close around something solid. Curious, she pulled it out and was shocked to see a huge black dildo. Jaime gripped the base of it with both hands as the tip wobbled hypnotically before her eyes. It was huge. The shaft extended at least a foot past the lifelike balls, and was so thick that Jaimecould hardly wrap her hands around it. Comparing it to the locked up clitty tucked into her panties, she couldn't help but see why her mother would seek out such beauty. Worship it even...
Jaime was subconsciously leaning close and closer to the knobby head, wondering idly if it would fit in her gaping mouth, when Julia called into the closet, "Did you find the red satin ones I asked for yet?"
Snapped suddenly out of her trance, Jaime shoved the black monster back to the bottom of the drawer and quickly found what Julia was asking for. But for the rest of the afternoon as she helped Julia, she couldn't get that hypnotically wobbling dildo out of her mind.
That evening when the doorbell finally rang, Julia sent Jaime to answer it, brusquely overriding her shy hesitation by jangling the key on her necklace and saying, "Only good little girls get rewarded." At that Jaime hustled down the stairs, paused for a moment to straighten her dress and check her hair, then opened the door and had her breath taken away.
He was tall, several inches taller than her, even in her heels. His tight-fitting athletic clothes revealed his heavily muscled body from head to toe, and there in his shorts was a long bulge snaking down his thigh that instantly took her back to the dildo she'd found earlier. As Jaime drank him in, Damien did the same with hungry eyes that unashamedly undressed her until he finally broke the silence.
"Yo momma home or what? We goin' out tonight."
"Oh, right, please come in, she'll be right down."
Jaime turned and let him follow her on, unconsciously swaying her hips with each step just as she had at the mall.
"Damn shawty, you got that ass straight from yo momma," Damien grunted as he reached a hand out to squeeze it. "You two are thick for white girls! Too bad you ain't got yo momma's fine ass titties yet, or I'd be picking you up too." His other hand reached over her shoulder to squeeze one of her breastforms through her dress.
Jaime felt paralyzed by his rough grip. A part of her wanted to run, while another part wanted to collapse back into him and feel his bulge rub up against her thick ass. Unable to move, she stood frozen until he released her as Julia came down the stairs.
"Oh wonderful, I see you two have met," Julia said as she entered the room. "Aren't our matching dresses just the cutest thing Damien?"
"Yeah, but I like how you fill yours out better," Damien answered as he walked past Jaime to inspect Julia.
Relieved, Jaime watched as Damien swept Julia up in his arms for a kiss, mauling her mostly exposed breasts as he did. They stood locked together in passion for a long minute before Julia broke away.
"Mmm, best save some of that for later," she said coyly, "don't wait up Jaime, we're going to have a long night together."
As they left, Jaime could have sworn that she caught a whiff of the BBC Cream...
Not entirely sure what to do with herself while Julia was gone, Jaime tried to watch some TV, but the faint smell of cream had awakened her hunger, and she kept getting distracted. Finally she decided to search for her mom's jar of it, but try as she might she couldn't find where she'd hidden it. While searching in her bedroom, Jaime suddenly remembered the dildo she'd found earlier. Unable to resist her curiosity, she went into the closet and ruffled through her mom's lingerie until she found it again. Pulling aside all the bits of lace, satin, and silk, she looked down at it laying in a soft multi-colored bed of sensuality.
It was just as big as she'd remembered, but after seeing Damien's bulge she no longer doubted that it's proportions might be realistic. She lifted it out and ran her hands tenderly up and down its length, feeling the veiny surface, the bulbous head, the balls the size of her fist. Damien's words flashed back to her, "to bad you ain't got yo momma's fine ass titties yet." She held the dildo up against her chest and squeezed her breastforms together. They barely reached up its sides. No wonder Damien and the others liked her mom!
Unsatisfied, Jaime pulled out one of her mom's bras from the drawer. She slipped out of her dress, pulled off her bra and changed into the much, much larger one. Each cup was cavernously empty, so Jaime started stuffing each side with handfuls of lingerie. Once they were filled, she laid on her back and put the dildo on her chest once more, happily noting how it was buried in her new cleavage. She pumped it up and down a few times, wondering if her mom was doing the same thing with Damien right then. The thought turned her on, making her strain against the cage in her panties. Then on a whim she opened her mouth and licked the chocolate tip as she pushed it up her chest.
With every thrust she licked more, sliding it up farther and farther until she began taking it into her mouth. She opened as wide as she could, just barely managing to fit the head in. Her well honed instinct for latching onto her mother's milky tits kicked in, and she began to suck, coating the head with saliva as she licked around it. Her jaw ached, but she pushed on, mechanically working more and more in until it was pushing at the back of her throat. Then she heard a whiff that made her choke and spit it out sputtering. The front door had opened.
They weren't supposed to be back for hours, how long had she been lost in her fantasy? Jaime rushed to rip off her bra and stuff all of her mom's lingerie back into the drawer, then frantically shimmied back into her dress, praying that they would stay downstairs for just a few more minutes. But just as she was ready to make her break for it, Julia walked into the room with Damien in tow. With her only escape route cutoff, Jaime sunk silently to the floor and watched through the cracked open closet door.
Damien was all over Julia like an animal in heat, nearly tearing her dress as he ripped it off of her. She responded by dropping to knees and loosening his pants, then fishing out his big black cock. As Damien moaned in appreciation, Julia licked it up and down and slid it between her tits a few times before sucking it right into her mouth. After how she'd struggled with the dildo, Jaime couldn't believe how easy Julia made it look. Her wonder only increased when after bottoming out with the back of her throat, Julia somehow pushed on, deepthroating the black monster until her nose pressed into Damien's abdomen.
Once she pulled back with a self-satisfied smile, Damien told Julia to lean over the bed so he could get a piece of her ass. Jaime could only watch as her mother lifted her ass in the air and shuddered in ecstasy as her lover impaled her from behind. As he pumped his impossibly huge cock in and out of her dripping pussy, he squeezed her ass in his strong hands and pushed a thumb down between her cheeks. Julia jumped momentarily at the unexpected sensation, then ground herself hard back into her black stud.
Eventually Julia's masterful grinding on Damien's cock was too much to bear, and he grunted "I'm gonna cum bitch, where do you want it?"
"On my tits," she exclaimed as she slipped off and turned to kneel in front of him again. She took his slippery cock in both hands and pumped it over her tits, almost immediately causing him to blow jet after jet of thick cum all over her bare breasts until they were completely covered in a gooey layer.
"Damn momma, the boys was right about you," Damien said after he finally finished, "you sure know how to make a brotha feel appreciated."
Julia laughed in response. "Does that mean you'll be up for me ' appreciating' you again next weekend?"
"Ain't nuthin' gonna keep me away from you and your fine as titties."
As Damien left, Julia went to her bed and pulled a jar out from under her pillow. "That's where she hid it!" Jaime thought to herself as she waited in the closet for an opportunity to escape. She watched as Julia unscrewed the lid, took a deep sniff and scraped a fresh load of cum off of her tits and into the jar.
Realization dawned on Jaime like a thunderclap. Big Black Cock Cream. That's what it stood for. That's what she'd been eating for days. That's what she secretly longed for even now in her moment of terror. Unable to help herself, Jaime let out a surprised yelp, causing Julia to turn to the closet with a knowing smile...
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Jaime clasped a hand over her mouth in horror, but it was too late and she knew it. Chills ran down her spine as Julia sauntered over with a wicked smile, then opened the door to reveal her sissy daughter sitting there wearing nothing but her lacy panties and her steel clitty cage. Julia took a moment to survey the scene before her. Jaime's bra was tossed to the side near her favorite dildo, which glistened with signs of recent use, and Julia's lingerie drawer was cracked open with one of her bras haphazardly jutting out. It didn't take a genius to figure out just what had happened. Especially when she was the one who'd baited the trap.
"Was mommy's little sissy getting off with her toys?" Julia asked sternly. "Being a naughty little girl and watching mommy please a real man?"
Hastily constructed excuses flared into existence and dissipated just as quickly, evaporating in the reality of Jaime's impossible situation. Cornered as she stared up at her mother's massive cum-covered tits, she desperately vented her shock into aggression.
"Is that what you've been feeding me the past week? That is so disgustingly wrong! You tricked me into licking up that gross..."
Jaime lost her train of thought entirely as Julia calmly traced a finger down her breast, coating it in a thick gooey layer, then held it out in front of her daughter's face. Jaime's eyes fixated immediately on the offering as the rich smell filled her nostrils. Without thought her mouth opened and eyes closed as she leaned closer and closer. Only at the last possible second did she snap out of her trance and pull back from the dripping cum that was mere millimeters away.
"Hmm, doesn't seem so disgusting," Julia teased as she withdrew her offer and licked the cum off her finger. "This is the reward I get for sharing such a precious gift with you? I have half a mind to send you to bed without your supper for that, but mommy's milky titties are so full, there's no reason I should have to be uncomfortable all night just because you're so ungrateful."
Before Jaime could react, Julia dropped down on top of her, forcing her onto her back and pinning her arms under her strong legs. Jaime squirmed and struggled as Julia tried to guide a glazed nipple into her daughter's mouth, causing her dripping milk to splatter everywhere, until Julia used her free hand to clutch her daughter's panties in a tight squeeze, digging her nails in mercilessly. Jaime cried out in pain, but her cry was immediately smothered by the deft insertion of her mother's breast. Her bucking quickly subsided as Julia's iron grip forced her painful submission. Finally Julia released her entirely and leaned forward to cradle Jaime's head in her arms as she drank deeply. Knowing that escape was impossible, Jaime tried to lose herself in the familiar routine of nursing, focusing on the mechanical action of sucking her mother's nipple in, pressing it to the roof of her mouth with her tongue, gulping down the flood of released milk, and repeating. Over and over she sucked and swallowed, trying to ignore the taste of Damien's cum slowly sliding down Julia's breasts and into her mouth as she drank. Trying to ignore the stirrings in her panties as she tasted it. Trying to ignore the persistent memory of how it had felt playing with the black dildo laying inches from her pinned head.
When Jaime finally emptied both sides, it felt as if she would burst if she drank another drop. But Julia said "Time for your dessert, sissy!" and licked up all the cum that had pooled on Jaime's face. Then, cheeks bulging with the creamy load, Julia forced her daughter's mouth open one last time, slowly dripping all the cum in, then telling her to swallow before finishing with a tongue-heavy kiss to make sure she had. With that, Julia sent Jaime off to bed, telling her they'd discuss her 'situation', in the morning.
The next morning Julia was up early, excited to start her daughter's sissy training in earnest now that the source of the secret sauce she'd become addicted to was out in the open. She was expecting one last round of attempted resistance, a futile last-ditch effort to reassert masculinity, so she wasn't too surprised when Jim walked into the kitchen wearing his boy-clothes.
He was a pitiful sight, a hodgepodge mashup of boys clothes and a face reddened from a night of crying and vigorous scrubbing of makeup alongside manicured nails still painted bubblegum pink and bouncing blonde curls framing his undeniably feminine features. Marshaling every last remaining vestige of his manhood, he fixed Julia with a withering stare as her struggled to stem a fresh flow of tears.
"How could you? How could you force me to eat that filth?" He stamped his foot for effect, but even that was futile as he looked like nothing so much as a truculent little girl.
"Force you? Please, you were practically begging me to feed you more of my special cream!" Julia retorted with a laugh.
"Only because you tricked me! Why?"
"Because I couldn't bear the thought of losing my sweet little girl." Julia's voice cracked with genuine emotion.
"That's what this is all about? You wanting to play dress-up? No. I'm done. I'm a boy! I'm not a girl, I'm a boy!"
"Not this weekend you're not missy, we had a deal!"
Julia pulled a remote from her robe and pressed a button, causing a click and a buzz to emanate from Jim's shorts. Before he could even understand what was happening Jim was doubled over on the ground in agony as fierce talons of high voltage electricity surged from his chastity cage and into his defenseless cock and balls. He writhed on the ground for what felt like an eternity before Julia took mercy on him and turned it off with another press on her remote. As Jim pulled himself together and stood Julia stood to meet him, grabbing him by the ear and pulling him after her to the couch.
"I don't want to drink your milk anymore" Jim protested weakly as he stumbled behind his mother.
"Oh don't worry, I have something else in mind for right now. And you'll have to earn the right to suck on mommy's tits again."
Julia pulled Jim down into her lap as she sat on the couch, but instead of laying him face-up to feed she forced him face-down.
"Sissies like you don't wear boy clothes," Julia said firmly as she pulled down his shorts and boxers. "You'll have to be disciplined."
Julia's hand came down like a bolt of lightning, swatting Jim's exposed ass. Her second strike came before the startled yelp even managed to leave his lips. Jim reflexively tried to wiggle away, but Julia deftly clutched his caged balls in her free hand, swiftly forestalling his attempted escape. Unable to move away he had no choice but to endure the thundering rain of blows on his backside.
"A real man would never let his mother spank his ass to a bright shade of sissy pink" Julia taunted as she continued her punishment.
"A real man would never wear a steel cage on his pathetic cock."
"A real man would never sneak into his mommy's closet to play with her clothes and toys."
"A real man would never get hard listening to his mother talk about big black cock."
"A real man would never suck on his mommy's tits three times a day."
"And a real man would never let himself get addicted to eating big black cock cream!" Julia finished with one last punctuating swat, then seized a handful of long curls and wrenched her son's head around to face her. "So what are you? A real man or mommy's little sissy girl."
"I'm your sissy girl," Jaime whispered, her soft voice barely audible over her sobs.
"I can't hear you," Julia taunted with a vicious squeeze of the captive balls clenched between her manicured nails. "What are you bitch?"
"I'm your sissy girl!" Jaime shouted in complete surrender.
"Good girl," Julia praised gently. "Now go get dressed in some proper clothes."
Jaime scurried upstairs and returned moments later wearing skinny jeans and a fitted tee.
Julia took one look and clucked her tongue. "I said proper clothes, you're a sissy girl, not a hipster tomboy." With a click of her remote Julia sent a brief jolt through Jamie's cage. "Try again, and don't forget your bra this time."
Jamie took a little longer this time before she came downstairs wearing a tight-fitting black cami dress that just revealed the top of her lace-edged push-up bra and the hint of cleavage it provided.
"Much better, sweetie, now let mommy check your panties."
Jaime walked over and lifted her dress, revealing her matching black thong with rhinestone letters spelling out "Mommy's Girl".
"Much better," Julia cooed as Jaime sighed with relief, "But you forgot your makeup."
Jamie's eyes flared as Julia reached for her remote and delivered another jolt to her aching balls. She ran upstairs and didn't come down for another thirty minutes. When she finally waltzed back down the stairs she was perfect. Her eyes were perfectly shadowed with a deep blue that made them pop, the redness from a night of tears was deftly hidden, and her lips were coated in shimmering layers of bright pink lip gloss.
"Simply beautiful," Julia sighed. "It's so good to see you again honey."
"It's... It feels good to be back mommy." Jaime said after a moment's hesitation as she nervously eyed the remote.
"Well you've certainly earned your reward darling, come suck mommy's tits before they burst."
Jaime couldn't help but giggle as she pranced over to her dominant mother's lap and took the first engorged, dripping nipple into her mouth. For the first time discovering the secret of Julia's BBC nipple cream she felt at peace as she lovingly nursed from her mother's massive tits, just as she had done so many times before. She lost herself in the rhythm of sucking out the sweet milk as Julia continued to lecture her about how real men saw tits as sexual objects, not as sources of food. Already beaten into submission, Jaime lost focus as she let the words flow into her subconscious. Of course her mother was right, she knew she wasn't a real man, and her limp clitty in its cage as she sucked on the most beautiful breasts she'd ever dreamed of simply reinforced that fact.
It wasn't until after Julia pulled away her second emptied breast that Jaime realized what she was missing. The cream. She'd spent the whole morning trying not to think about it. About its salty tangy flavor. About its perfect creaminess. About the way it coated the inside of her throat when she swallowed it down. She'd mostly managed to relegate those thoughts to the back of her mind until the association with nursing brought them rushing back. There was no denying her addiction. She couldn't explain why, but she knew that she needed it badly. She shuddered as she thought about what she might do of one of Julia's boyfriends were to come to the door at that moment of weakness.
Hating herself for it even as the words left her mouth she looked up at Julia and asked, "Maybe I could finish with just a little of your special cream?"
"You mean the cream from the big black cocks that I milk?"
Jaime's face instantly blushed as Julia smirked at her obvious discomfort.
"Oh, wipe that frown off your face you're so much prettier when you smile," Julia consoled her daughter as she brushed her hand down her cheek. "Be a good girl today and we'll see about satisfying your cravings tonight."
The rest of the day was a sweet reminder of why Julia had been so loathe to lose her daughter in the first place. They stayed home, cuddling on the couch and binge-watching Gilmore Girls and Sex in the City with breaks to cook up a quick bite in the kitchen or for Jaime to nurse from Julia. Suckling milk from her mother's full tits filled Jaime with a flood of confused feelings. She still felt some lingering effects of the past week of highly sexualized feedings, but her cock stayed mostly soft in its cage even as she squeezed the huge breasts into her face or reached around to cup Julia's juicy ass. She felt like she should be aroused, but she just wasn't feeling it. Instead, she found herself lost in wonder at the feminine perfection before her, like a young priestess worshipping the very incarnation of beauty, praying that by taking in her divine essence she might become more like the goddess she served.
What did make Jaime's cage uncomfortably tight was the thought of her mother's nipple cream. The craving was always there in the back of her mind, but whenever she nursed the memory was brought throbbing to the fore. The need consumed her. She practically quivered as she squirmed in her steel cage, aching for a taste, just one drop, even as she recoiled internally at the knowledge of its source. Jaime's struggles were not lost on Julia, and each time the quivering began she'd pull her daughter closer, gently rubbing her hand up and down from the nape of her neck to the curve of her ass until she stilled. Finally at their last feeding of the day after they'd gotten ready for bed Jaime broached the subject again.
"It's just so hard mommy," she sobbed into Julia's chest. "I need it, more than I've ever needed anything before."
"I know dear, I know. I love it too, and I have ever since my first taste of black meat. I hoped that love might be something we shared, and it seems that hope was more than fulfilled."
"May I please have some then?" Jaime looked up with begging eyes. "You know how badly I need it, and I've been a good girl all day just like you asked."
"Of course dear," Julia answered as she produced the jar and unscrewed the lid. "But I can't risk losing you again, there are going to be some rules to follow."
The powerful scent emanating from the open jar instantly hypnotized Jaime, making her nod in agreement.
"First, I expect you to wear panties and a bra at all times like a proper young lady, even when you're at school."
Jaime continued to nod as she swallowed the saliva building up in her mouth.
"Second, whenever you are home you will always dress in your girl clothes."
Jaime continued to nod as she subconsciously edged closer.
"And the third and final rule, your clitty will remain caged to ensure your obedience."
For the first time Jaime balked at her mother's demand, but under her firm gaze and with her nostrils filled by the heavenly aroma, she quickly nodded her final agreement.
"Good girl, now come and get your treat."
Julia slathered a generous helping of big black cock cream on her nipples and sighed in satisfaction as Jaime eagerly feasted. Fully confident in her control over her cum-addicted daughter, she slipped one hand down into her panties and teased her clit. From now on there would be no secrets, and no need to hide her forbidden desires from her captive sissy. She came violently just as Jaime finished cleaning the last of the cum from her breasts, then pulled her surprised daughter in for a passionate kiss, tonguing her deeply to share the lasts salty drops.
The next day was the start of a brand new routine for Julia and Jaime. In the morning Julia checked that Jaime was wearing panties and a bra under her boy clothes before giving her a morning feeding with a heavy cum glaze. After school, Jaime hustled quickly to change into girly clothes for her afternoon feeding of milk with cream. And each night Julia would pull the key from between her breasts to unlock Jaime's chastity cage, then carefully wash her limp clitty with cold water. Jaime would then lock the cage back in place and hand the key back to her mother before being allowed her final helping of the day.
School was hard for Jaime. Although the initial interest in her feminine underwear had died down somewhat after the first incident, the obvious addition of bras set the whispers racing around the school once more. The only way she made it through each day was by daydreaming about what awaited her at home (and a little about the black boys in her classes). Gradually this built into a natural aversion to the boy clothes she still wore to school which was only reinforced by the fun she had with Julia each afternoon dressed as a girl. Initially Julia had to give sharp reminders either by swat or electric shock for Jaime to fully commit to her feminine side at home, but before long these reminders were rarely necessary as Jaime embraced her inner woman wholeheartedly.
As days passed Julia steadily increased the dosage of black cock cream she fed Jaime until she hardly ate anything but her mother's milk and her lover's cum. In addition to a healthy layer on her nipples at each feeding, Julia treated Jaime to little snacks in every manner imaginable. Whether licking it from between Julia's toes, snowballing it with passionate kisses, orcleaning it from her ass, Jaime eagerly lapped up every bit of cum Julia offered.
It didn't take long for Julia's reserves to run low, and since she had promised herself there would be no more secrets between them, she had Jaime drive her to the 8-Ball to refill from the eager bar patrons. Julia told Jaime there was no way she was ready for a place like that, so each night she would sit in the car and wait for her mother to finish milking countless big black cocks to provide her with a fresh supply of cream. Turned on by knowing exactly what Julia was doing and by the promise of cream fresh from the source, Jaime couldn't help but try to play with herself through her cage as she waited. It always ended in frustration, as she could hardly even touch herself through the steel bars, but she was so horny that she couldn't help herself.
After a couple weeks Julia had another date with Damien. After a day of helping Julia get ready, during which Julia shared every lurid detail of how she hoped Damien and his anaconda would use her body, Jaime was surprised by Julia's instructions for the night.
"When Damien gets here I want you to answer the door and make him feel welcome," Julia lectured as Jaime licked gobs of cum from the soles of her feet. "That means dressing appropriately so that he can appreciate your assets, and flirting just enough to show your appreciation for his manliness."
Sensing Jaime's hesitation as she silently paused her devoted licking, Julia flicked the button on her ever-handy remote to deliver a quick warning shock. Jaime got the message, and yelped out a quick "Yes Ma'am!"
"And when we get back from dinner, I want you back in my closet again so you can see how a real man treats a woman. Now hurry up and get changed, he'll be here in a few minutes."
Jaime ran to obey, tearing through her closet to find the right outfit. She knew that even with breastforms and a push-up bra her greatest asset was her ass, so she picked out a tight miniskirt that barely covered the bottom of her plump booty and a midriff-baring halter top. She'd just finished wiggling into them when the doorbell rang. With no time to think of how she'd make sure Damien felt welcome without giving him the wrong idea, Jaime rushed to the door and started to improvise.
"Hey there handsome," Jaime started with a tittering giggle.
"Hey yourself shawty," Damien answered with an appraising look. "You gonna let me in or what?"
"Of course I am silly," Jaime replied with another giggle, "you're just the kind of big strong man we need in this house."
Jaime turned and led Damien into the living room with a deliberately exaggerated hip-swinging gait. She felt awkward and silly, but when she checked over her shoulder and saw Damien's eyes glued to her swaying ass, her confidence shot up to the stars.
"Let me just run up and check if mom is ready yet," she offered after Damien was seated on the couch. But as she turned he suddenly snatched her and pulled her down into his lap.
"Hold up now sugar," his deep voice rumbled as he slid a hand up the back of her skirt. "Lemme show you just what kinda big strong man yo mamma got.



Jaime was paralyzed with fear, like the victim of a boa constrictor gradually entangled in endless coils. Damien wrapped his free hand around her throat and began kissing and nibbling at it while the hand under her skirt squeezed and massaged her ass. Jaime was terrified that he might feel the cold steel of her chastity cage, so she tried to rock back a bit to keep it off Damien's leg. Unfortunately this just pushed her bubble butt harder back into his cupped hand, emboldening him to slip a finger between her cheeks and begin massaging her tight hole through her thong. Unable to resist, Jaime began to moan. After two weeks in chastity she was hornier than she'd ever been in her life, and being so roughly taken by a powerful man was strangely thrilling. She thought of the delicious cream churning in his black balls and slowly began to slide her hand down. It was just resting on the top of his pants when Julia's voice shocked her out of her trance.
"Well, I'm certainly glad to see you two are getting along so well, Jaime needs good strong male influence in her life with her father gone."
"Fo sho," Damien replied as her copped one last squeeze of Jaime's ass. "Fine-ass little bitch like her needs a man to keep her safe."
"Well if you're done with your appetizer and ready to move on to the main course, I'm ready to eat," Julia squeezed her cleavage together as she leaned forward and gave Damien's crotch a knowing wink.
After they'd left for dinner Jaime didn't take long to station herself in her mother's closet. She knew that the meal would go quickly so they could rush back to Julia's bed, and she didn't want to know what her punishment would be of she wasn't waiting in the closet as instructed. When she opened the door she was pleasantly surprised to find a plate with some Oreos sitting next to a large glass of creamy liquid. A note tucked under the plate read:
Dearest Jaime,
Good girls get rewarded, enjoy your treat and get ready for a show!
Love,
Mom
P.S. Don't you just love Oreos? White filling sandwiched between two chocolately hunks, what could be better?
After reading the letter Jaime examined her treat a little more closely and was shocked to find that what she'd assumed was a glass of milk was actually over a pint of frothy cum! She'd never seen so much at once, and audibly gasped as she struggled to process the sheer volume of it. She practically lunged for it, hefting the glass to her lips and taking three long swallows before pausing for a breath. She felt positively giddy as she felt the familiar buzz coursing through her stronger than it ever had before and marveled at the glass which was still over half-full. Forcing herself to slow down and make her treat last, Jaime started on the Oreos, scooping out hefty dollops of black cock cream on each cookie before slowly savoring them. When she'd finally finished the last of the cookies, she slurped down the last dregs of gooey goodness and cleaned the glass out with her fingers. She was laying back in the afterglow feeling equal parts slutty, stuffed, and satisfied when she heard Julia and Damien come back in the front door.
The high from gorging herself on cum and chocolate helped Jaime to maintain some degree of mental distance as she watched Damien stumble into the room carrying her half-naked mother in his arms. Julia's words from earlier echoed in utter mind, "see how a real man treats a woman..." She watched as he threw the laughing MILF down on the bed, then immediately pounced on her with primal ferocity, ripping down her dress before ravaging her exposed breasts. As Julia writhed and moaned under her lover, Jaime mentally compared Damien's rough handling of her swollen tits to the tender and loving worship of her regular feedings.
When Damien eventually shifted his focus and tore away Julia's soaked panties, Jaime's emotional distance was shattered. The black cock he unfurled from his pants was massive, nearly the size of her forearm and easily dwarfed her locked clitty. He wasted no time in driving it straight into Julia's eager pussy, then gathering her up in his strong arms to stand and bounce her rapidly up and down on his shaft. With sheer brute strength he tossed her all around the bedroom, using her like a living fuck-doll as he impaled her from every conceivable angle with seemingly endless stamina. By the time he finally finished with a guttural roar Julia was crying tears of ecstasy as the hormonal rush from her multiple orgasms triggered twin rivers of milk to flow from her flopping tits. Satisfied after depositing his creamy load deep within her pussy, Damien slowly pulled his cock out inch by inch before kissing her and saying that he'd see her soon. Julia laid back on her bed and caught her breath for a moment while her bull let himself out, then called for Jaime to come out of her closet.
Jaime walked out in a daze, her gait made awkward by her swollen clitty straining against her cruelly tight cage and dripping with two weeks worth of pent-up excitement.
"Kneel."
Julia's simple command carried all the weight of the last two weeks of training on top of a lifetime of submissive breastfeeding. Jaime dropped to her knees instantly as Julia stood in front of her.
"Clean."
Julia's second command came with am her grabbing a fistfull of Jaime's golden curls to roughly pull her face straight into her mother's dripping womanhood.
For a moment Jaime was too shocked to do anything, but when the first taste of Damien's cum mixed with Julia's own juices reached her tongue, years of reflexes trained by sucking out breastmilk kicked in. Her lips formed a seal around Julia's pussy as she began to suck, while her tongue set to work on her clit as if it were a nipple, teasing and rubbing it to earn her creamy reward. As the juices began to flow down into Jaime's eager mouth, Julia hefted her still-dripping breasts one at a time to her own mouth, drinking of her own bounty. By the time Jaime had cleaned the last of the big black cock cream from her mother, Julia had enjoyed her fourth and fifth orgasms of the night.
"That's enough sweetheart," Julia breathed as she pushed her daughter's smeared face away, "for tonight at least. I think we've finally found a way for you to pay me back for all the yummy cum I give you."
True to her word, starting with the morning feeding the next day Julia forced Jaime to service her orally until she was satisfied before she'd allow her to nurse or to eat any BBC cream. Free of the high from consuming a whole glass of cum and the shock of watching Damien take her mother like a real man, Jaime was reluctant to say the least when confronted with eating her mother out again. But the carrot of rich cum and breastmilk combined with the stick of Julia's ever-handy remote to her electrified chastity cage soon had her on her knees once more, lapping devotedly at her womanhood.
After a few days of oral service and over half a month of strictly enforced chastity, Jaime hatched a plan fueled by her horny desperation. When Julia told her to kneel before her afternoon feeding, Jaime instead embraced her mother and pressed herself in to deeply kiss her while feverishly grinding her crotch into her.
"What the fuck do you think you are doing?" Julia asked sharply as she pushed her away.
"I just thought that... ...maybe I could pay you back another way?" Jaime ended her question on a hopeful note as she glanced down to the cage bulging gently at the front of her leggings.
Julia erupted in laughter when she realized what her daughter was implying. "Remember what I said about real men? I thought you'd learned your lesson from watching Damien."
"But I can try to act like him, I watched really carefully. Maybe you'd like it!"
"With that little clitty of yours? Fat chance."
Julia sighed as she pulled the key from her necklace, rolled down Jaime's leggings, and unlocked her cage.
"Go on then, get your little thingy hard for mommy, show me what a real man you are."
Jaime focused with all her might on getting hard, thinking not about making love to her beautiful mother but instead about the way Damien had pulled her into his lap and fondled her. She felt the blood rushing to her crotch, but when she looked down her twitching erection was barely half the size it had been before Julie had forced her into chastity.
"Barely three inches," Julie teased as she carefully lifted it between her fingers for inspection. "And you think you could satisfy me with this? Stick to what you're good at honey, licking mommy's pussy with that talented tongue of yours."
"But I'm just so horny, I haven't cum in so long. Please..."
"Oh sweetie, I suppose it has been a little while hasn't it." Julie's tone shifted from taunting to genuine motherly concern. "Put your cage back on and mommy will take care of you."
"With my cage on?"
"Yes dear, now no more questions unless you want to go another two weeks."
Jaime quickly slipped the cage back on as her erection rapidly faded, locked it in place, and handed the key back to Julia.
"That's mommy's good girl. Now get on your hands and knees."
Jaime dropped to the kitchen floor as Julia walked around behind her.
"Ass up honey," Julia instructed as she pulled down her leggings and panties from behind. Jaime waited in confused anticipation as Julia dipped her fingers into her BBC cream tub. As Julia's fingers traced probing circles around Jaime's exposed hole leaving a slick trail behind, Jaime remembered again the thrilling feeling of Damien's large fingers massaging her there.
Without warning, Julia plunged two fingers in, eliciting a surprised yell that quickly turned into a moan from Jaime. As she pumped her arm rapidly back and forth Julia expertly curled her fingers down to massage Jaime's sensitive prostate. The sensations were completely foreign to the young girl, but deeply arousing in a way she never could have imagined. She started squeezing herself around the pistoning fingers, heightening the sensations as she involuntarily rocked on her knees in rhythm with her mother's thrusts. Within minutes the cum began to drip through the gaps in her steel cage, and Julie did not stop or slow her anal milking until half an hour later when the steady flow finally stopped. Jaime shuddered as Julia finally pulled her fingers out with a slick pop.
"My, look at the mess you've made," Julie said as she cleaned herself up. "Lick it all up and then you can resume using that tongue of yours to earn your next feeding. And hurry it up, mommy's tits are about to burst."
Barely able to move, much less think, Jaime mechanically complied, sliding back to lick up the watery puddle between her legs. It was only a weak imitation of the BBC cum her mother had addicted her to, utterly lacking the rich creaminess or deep nutty flavor she endlessly craved. Still, she knew that the path to her next fix ran straight through that puddle, so she quickly worked to swallow it all before joining Julia on the couch.
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The evening after Jaime's doomed attempt at seducing Julia found the young sissy crying into her pillow as she tried to reconcile herself to the whirlwind of changes she'd gone through. Less than two months ago "Jaime" had been nothing but a shared figment of imagination, a character he dressed as for his regular breastfeedings with his mother. When he'd tried to leave that persona behind, Julia launched a desperate gambit to get him addicted to "BBC Cream" to preserve her special relationship with her "daughter". It had worked perfectly. Before Jim realized what the BBC Cream really was he was hopelessly hooked, and Julia wielded his addiction with surgical precision, entrapping him further and further into a new role as her submissive sissy daughter. Jaime now dressed en femme anytime she wasn't in school, and even then she always wore panties and a bra under her boy clothes. Even worse, she'd been forced into wearing an electrified chastity cage for the past month, ultimately leading to the humiliating anal milking at Julia's hands now replaying again and again in Jaime's mind. Every detail was seared into her mind to the rhythm of her still pulsing asshole as she gradually cried herself to sleep.
The next morning Jaime dutifully completed her daily ritual of applying her makeup and dressing in a cute skirt and blouse, trying to lose herself in the routine. She made her way down to the kitchen nervously, hoping that Julia would just let what happened last night slide into memory without mention. Julia appraised her daughter carefully before nodding her approval, then parted her robe, spread her legs, and snapped her fingers before pointing under the kitchen table. Relieved, Jaime wordlessly obeyed, crawling under the table and breathlessly servicing her mother's sweet pussy. Lost in the ecstasy of service and submission, Jaime was slightly shocked when Julia finally pushed her head away and beckoned for her to follow her to the couch.
Again Jaime tried to subsume herself in the routine as Julia opened her jar of BBC Cream and scooped out two healthy handfuls, smearing globs of the decadent treat around each of her prominent nipples before firmly grasping the back of Jaime's neck and pulling her face into one of her swollen breasts. Jaime eagerly latched on, greedily sucking in the sweet mixture of her mother's milk and her black lover's cum. Invasive thoughts buzzed around her. Comparisons between the rich flavor of the BBC Cream and the watery puddle of her own cum she'd licked up the night before. Memories of watching Damien plowing Julia with his impossibly large cock before spewing loads of this very cream. The straining of her shrunken clitty in its little cage as her closeness to Julia's amazing body registered in the male remnants of her mind. Through it all she struggled to block it out by focusing on the simple mechanical motions. Lick. Suck. Swallow. Lick. Suck. Swallow.
It wasn't until Jaime was half-drunk on milk and cum and transferred to Julia's other breast that Julia finally broached the subject of the night before.
"I want to make something very clear to you sweetheart," she started in a firm matronly tone. "You will never try to put your little clitty inside me or any other woman again."
Julia reached down to caress Jaime's caged package with one hand while pressing her face firmly into her breast with the other to forestall any protests.
"From now on when mommy's little girl needs release it will be like a proper young lady, just like yesterday. Is that understood?"
Julia's gentle caresses of Jaime's balls turned harder and harder until she frantically began nodding her head while she nursed.
"That's my good girl," Julia beamed. "Now, I want you to know that I take my share of responsibility. I've been enjoying our feedings and your tongue so much these past weeks that I fear I've coddled you. No more. I'll pull a few things together while you're at school today and we'll start the next stage of your training once you get home.
Julia relaxed her hold on Jaime's neck, allowing her daughter to release her dripping nipple from her mouth before pulling her head up and locking her in a deeply passionate kiss. Their tongues danced back and forth in the residual breastmilk and BBC cream for a few breathes before Julia finally broke away.
"Now run upstairs and get ready for school sweetie, you don't want to be late!"
Jaime did as instructed, quickly stripping out of her skirt and blouse before putting her boys school uniform on over her lacy panties and bra. She didn't have time to wash off her makeup or restyle her hair in a more masculine fashion, but truth be told she felt better this way and she'd been going to school like this more often than not recently. After the initial wave of teasing from being caught wearing panties had died down she'd managed to slip back into the background and pass mostly unnoticed. There may have been a few long stares from classmates and teachers at the contrast between her cascading blond curls and not-so-subtle makeup and her clothes, but she was so preoccupied with Julia's words from that morning that she would never have noticed. Next stage of her training? She'd assumed up until now that Julia was just making things up as she went along, but that phrasing implied a definite goal. A goal which was slowly coming into focus in Jaime's lust-addled mind.
When Jaime got home she quickly ran up to her room to change back into her girly clothes. She almost left her room as soon as she'd gotten dressed, but her reflection in the mirror caught the corner of her eye. She took a minute to model in front of her mirror, striking poses at different angles and trying on a series of feminine expressions. Grasping the waist of her skirt with both hands Jaime slowly slid it up a few inches, leaving a scandalous amount of her legs exposed. Bending over in front of the mirror Jaime noted with a satisfied smile that the bottom of her pert ass was now exposed, revealing just a hint of her pink lace thong.
"Jaime darling, stop your primping and come downstairs, I have something to show you."
Jaime quickly obeyed, running down the stairs with her skirt swishing around her. When she made it into the living room she pulled up in shock. Standing proudly on the coffee table in the middle of the room were two of the biggest dildos she'd ever seen. She tiptoed closer to them as if in a trance, gently reaching out with both hands and brushing her fingertips tentatively over their bulbous heads. Her jaw went slack as she struggled to comprehend their sheer size. Each was a solid twelve inches long and bigger around than her wrist.
"Feeding first my dear," Julia teased. "Mommy's tits are about to burst and you'll have plenty of time to play with your toys after."
Jaime obediently hopped into Julia's lap and started to suckle. Julia had skipped applying her BBC Cream before the feeding, so Jaime had to make do with her mother's unadulterated milk. Although she felt pangs of hunger for the savory additive there was something nice about going back to how things had been before and simply enjoying a refreshing meal from her mother's massive breasts. For the first time since Julia had hatched her plan to get Jaime back, Jaime found herself grateful and blissfully lost herself in nursing.
After they'd finished Julia explained the next step in her devious plan.
"Now I'm sure you noticed there was no cream served with your little snack from mommy today. And there won't be any going forwards either until you show real commitment to self-improvement young lady."
"But Mom!" Jaime protested with a feral hunger in her eyes, "That's not fair!"
"No, what isn't fair is you relying on me to keep your greedy little mouth full of sweet black bull cum. So now you're going to start learning to feed yourself."
Julia stood and removed her pants, revealing some kind of harness underneath. She picked up one of the huge black dildos from the table and fastened the base of it into a ring on the harness. Then she turned back to Jaime on the couch, wrapped both hands around the back of her head, and started to pull; slowly but inexorably forcing Jaime's head closer and closer until the head was pressed against her gritted teeth. Her resistance lasted all of a few heartbeats before her inevitable surrender to the her mother's understated dominance.
Jaime had sucked on a similar dildo once before, hiding in Julia's closet while she was out on a date, but this was entirely different. Then she'd been in control, living out the fantasy playing in her mind while working the pretend cock into her mouth at her own pace. Now she was a submissive plaything, looking passively up into her mother's gleaming eyes as she forcefully humped her strapon in and out of her sissy daughters aching mouth. Julia's breasts swung freely with every thrust, triggering a steady dripping of milk from her nipples which mixed with the tears running down Jaime's face.
Finally Julia pulled hard on Jaime's head while thrusting her hips forwards, forcing her strapon cock in until it bottomed out in the back of her throat. Jaime struggled helplessly, but was unable to free herself. Her last thought as darkness crept in from the corners of her vision was that she hadn't realized how strong her mother was.
When Jaime came to on the couch a few minutes later she saw Julia holding a ruler to the dildo while making a series of lines on it with a permanent marker.
"Not a particularly impressive start," she offered with a tinge of motherly disappointment, "but I suppose it's about as good as we could have expected for a novice."
Julia pointed to the first line across the dildo, a couple of inches past the head.
"Here's where you made it to today sweetie, about four inches before you couldn't take any more. But if you're going to be mommy's big girl and get your own cum from big black cocks, you'll have to do much better than that. So if you want mommy to keep sharing her sweet cum with you, then you'll need to show improvement. I think that a week for every additional inch you manage to handle sounds fair, don't you?"
Jaime could only loll her head in shock as she tried to imagine taking down any more of that monster.
"You'll need something to practice with, so I got you your very own dildo just like mine. Have fun dear!"
Jaime worked feverishly on her deepthroating skills, spending hours every day bobbing her head up and down on her chocolaty toy. Julia would come by her room from time to time and offer pointers on how to open her throat, or release the tension in her jaw. After a few days Jaime proudly informed Julia that she was ready to earn her first week. Julia pulled on her strapon harness and carefully administered her sissy daughter's test, plunging her marked dildo down her throat until her lips crossed the five inch mark. Beaming with pride Julia pulled Jaime up to her feet and into a tight hug, kissing her passionately while her drool-covered strapon knocked against her caged clitty. After their moment of shared joy, the two wasted no time in giving Jaime her well-earned reward: breastfeeding with a generous slathering of cum on each of Julie's tits.
The next few days saw Jaime slack off on her training, but as the week drew to a close she again started frantically training herself, just barely managing to make it to six inches before her time ran out. The week after she was much more disciplined, regularly training herself so that when exam day came she was quite ready to handle a full seven inches. By that time Julia had started to join in with Jaime's training sessions more often, bringing along her own dildo to demonstrate advanced techniques and sometimes showing off by throating the entire thing. This sweet bonding time over shared interests only reaffirmed to Julia that she'd made the right choice in forcibly feminizing her daughter. Even when she had to take a firm hand, it was all done out of love.
While Jaime had been able to progress to seven inches fairly easily, once there she hit a wall. No matter how hard she trained she couldn't squeeze any more of her mother's monster strapon down her throat. A week passed and her cum credit expired. She trained with even greater fervor, but try as she might she didn't see any results. After another week she was desperate, begging her mother for just a drop of BBC Cream at her feedings, but all she got for her troubles was a sharply swatted bottom and a reminder that Julia made the rules. She even tried licking up her own cum from fingering herself like Julia had shown her, but that only made her crave the real thing more.
After another of Jaime's BBC Cream-free feedings she and Julia were engaged in their now semi-regular practice of post-feeding oral practice with Julia seated on the couch and Jaime kneeling in front of her, bobbing up and down on her strapon.
"You know darling, I think I may have found the solution to help push you past your little problem," Julia offered. "You've done so well on mommy's strapon, but nothing can compare to the real thing. The pulsing throbs, the salty taste, the warmth of it spreading through you. I think if we're going to get past this, you're going to have to find a real black cock to practice on."
Jaime tried to pull herself off to protest, but Julia pushed her back down and all that came out was "Mmmfff."
"Wonderful, that settles it. Damien has a younger brother named Darnell who's just your age. I'll set things up with Damien, but I think we should be able to make our date tomorrow evening into a double!"
The next day was Saturday, and Jaime and Julie spent the whole day together prepping for their big double date. They started with a trip to the spa. The girls got massages from a couple of hunky guys (Jaime was grateful that the towel draped over her covered up her cage). Next they went to relax in the sauna, which was filled with other women in various stages of undress. At first Jaime was worried that her throbbing clitty locked away in its cage would give her away, but she quickly sat with it tucked back between her legs as Julia introduced her friends at the spa to her daughter. Much was made of Julia's adorable little girl, and if any of the other women were suspicious they hid their thoughts behind sly smiles. Soon the discussion in the sauna turned back to its usual topics: gossip and sex. Jaime soon lost herself in tittering giggles, relaxing into being one of the girls. Their trip to the spa finished with facials for both along with manicures and pedicures.
After their day at the spa the girls went back home to do their makeup and get dressed. Julia insisted that they wear the matching red halter-top dresses they'd picked out on their last trip to the mall together, saying that they sent exactly the 'fuck-me' message they wanted for tonight and that people might even mistake them for sisters. Once they were both dressed and ready, Julia pulled out her strapon cock for a 'dress rehearsal'.
Jaime awkwardly found her way to her knees in her high heels and dress and dutifully started to suck, loosening her jaw and throat through muscle memory trained in countless repetitions. Meanwhile Julia rested one hand as usual on the back of Jaime's head, while with the other she reached down and began fondling and squeezing Jaime's chest through her dress. Jaime's pushup bra provided at least a hint of cleavage, giving Julia something to squeeze, but there wasn't much there.
"You look delightful darling, but just imagine how much better you'd look if you filled out a little bit here." Julia squeeze Jaime's chest again meaningfully. "Perhaps we'll have to do something about that soon."
Before that thought could go any further, they were interrupted by the doorbell ringing.
"Well look at that," Julia said as she slid her cock from Jaime's mouth. "You hit seven and a half inches! I suppose the clothes really do make the woman."
Damien and Darnell took the girls out for drinks at a swanky cocktail bar downtown. Darnell was a little shorter and less stocky than his older brother, but still athletically built. The bigger difference between the two was in their behavior. Damien was self-assured to a fault, constantly swaggering and helping himself to rough handfuls of Julia's tits and ass whenever the mood struck him. Darnell, on the other hand, was more reserved, nearly a gentleman in contrast. He still wrapped his arm around Jaime and cupped her ass, but he kept his hands on the outside of her dress and his gentle squeezes and caresses made Jaime feel reassured and protected more than anything else as she navigated this strange new environment. As she downed more and more of the pink fruity drinks the boys kept buying for them she found herself subconsciously sliding closer and closer to Darnell as she looked into his deep brown eyes. She was almost sitting in his lap when Julia tapped her on the shoulder and told her to come with her to the ladies room.
Jaime wobbled a bit as they walked, partially due to the unfamiliar high heels and partially due to those surprisingly strong drinks. She hadn't really been able to taste the alcohol in them, and she wasn't exactly sure of how many she'd had, but she felt a warm buzz through her whole body.
"Well that was a lovely evening," Julia said once they reached the bathroom, "But now it's time for you to seal the deal. Those boys back there have what you need, and if you want it you're going to have to get them back to our place."
Jaime hesitated for a moment before the swirling mix of cum withdrawals, liquid courage, and the gentle look in Darnell's eyes made up her mind. She nodded, then led Julia confidently back to their booth.
"Well boys, this has been a blast, but whaddya say we head back to our place for one last round of cocktails?" Jaime's exaggerated wink and lascivious stare at Darnell's crotch while licking her lips lacked any form of subtlety, but the brother's were more than happy to take the green light and run with it.
They'd barely made it in the door before Jaime and Julia were both on their knees, greedily unfastening and pulling down each of their men's pants. As Jaime pulled out Darnell's cock she paused for a moment, tenderly running her fingers over his shaft. It was big. Far bigger than hers had ever been, even before Julia had caged it, but a little smaller than her training dildo, perhaps only ten inches long. But it wasn't only big, it was beautiful. Jaime handled it with reverent awe as she took in the elegant slope of the head, the hard yet pliant texture of the rippling shaft, the veins throbbing with energy, and most of all the heavy sack at the base filled with her prize.
"Ya know, if you ain't ready for this then you don't..." Darnell offered softly, mistaking Jaime's worshipful pause for hesitation.
"Shut yo damn mouth little brother," Damien shouted back, "didn't I tell you these white bitches would go crazy for us? Just let your shawty get to work like mine."
Jaime looked across at Julia, gleefully sucking down Damien's cock and knew in that instant that she wanted to be just like her. Seizing what she wanted without restraint and earning her sweet reward. She looked straight up into Darnell's deep brown eyes then sucked the first half of his manhood down in one smooth motion. Head bobbing up and down his glistening shaft, Jaime kept her eyes locked on Darnell's for a few minutes, enjoying every moan and shudder she teased out of him while staring into his soul.
Then she really began to push herself, closing her eyes to focus as she used every trick that Julia had taught her to coax Darnell's bulbous head further and further down her stretched out throat. She stifled her gag reflex by imagining his delicious baby batter coating her insides. Her lungs burned as she gasped for air between thrusts, but through it all she never lost her focus, working him in deeper and deeper until she was suddenly stopped by a strange sensation. Jaime opened her watery eyes to find that her nose was pressing into Darnell's abdomen and that the odd feeling on her chin was his pendulous balls smacking into her. She could hardly restrain her glee, and nearly forgot to catch her breath the next time he pulled back before thrusting all the way into her throat once more. Mother had been right, she'd broken through the wall and sucked down a full ten inches. She'd done it for the cum, she thought as Darnell's full balls slapped her chin once more. And for Darnell, she thought as she gazed happily up into his eyes once more.



After a few more minutes of throat-fucking Jaime, Darnell couldn't hold back any longer. His grunted warning gave Jaime just enough time to pull back until just the head of his mighty cock was in her mouth so that she could taste every spurt of seed he blessed her with. She sucked hard, triggering his mighty eruption and pumping her mouth full of his delicious cum. She only had a moment to savor it before she had to swallow to make room for the next load pumping in. Jaime's eyes rolled back in her head as she gulped it down. Fresh from the source, Darnell's cum was the best thing she'd ever tasted, but even sweeter was the knowledge that she'd earned every drop that she milked out of his anaconda.
Once she'd sucked the last drops of semen out of Darnell, Jaime sat back on her heels and sighed contentedly, wrapping her arms around his muscular thighs and hugging him tightly until she was nuzzling his slowly softening manhood. She whimpered lightly in wordless protest when he eventually pulled away from her, then looked up in surprise to see Julia leaning over her.
Julia used one hand to pull back on Jaime's blond hair while the other gently pushed down on her chin, forcing her mouth wide open. Then she leaned in close as if for a kiss before opening her mouth at the last moment and letting Damien's load ooze from her mouth down into her daughter's. Jaime couldn't believe her luck and her mother's generosity as she eagerly swallowed the second load. Damien's cum wasn't quite as sweet and scrumptious as her dear Darnell's, she thought to herself, but it was still nice in it's own way. After she'd finally transferred the last drop, Julia leaned down the rest of the way to finish the kiss she'd started, slowly and gently in a manner that was half that of a devoted lover and half of a proud mother.
"Good job sweetie," she said as she released Jaime's head. "Mommy's so proud of her little sissy cumslut."
Her words were the last thing Jaime heard as she collapsed to the floor in exhaustion, finally overcome by the mix of buzzing mix of booze and cum in her system.
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Life after Julia and Jamie's double date with Damien and Darnell was a pleasant blur of simple pleasures. Thoroughly satisfied with her daughter's deepthroating skills, Julia once again allowed Jaime a hearty dollop of BBC Cream on each of her nipples during their regular breastfeeding sessions, gladly refilling her tub every few days with an evening trip to the backroom of the 8-Ball. Jaime always asked to come along on these trips, but Julia told her that she wasn't quite ready to handle that many big black cocks at once. Jaime pouted, but in truth she was riding a high that she thought she might never come down from. Not just from her reinstated supply of BBC Cream, but because she was in love.
Darnell had met Jaime at just the right moment. She'd been teetering on the edge of accepting her new self and was suffering from weeks of cum withdrawal and rigidly enforced chastity when he'd swept into her life, wrapping his strong arms around her and making her feel safe and secure enough to just be herself. That moment when he'd blown his load in her mouth while her eyes were locked with his had imprinted something deep within a primal part of her psyche that had never quite gotten over losing her father at a young age. Darnell was her Daddy now, big, strong, and protective, and she'd do anything to please him.
Soon Darnell was coming over to visit Jaime every afternoon. He was always kind and gentle with her, but she was so eager to please and hungry for his sweet cum that he never left the house without receiving at least a couple of blowjobs. Julia tried once to seduce Darnell into letting her in on the action for a mother/daughter threesome, but Jaime's fiercely jealous response to her mother trying to 'steal her man' held her at bay. She knew better than to stand in the way of puppy love and was just happy to have her daughter back for good. After the "man-stealing" incident, Jaime put a little extra effort into making sure Darnell was satisfied every day and he always staggered out of their house with a smile.
Thanks to Jaime's infatuation with Darnell, Julia didn't have to use her endless supply of black cum to coerce Jaime deeper into her feminization. She now had a much more potent source of leverage at her disposal by simply hinting at changes Jaime should make if she wanted to keep Darnell happy. Julia started out small, nudging Jaime to wear a little more makeup, keep her lip gloss fresh, and to update her wardrobe to show off a little more skin while preparing for her next big push in Jaime's transformation.
Just after school let out for winter break Julia surprised Jaime with a set of three wrapped boxes, which she said were early Christmas presents. Jaime giggled gleefully at the surprise, but was confused when she unwrapped each gift and removed them from their boxes. There was a bottle of pills, a large container of dried herbs, and some sort of contraption with all manner of tubing and plastic cups. Julia struck decisively in the moment of Jaime's confusion, knowing that she only had one chance to frame this in the right way in her daughter's mind.
"Honey, I know you've been doing your best to keep your little boyfriend satisfied," Julia offered in a gently concerned tone, "but I've been talking with his older brother Damien and unfortunately it sounds like you're missing a couple of key assets to keep his interest for long."
"But Mom, I'm doing just what you told me to do," Jaime protested with palpable fear trembling in her voice, "I'm wearing my makeup just like you told me, and I always make sure to wear booty shorts or miniskirts to show off for him, and I must be blowing his cock at least a dozen times a week."
"I know dear, and the progress you've made in your oral skills with the proper motivation has been nothing short of miraculous. But you're still missing some things."
Julia paused and hefted her massive H-cup breasts meaningfully.
"A hung stud like Darnell wants more than just a flat-chested blowjob bunny. He wants, no, he deserves a set of big, soft titties to play with. Which is why I got you these titty skittles."
"Titty skittles?"
"Yes, or hormone replacement pills if you'd rather be technical. These little wonders will start your little chestbuds growing, and help the rest of your body and face get the curves you need as well."
"Then what's the rest of this supposed to be?" Jaime asked as she nodded slowly, struggling to process what was happening.
"Well, even wonders such as these take time to work, so I thought we could enlist a little help from Mother Nature while we're at it. Do you remember me telling you about how much mommy's breasts grew once I started feeding you? Well if we can get you producing milk then the same process should work for you. Does that make sense sweetie?"
Jaime continued nodding, trying to imagine what it would be like to produce breastmilk of her own.
"Well there are two sides to priming that pump. The first is internal. These herbs will make your body think you've just given birth and have a hungry baby to feed. And on the external side, this pumping system will provide the stimulation to encourage your body to keep increasing your supply."
"My supply of breastmilk," Jaime said hesitantly. "From my breasts..."
"Yes darling, unless you want to lose Darnell to the first floozy to push her juicy tits in his face."
Julia saw jealous anger shining from her daughter's eyes and knew that she'd taken the bait. She opened the bottle and pulled out a small pastel blue pill, holding it out until Jaime finally opened her mouth and accepted it. Then she pulled her daughter's head to her chest and let her nurse, washing it down with a steady flow of milk. As Jaime's mind slowly went blank, surrendering to the bliss of breastfeeding, her last focused thought was the image of Darnell admiring her as she sported a chest just like her mother's. She smiled, causing a dribble of warm milk to run down her chin and onto her flat chest.
Julia's gifts were applied with variable success. The hormone pills were easy: at every breastfeeding once Julia was satisfied that Jaime had earned her treat (usually by studious application of her increasingly skilled mouth and tongue) she would provide her daughter with her dose before helping her to wash it down with milk and BBC Cream. Usually she would just place a pill on Jaime's waiting tongue, but if she were feeling playful she might place one in the cream coating each of her nipples or even place a few in her own mouth before transferring them to Jaime with a deep French kiss. The recommended dosage was only a pill a day, but Julia was careful to keep that nugget of information to herself. Perhaps eventually she'd scale back, but for now she was eager to see results and tripling the prescribed dose at a minimum seemed like a good place to start.
The herbal supplements were more difficult. Jaime said they tasted like old lawn clippings and Julia was soon tired of constantly nagging her reluctant daughter to choke them down. The solution came to her as she watched Jaime frantically chasing a dribble of cum down her breast with her tongue. That evening she took an empty yogurt tub to the 8-Ball for a "special collection" and the next morning she mixed in a heaping scoop of Jaime's herbal supplements. At first Jaime was leery of the "parfait" Julia offered her for breakfast, but after a tentative taste she dug in with relish, licking the bowl clean before she was done. After that Julia had to make more frequent trips to the 8-Ball to stock up on "yogurt", but for as much as she teased Jaime about the effort she truly didn't mind.
The biggest challenge was logging enough time on Jaime's new milking machine. Julia insisted that she needed to get at least four hours a day of high-intensity nipple stimulation to trick her body into lactation, but between winter break homework, orally satisfying Julia, her nursing schedule, and daily visits from Darnell for blowjobs the only time she had available was while she was asleep. She tried a few times, but the sensations of the large twin cups rhythmically sucking on her nipples and chest in an unrelenting pattern were too much for her to ignore, and she always ended up ripping them off in frustration. Once again Julia came up with the solution. She convinced Jaime that once she "pushed through" she'd learn to enjoy the sensation, and it might even help lull her to sleep. To help force her to push through, Julia talked Jaime into letting her tie her down in her bed for the evening.
The next night Julia expertly tied long black ropes to each of Jaime's wrists and ankles, then tied those ropes off to the corners of her bedframe. Once she was satisfied that Jaime couldn't wriggle out, Julia fastened the milking cups to her chest and switched on the milking machine.
"Now sweetie," Julia explained as Jaime's eyes started to roll back from the pumping sensations, "I know that mommy told you the nipple stimulation would eventually help you to fall asleep, and that's true, but what I didn't mention is that the 'blissful relaxation' stage doesn't really start until after you manage to climax. Good luck!"
Jaime's protests fell on deaf ears as Julia shut the bedroom door behind her. She writhed back and forth, pulling against her restraints with all her strength and moaning helplessly as the merciless suction cups continued to alternate between high and low vacuum, sending unending waves of pins and needles sensations coursing through her chest. Jaime's nipples in particular had grown sensitive under her forced medication regimen, and the throbbing suction was sweet torture.
Her situation was made all the worse by the steel chastity cage which had been locked around her shrunken clitty for the better part of two months. In all that time her only release had come from regular anal milkings at the hands of her mother. While those had provided some relief to the pressure that built up in her trapped balls, they were not directly stimulating in the way the breast pumps were for her newly discovered erogenous zone. Most of the time Jaime was able to keep her mind off of her chastised situation by focusing on pleasing Julia and Darnell to keep the pleasant haze inducing combination of mother's milk and BBC cream flowing down her eager throat. But now, laying alone in the darkness, there was nothing to distract the budding sissy from her desperate horniness as the steady pumping kept her continuously on the edge without ever allowing her the sweet release of climax.
When Julia returned to release Jaime in the morning she found her daughter babbling incoherently and soaked in her own sweat. A quick check of Jaime's caged girlhood confirmed to Julia that climax had eluded her poor little sissy. Sighing with pity, she gave her sack a loving squeeze and a gently consoling pat.
"There there my dear," she soothed as she began loosening Jaime's restraints, "perhaps you'll have better luck tonight. Now clean yourself up, take a shower, and put your face on dear. You still have duties to attend to, and you can't go about your day looking like that!"
Jaime was utterly exhausted and found herself dozing off all throughout the day. While gingerly massaging her red, swollen chest in the shower, during her feedings with Julia, and while pleasuring Julia and later Darnell with her talented mouth. That evening Jaime and Julia had a girls night in, cuddling together on the couch in their pajamas while watching a chick flick. As usual they kept the movie rolling as Jaime took her evening feeding from Julia's dripping breasts and when Jaime took her mother's wordless cue to get to work between her legs. But the third time that Jaime began to gently snore mid-lick, Julia pulled her in for a sleepy kiss and told her it was time for bed.
Jaime protested and begged to be spared another night of pumping, but Julia was firm.
"Do you really think you can afford to delay growing some titties if you want to keep your man? Honey, you feel asleep while sucking his cock today. If he wasn't looking elsewhere before, he certainly is now, and there is no shortage of well-endowed girls your age who would love to lick up his sweet baby batter."
A fierce glint of jealousy flared to life once more in Jaime's eyes, and she steeled herself to endure as Julia once again tied her down hand and foot to her bed and attached the breast pumps to her daughter's flat chest.
"Remember dear, pumping will be restful bliss for you just as soon as you can reach that first climax. Try not to fight it, just lie back and let it happen, and try to enjoy the sensations."
Jaime tried her best to follow Julia's advice, but the incessant pumping soon had her once again straining helplessly against her
bonds. All through the night she remained locked in the throes of lust as she rode on the edge of orgasm, frustratingly unable to make it over the crest. Again Julia entered in the morning to find her daughter incoherent from a night of endless, fruitless stimulation. As Julia surveyed the situation, Jaime, driven mad with lust, begged her mother for relief.
"Please mommy, please just let me out of my cage this once. I promise I'll be good, I'll be a good little girl I swear. Just let me cum!"
Jaime's desperate pleas were silenced by a swift slap from Julia. Tears already welling from hours of frustration began pouring down her face at the stern rebuke.
"After all I've done for you this is how you repay me?" Julia lectured as she switched off the pumps. "After all my work to doll you up as a pretty girl so that you can keep guzzling that BBC cream you can't seem to get enough of? Proper young ladies do not cum by rubbing their little clitties, and I thought you knew that by now. Now start draining mommy's breasts, you did such a poor job last night I'm nearly bursting."
Jaime had little choice as she was still tied to the bed when Julia lay on top of her, guiding an erect dripping nipple into her mouth. Her tears gradually subsided as muscle memory took over and she began to suckle, gulping swiftly to avoid drowning in the milky flow. Once Jaime's resistance faded, Julia started to lightly caress her daughter's gradually lengthening hair, gently cooing soft reassurances of what a sweet and pretty girl she was and promising that tonight she would help her to finally make it over the edge.
Jaime spent the day once more stumbling through her schedule like a zombie. When evening finally came she panicked as Julia led her to her bedroom and tried to flee, but the massive doses of hormones from the pills and herbs Julia constantly pushed on her seemed to have sapped her strength, and her mother was easily able to wrestle her down on the bed and bind her hand and foot.
"Well," Julia huffed as she caught her breath. "After that little display I have half a mind to leave you to your own devices and keep my help to myself."
Julia swiftly raised her hand to forestall Jaime's begging apology.
"But we must keep in mind our true goal of growing you a set of tits so you can keep ahold of your boy toy. So I will still help you dearie, because that's what good mommies do."
Julia moved to the foot of the bed and switched on the pumps. Jaime's body arched as she felt the potent surge of sensations course from her nipples and chest throughout her whole body. Then she felt a new sensation in time with the first, a buzzing vibration from her electrified chastity cage. She looked down to see Julia grinning as she held the remote.
"Like I said darling, proper young ladies don't cum by rubbing their clitties. But a vibrator on the other hand is a girls best friend! Sweet dreams."
Jaime hardly noticed her mother leave the room as she was completely focused on the new dual sensations. She felt the familiar pins and needles pricking her newly sensitive nipples driving her up the wave of arousal, but now it was accompanied by buzzing vibrations around her most sensitive, and recently ignored, parts. With each pulse of suction the intensity of the vibrations grew, quickly bringing her once again to the plateau of pleasure where she'd been stranded the past two nights. For a long moment she worried that she might be stranded there once again, before a sudden painful jolt of electricity from her cage hurtled her over and the wave of pleasure came crashing down in sweet climax. Her balls stung from the repeated shocks, but the tears that streamed down her face were of pure relief as each surge of electricity triggered another surge of pent up cum from her caged clitty.
Julia had been right. Now that she'd managed to climax the insistent pumping of her budding breasts was more soothing than painful. Jaime managed to keep herself awake through another cycle for another, weaker orgasm, then finally fell blissfully asleep to the soothing pumping and buzzing.
Jaime awakened in the morning to find that she'd been untied and that Julia was laying next to her in a frilly lace nightie, gently stroking her face. Looking up into her mother's eyes, Jaime saw nothing but pride and love as Julia slowly leaned in and lowered her full red lips to met Jaime's glossy pink ones. Their kiss started simple and sweet as their lips met with tender gentleness, but from that first spark a wildfire of passion erupted as their mouths danced an intimate tango. The pumping and vibrations reached another climax as they kissed, the electric shocks causing Jaime's body to tense suddenly under Julia's before surrendering to the release of yet another milking orgasm. Julia giggled as she finally broke away.
"Another one? You must have had dozens last night. Now it's mommy's turn!"
Julia pulled herself up and straddled her daughter's surprised face, quickly sitting on her open mouth and grinding her wet pussy back and forth. It didn't take long for the mature bombshell to reach orgasm as she massaged her breasts with one hand and played with Jaime's remote with the other. Just as she reached climax she hit the shock button on the remote, triggering yet another matching orgasm from her writhing daughter below.
"Well, just look at the mess that you made," Julia feigned disappointment as she pointed out the puddles of wet and dried cum between Jaime's legs. "Clean that up with that talented little tongue of yours and I'll see about breakfast."
Jaime knelt at the foot of her bed and obeyed with a smile, lapping up her spilled seed. It was nothing like the rich, creamy fullness of black cum, but she didn't mind it as an appetizer, and in truth she felt in that moment as if there was nothing in the world that she wouldn't do for her loving mother.
Julia took careful measurements of Jaime's chest every day to track their progress, but in spite of the pills, herbs, and pumping after two weeks Jaime had only just barely reached an A-cup, and she hadn't yet produced a single drop of milk from her breasts. Of course, the nightly milking sessions did produce plenty from Jaime's clitty, and to spare the sheets Julia made a habit of placing an old dog bowl between Jaime's legs each night to catch her "milk". In the mornings she'd set the bowl on the floor and instruct Jaime to clean it out, petting her softly and cooing "good girl" as she went to her hands and knees and eagerly buried her face in it and lapped up her own seed.
One morning after yet another disappointing measurement, Julia pulled Jaime in for a long close hug. It was meant to be reassuring, but the feeling of her mother's beautiful, milky, H-cup breasts pressing against her pitifully flat and sore chest broke the dam holding back Jaime's feelings. As hot tears streamed down her face, Jaime buried her face into Julia's ample cleavage and sobbed.
"There there honey," Julia consoled her daughter, "it'll be okay, these things just take time."



"But I don't have any more time," Jaime sobbed. "Yesterday Darnell was telling me about another girl he met at the club. She sounded like a total slut, and she was dancing all up on him like she owned him, and he said that she had a big rack, and I don't know what to do!"
Julia paused a moment, choosing her next words with great care.
"You know sweetie, she may have bigger breasts than you, but I'll bet there's something you can offer Darnell that she won't."
A glimmer of hope sparkled in Jaime's eyes as she looked up at Julia, eager to know what she could possibly offer.
"Men are obsessed with anal, but most women aren't willing to go there, especially with a well-hung stud like Darnell."
Jaime's eyes went wide. "You want me to let him fuck my ass? He'll split me in two!"
"Not if I help train you first," Julia replied with a mischievous wink. "I doubt there's anyone in the state that knows more about taking big black cocks up the ass than your dear old mom. I'll be your teacher!"
Jaime was still hesitant, but as usual Julia wouldn't take "no" for an answer, and a few reminders that she had to do something to keep her man away from that floozy at the club eventually brought the reluctant sissy around.
Soon Julia had procured her latest set of tools for feminizing her daughter, a series of anal plugs and dildos in varying sizes. That morning, Julia loaded her tits up with BBC cream, popped a few titty skittles onto each to keep Jaime's girly hormones surging, and called her into the living room for her afternoon feeding. Jaime skipped into the room eagerly, but paused when she saw the array of neatly ordered toys on the coffee table. Her hormone-addled brain filled with questions, but then Julia's cream-covered tits caught her eye and Jaime suddenly remembered how thirsty she was. Besides, she thought to herself, mommy would tell her everything she needed to know. All she needed to do was be a good little sissy girl. Shaking away the questions, she resumed her skipping gait over to the couch and gingerly lay her head down in Julia's lap.
As Jaime begun to nurse and lick the glaze from her heavy tits, Julia stroked her daughter's blond hair with one hand while reaching the other down below her daughter's skirt. She has grown to enjoy playing lazily with Jaime during their long nursing sessions, running her fingers up and down the cool steel of her chastity device, gently rolling her trapped balls back and forth in her massaging hand, and probing at her sissy hole with fingertips lubed up by the steady stream of pre-cum she produced. If Jaime had been particularly good, Julia would sometimes even escalate the tender massage into a more rigorous milking, pushing her fingers in deep to massage Jaime's prostate and provide her some relief. She loved the feeling of closeness she shared with her daughter in those moments as her feminized body convulsed with pleasure in rhythm to her probing fingers, never for a moment breaking concentration on suckling from her breasts.
But this time as Julia slid her fingers in and out of Jaime, she carefully held back, slowing her pace whenever she felt her daughter begin to tense in anticipation of climax. After half an hour Julia's mighty mammaries were both finally emptied and Jaime's belly was filled with warm milk, thick cum, and a handful of pills, but Jaime still lay in Julia's lap, nuzzling into her now empty breasts as she struggled to reach climax. By the time Julia slid her fingers out after one last edging stimulation, Jaime was mad with lust, and she looked up at Julia with disbelief as she moved to stand up.
"Now then," Julia began before Jaime could complain, "I believe you should be nicely ready for the first step in your anal training. Be a dear and bend over that chair for mommy."
As Jaime moved to comply she saw Julia pulling on her strapon harness and slotting in the smallest dildo. She rubbed the dripping pre-cum from her hand up and down the shaft as she approached, then firmly grasped Jaime's hips with both hands.
"This one is a bit small, not much larger than your little clitty, but don't worry dear, mommy will help you train your sweet little ass in no time. Just relax and try to think of how much you enjoy mommy's fingers milking you."
Just as Julia had hoped, Jaime was horny enough in that moment to try anything. She bent over a little further, pushing her ass out and up in the air, and closed her eyes, humbly presenting herself to be fucked. The first thing she felt was gentle pressure as the head of the small dildo pressed against her, but that lasted only for a moment as the shaft was only a little larger than the fingers she was used to accommodating. Even with Julia moving slowly it didn't take long for the entire dildo to bury itself in Jaime's backside. Julia leaned forward, causing her rubber cock to shift slightly inside her daughter, and wrapped her arms around her in a tight hug.
"Oh Jaime, I'm so proud of you sweetie," Julia whispered in her ear as she slowly ground her hips around and around, eliciting deep moans of pleasure. "Now just relax and let mommy give you a good fucking."
Julia kept her hands planted on Jaime's hips as she steadily picked up the pace until her firm breasts were bouncing and clapping together with each thrust and beads of sweat began to rain down on Jaime's back. Although the dildo was relatively small, the sensations of it pounding in and out of her helpless sissy hole felt like waves of rolling thunder to Jaime as she struggled to hold on. Although the sensations were powerful and exciting, they were different than the slower prostate massage that Jaime was used to from her milkings and she still found herself unable to climax. Finally Julia grunted as she reached a climax of her own from rubbing herself against the base of the dildo and pulled herself free before giving her daughter's exposed ass a playful swat. Exhausted Jaime collapsed to the ground as Julia went back to the coffee table and returned with a pair of butt plugs.
"These will help you to stretch out between sessions dear," Julia explained as she slid the smaller of the two in. She had hardly begun to push when Jaime's eager ass squeezed and sucked it right in. "Goodness, what a little butt slut you are!" Julia teased as she easily removed the smallest plug and replaced it with the first. "Already graduating to the next size up! At this rate your hot little ass will be ready for Darnell's cock in no time." Jaime smiled at the thought as she lay on the ground recovering, concern over the orgasm she never quite managed lost in a sea of bliss as she daydreamed about offering her deepest self to her big black daddy.
For their next anal training session that afternoon, Julia dressed for a workout, wearing tight yoga leggings, a heavy duty sports bra, a headband and of course her strapon harness now sporting the next dildo up. Jaime tried and failed to suppress a girly giggle at the sight of her mom's outfit and continued to laugh as Julia gave her best Jazzercise instructor impersonation cheering her daughter to "really take that cock deep" and to "pump out of few more reps." The humor helped Jaime to deal with the size upgrade. It had only looked a little bigger than the first dildo, but the effect of increasing girth was deceptive, and in spite of the butt plug she'd worn throughout the day Jaime felt as if it might be too much for her to handle.
Just when it seemed impossible to continue, Julia reached forward and slid two fingers into the side of Jaime's mouth. Jaime was surprised, but her instincts reflexively made her begin to suck and swallow, rewarding her with the gobs of BBC cream Julia had doused her fingers with. The sweet creamy taste instantly soothed the sissy, helping her to relax her body and accept that she was being fucked. Soon she was even grinding back against Julia with every thrust, asking her to fuck her harder as she again pursued the elusive analgasm. Her quest was again in vain as she was still stranded on the plateau of pleasure when Julia finally pulled out, but in truth Jaime didn't mind. She felt as if she'd had a breakthrough, and she knew she'd get to cum before too long from her breast-pumping that evening.
Once Julia gathered herself she kneeled down to inspect Jaime's hole and saw that it was gaping back at her, a bit reddened but in decent shape.
"Stay right there darling," Julia instructed Jaime, "We need to do a little aftercare to keep you in top shape."
Julia grabbed her tub of BBC cream and began to rub it into Jaime's ass, focusing mostly on the reddened areas, but also pumping some inside with her fingers. At first Jaime was upset to be "wasting" real men's cum without even tasting it, but as she felt the cool soothing tingles of it rubbing into her sissy hole she purred with contentment.
Julia and Jaime's anal training sessions continued in the same way for days, gradually stretching Jaime's capacity until she was finally able to handle Julia's largest dildo just in time for Christmas. The girls gleefully went shopping together for Darnell's present and had it wrapped and waiting for him under the tree when he came over for a bit in the afternoon.
As usual Jaime met him at the door with a kiss, planting her lips on his while his hands roamed over her body. It wasn't uncommon for Jaime to drop right to her knees after that for a blowjob, but today she eagerly pulled her boyfriend into the living room and presented him with her present while Julia looked on with a bemused smile and a glass of wine from a chair in the corner.
"Oh don't mind me," she offered as Darnell settled into the couch, "I'm just here to watch."
"Okay. Look shawty, I uhh, I didn't know that we were doing gifts or nothing," Darnell apologized as he turned the present over in his strong hands.
"Oh, that's like totally fine," Jaime assured him as she curled up next to him on the couch. "This is just a little something, maybe you can give me something bigger in just a bit."
Darnell wasn't quite sure what to make of that, so he went ahead and unwrapped his present. Inside was a small box with a bottle of lube. He looked down at it in confusion for a moment before looking up into Jaime's waiting eyes.
"I thought maybe we could use it for..." Jaime drifted off for a moment before finding the nerve to continue, "for our first time."
"Our first time? You mean you wanna take me like that?" Darnell nodded meaningfully at Jaime in mild disbelief.
"Mmhmm," Jaime answered as she nodded enthusiastically, "Quit being such a gentlemen and fuck my ass already."
A scramble of frantic motion ensued on the couch as clothes flew off and Jaime flipped onto her back holding her ankles up by her head. Darnell positioned himself in front of Jaime and began lubing up his stiffening member before suddenly remembering Julia and turning around to see her watching with a smile.
"Oh, don't mind me dear," she said between sips of wine, "I'm just here to watch, it's not every day a mother gets to see her little girl be made a woman."
"Just remember Darnell is my man mommy, don't try anything funny," Jaime said with all the sternness she could muster as she lay on her back presenting her already gaping hole. "Now fuck me daddy, I need to feel your big black cock inside of me!"
Darnell had hesitated before at the oddity of being watched by his girlfriend's mother, but there was no way he was turning that down. He put one hand on Jaime's shoulder for leverage and used the other to guide his now rock-hard manhood to her hole, then began to push. Jaime's eyes bulged slightly as Darnell's well-lubed cock slipped past her defenses and stretched her even further. She'd thought that Julia's largest dildo had been plenty big, but now she saw that Darnell was even larger. Her breath started to come more quickly as she started to panic. The fleshy rod pushing inside of her felt softer and warmer than the dildos she was used to, but at the same time she was struggling with it's sheer size and she began to panic.
But Julia had been watching for just this moment and rushed over to her daughter's side in her moment of need. She leaned over and kissed her deeply, distracting her in the critical moment as Darnell slowly forced his full length into Jaime and waited. The girls' kiss continued for a long minute, their tongues dancing in tandem as Jaime's body stretched to accommodate the massive intruder. Finally the kiss broke as Julia pulled away and whispered to Jaime, "You did it sweetie, mommy is so proud of you."
Jaime opened her eyes and looked up into Darnell's, feeling a proud sense of accomplishment and a pleasant sensation of utter fullness that sent tingles down into her cage. The two smiled at each other as Darnell began to pull out and thrust back in, only a small amount at first but rapidly building up to his full length as Jaime's body opened fully to accept him. Although she'd never been able to climax from Julia's anal training, it was radically different having a real man's cock pounding her ass, and when Darnell finally came with a deep grunt, Jaime was instantly launched into an orgasm of her own that sent little streams of her cum dribbling down from her cage to mix with the thick globs of Darnell's cum seeping from her ass.
As she laid back in reverie from the mind-breaking orgasm he'd just given her, Jaime looked up into Darnell's eyes and in a tender voice said for the first time, "I love you."
Darnell looked back down at Jaime with a series of conflicting emotions running over his face before responding, "Alright, cool. Thanks for the gift shawty, let's do that again soon." Then he started gathering his things and headed out.
Julia was shocked and ready to comfort Jaime, but apparently her daughter was too high from her first real analgasm to notice that anything was amiss. Instead they simply lay together on the couch enjoying each others presence as the cuddled together and eventually Jaime began to nurse. Julia reflected on how far agreed she'd gone to keep her daughter, but as she looked down at her sweetly nursing from her breast she couldn't help but feel that it had all been worth it. And Jaime did seem truly happy. Maybe everything would work out in the end with Darnell, but just in case it didn't Julia knew that she'd have to guide her daughter through one last transformation to keep her happy forever.
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The rest of winter break passed for Jaime like a pleasant dream. Between Darnell's regular visits for blowjobs or anal, bonding time spent with her mouth latched to either her mother's nipples or her pussy, and the now pleasantly soothing bedtime routine of breast pumping and her vibrating chastity cage gliding her into dreams on waves of orgasms, Jaime was walking on clouds and continuously buzzing on a high of utter sexual fulfillment that she would have never thought possible. Even when Julia carefully removed her cage each evening for a gentle cleaning, Jaime never once considered trying to get herself off like a boy would, much less trying to penetrate another woman with her little clitty. In truth she had come to appreciate the snug security and detachment that came with having it locked away, and she always breathed a sigh of relief when Julia slid the tube back into her freshly cleaned sissy stick and locked it securely in place. But the real cherry on top of all was that after nearly a month of overdosing on hormone replacement pills, pounding down foul herbs mixed with plenty of BBC cream to make them palatable, and subjecting herself for hours each day to relentless breast pumping, Jaime was finally seeing noticeable progress.
One morning as Julia again pulled her measuring tape snugly around her daughter's slowly blossoming chest she paused for a moment as she checked the numbers. Jaime turned and saw that instead of her usual sad shake of her head, Julia was smiling and nodding.
"You did it sweetie! You finally made it to a B-cup! My little girl has titties!"
Julia and Jaime held hands as they jumped up and down in excitement. Jaime's nascent chest had nothing on Julia's tremendous H-cup orbs wobbling wildly with every jump, but she could feel the slightest jiggle coming from her own breasts and she absolutely loved it. The pair cleared their plans for the day and took an impromptu shopping trip to buy Jaime a set of new bras as well as some new shirts and dresses to show off her new assets. They weren't much yet, but knowing all the hard work she'd put into them made Jaime nearly as proud as learning to handle Darnell's big black cock with her throat and ass had. Her newfound confidence was radiant, and she and Julia constantly turned heads and were the center of attention at the mall. With all eyes on them their behavior left many a bit confused, as they seemed at first glance to be mother and daughter, but on closer inspection displayed a level of sensual physical affection that far exceeded the normal bounds of propriety. Collective gasps rippled through their surroundings whenever their continuous touching of each others bodies escalated into overt fondling or whenever they became caught up in a moment of deep affection that turned into a lustful kiss. When Julia and Jaime finally slipped into the changing room to try on their selections, the impromptu audience milling about was treated to the poorly muffled cries of Julia's orgasms as a quick nursing session devolved into Jaime kneeling before her mother in reverent worship as she licked her pussy with the total devotion of both a daughter and a lover. Julia returned the favor with a quick milking of Jaime's imprisoned clitty by fingering her sissy button, then the two made themselves presentable and exited the changing room completely oblivious to the bewildered shock of those around them.
The first glimpses of productivity followed close behind Jaime's nascent breast growth, and just as school resumed the first pearlescent drops began to form on her puffy, swollen nipples after pumping overnight. Julia provided Jaime with absorbent pads to slip into her bra to prevent any leakage from seeping through, happily sharing stories of awkward moments when she'd first started lactating as she enjoyed the bonding moment.
When it came time for Jaime to return to school there was no doubt that it was time for her to make an official start as a female student. Julia accompanied her on her first day and visited the principal's office with Jaime to sort things out. He'd resisted at first, objecting that he couldn't make such changes without stacks of paperwork from doctors, therapists, and various school officials, but Julia just asked Jaime to leave the room for a bit to let the grownups sort things out and closed the door. Fifteen minutes later she'd emerged from the office licking her lips clean and told Jaime that she was good to go.
Jaime was nervous, but strangely found that now that she'd fully transitioned nobody seemed to register that just a semester ago she'd been the socially awkward boy who'd been caught wearing panties to school. A few of the less-popular girls introduced themselves to her, sensing the opportunity to befriend the hot new girl before she inevitably found her way into one of the more popular cliques. A number of boys also introduced themselves to her, some even going so far as to flirt or ask her out, but Jaime shut them all down swiftly by insisting that she already had a boyfriend.
That afternoon Jaime excitedly dished on everything that had happened on her first day of school before settling in to Julia's lap and beginning to suckle down her afternoon snack of warm milk and thick BBC cream.
"You know dear," Julia offered as she tenderly stroked her daughter's hair, "you might want to be a little more open to new experiences with the boys at your school. It couldn't hurt to have a little fun with them, could it?"
Jaime pulled back in confusion and protested, "But I'm with Darnell, and I love him."
Julia pulled Jaime's face back into her breast to resume nursing and to forestall any further complaints.
"I know dear, and you two are just so cute together. But you're so young and a whole world of new experiences is opening up to you. I just want to make sure that you get to have all the wild fun that you deserve. Besides, what men really want in a woman is experience. If you really want to please Darnell, you'll need to get out there and get some first hand."
Jaime still wasn't sure, but she decided that there couldn't be any harm in just a little flirting. Besides, it felt nice to be appreciated, and some of the boys were pretty cute. Jaime started small, not flirting back so much as allowing the boys that were interested to flirt with her. But every afternoon when she reported back to Julia on the day's events, Julia gently pushed and nudged her to be just a little more encouraging. She taught her how to 'accidentally' press her tits or ass into boys in passing, and how to make sure they got good views up her short skirts or down her cleavage at every opportunity. She taught her how to giggle, flirt, tease, and arouse her way through every social situation. And she constantly pushed her daughter to deploy the womanly wiles she was learning.
The combination of Julia's pressure and the joy of feeling desired quickly overcame Jaime's initial reservations, especially as she began to take notice of which of the boys were packing the biggest bulges and daydreaming about how cum would taste. By the end of her first month back Jaime had earned a reputation as a slut without ever even putting out, but that reputation and Jaime's constant teasing encouragement was enough to finally make one the boys from the football team seize a moment alone with her in a hallway. Towering over her, he pushed her back against a line of lockers and clumsily smashed his mouth into hers, forcing his tongue into her mouth while groping her ass under her skirt. Unable to resist, Jaime moaned deeply and melted into his embrace. After a few passionate moments he lifted her in his arms and carried her into an empty classroom.
Jaime stared up at him for a few breaths, feeling her heartbeat thudding in her chest as she tried to calm herself. But then her eyes fell to the obvious bulge in his shorts and she was overcome with pure lust. She dropped to her knees and pulled down his shorts, barely pausing to look at his cock before sucking it down her throat in one smooth motion. He was smaller than Darnell, which she supposed was to be expected for a white boy, but as she bobbed up and down on his pole Jaime quickly realized that wasn't a bad thing. The cock in her mouth was still beautiful, and as she delighted in exploring every bit of it with her tongue Jaime's mind was blown by the realization of the sheer number of uniquely wonderful cocks out there waiting for her to discover. It was only a few minutes before Jaime's expert oral skills earned her a mouthful of cum. Rather than swallow it right down she sat back on her knees and savored it, rolling the load back and forth over her tongue. The taste was different than the BBC cream she'd consumed so much of at this point, and also different than Darnell's thick seed. Perhaps a bit sweeter, or lighter? Different, she decided as she licked the last drops from the twitching cock before her and finally swallowed, but no less delicious.
Jaime was a little nervous to tell Julia about her encounter that afternoon, but Julia's reaction was ecstatic. The girls laughed together as they compared notes on cock shapes and sizes and the many flavors of cum until eventually Jaime stopped laughing for a moment and considered deeply before asking, "Mommy, does this make me a slut?"
Julia responded by pulling her daughter in for a deep kiss before whispering, "No dearest, you've always been a little slut, just like mommy. This just means that you've finally realized it. Now show mommy how much of a slut you are and lick my pussy."
Jaime happily complied, licking and sucking Julia to orgasm after orgasm while turning the phrase over and over in her mind. She was a slut. A slut for big cocks and their sweet cum. And she couldn't be happier.
Jaime's self-assessment was soon shared by the whole school, as stories of her amazing blowjob skills spread like wildfire from the football locker room into the student body at large. A week later the boy that Jaime had blown cornered her with five other players from the team. The other jocks hadn't believed the tales of Jaime's prowess and dared her to show them what she could do. For a moment she panicked. surrounded by a wall of men wanting to have their way with her, but then she began to repeat in her mind as a mantra "I'm a slut, just like my mommy" and she docilely allowed herself to be led into the empty locker room.
The football players wasted no time in dropping their pants, surrounding the kneeling Jaime with half a dozen throbbing cocks. She took a moment to look at each, admiring the way they curved in different directions, the variations in length and girth between them, and the throbbing veins that pulsed along them as they awaited her attention. Then she dove in like a man stranded in a desert finding water. She moved fluidly from cock to cock, licking, sucking, kissing, stroking, and worshipping each in turn as her mental mantra more began to spill out of her whenever she didn't have a mouthful of cock.
"I'm a slut, just like my mommy. I'm a slut, just like my mommy. I'm a slut, just like my mommy."
It took only a few minutes for the first to blow his load, and within ten minutes every one of the six football players had. Jaime strove to not waste a single drop of precious cum, savoring the individual flavors first then enjoying the symphony that formed as they swirled together in her mouth. The boys looked on in shock as Jaime finally cleaned and swallowed the last of the cum that she could manage from herself and the floor, then crawled on her hands and knees over to the first boy that had cum who was now sitting on one of the benches and took him into her mouth again, quickly bringing him back to full hardness and working a second load from his already drained balls. One by one Jaime worked through them all until she'd completed a full second circuit. Finally the boys were utterly spent and pulled themselves together, leaving one by one until only Jaime was left, standing in front of the mirror touching up her makeup and trying to get the last stubborn strands of cum out of her hair. She paused, looking at her half-ruined makeup and tousled cum-crusted hair before repeating her mantra once more.
"I am a slut, just like my mommy."
With that Jaime put away her makeup and strode boldly out into the hall. Whispers followed her everywhere throughout the day as girls judged her and boys wondered who had been so lucky. But Jaime didn't mind one bit. She was a slut, and the more people that knew that the more cock she'd be able to get. Julia was over the moon with pride when Jaime relayed the epic tale of her exploits and insisted on taking her slutty little girl out to dinner to celebrate. At the restaurant the pair toyed with their waiter all through the meal. teasing and tantalizing him without mercy. By the time he brought the check he was putty in Julia's hands as she suggested that perhaps the restaurant could comp their meal. When he inevitably agreed Julia rewarded him with a hand reaching up under his apron to grab the ill-concealed erection they'd caused. A few quick squeezes left him with a mess in his pants as Jaime and Julia gathered their things and left.
"Your see sweetie," Julia explained as they got in the car, "being a slut has it's perks!"
Unfortunately as Jaime found out the next day, it had it's hazards too. She was primping herself in the bathroom between classes when a squad of the most popular girls in the school stormed in. Everyone else quickly exited the bathroom, wanting no part of whatever was coming next. The girls wasted no time, telling Jaime that she'd better think twice before sucking off their boyfriends again and tackling her to the bathroom floor. The girls took turns viciously pummeling her, but it didn't take long for one of them to notice that Jaime was hiding something unexpected under her skirt. She called for the other girls to stop as she lifted Jaime's skirt and pulled down her panties to reveal her sissy clitty neatly tucked away in its steel chastity cage.
After a moment of shock, the girls began to point and laugh at the battered sissy cringing on the floor. They teased her for being even sluttier and dirtier than they could have ever imagined and asked if she'd started sucking cock because she knew she'd never get any pussy. Finally the leader of the pack said, "My boyfriend won't shut up about how talented your tongue is. Since it turns out you're just a sissy slut and not a real threat, I think I'll find out for myself."
She lifted her skirt and threw off her panties before dropping to sit on Jaime's face. The other girls held down Jaime's arms and legs until it was clear that she wasn't resisting, then they began to play with her other parts, fingering her ass, squeezing her balls, and even removing her top to grope her breasts. They were even more surprised when twin streams of milk began spurting from her nipples, spraying them all.
"Look at this freak, she's even making milk like a little cow."
"Whatever you're doing to her, just keep doing it," the leader said as she ground her pussy into Jaime's face. "This bitch is licking me better than my boyfriend ever could."
The girls were discussing which of them would get to ride the sissy cow next when the door to the bathroom burst open and a huge black man stepped in.
"What's going on in here?" He bellowed. "Get off that poor girl!"
The girls quickly complied and ran as fast as they could, leaving the sobbing Jaime alone with her unexpected savior.
"I'm Coach Jones," he said, "and I expect you're the piece of ass my boys are all yammering about. Well, I suppose I'd best take you back to my office and get you cleaned up."
Jaime nodded and wordlessly pulled her clothes back in place before following the heavily muscled giant back to his office. Once there he closed the door behind Jaime and gestured for her to take a seat.
"You're lucky," he started gruffly, "One of my boys caught wind of what his girlfriend was planning and he tipped me off. I knew I'd be stepping into something strange when I kicked that door in, but missy I was but expecting to see what I saw under your skirt. Care to explain that to me?"
Jaime froze like a deer in the headlights. She had accepted who she was, but she had no idea where to begin explaining what had happened to her over past half year. That her slut of a mom had used black cum, hormones, and total sexual dominance to mold her into a depraved sissy? How could she even begin to explain that, and who would believe her.
"Well then, I suppose I'll have to call your parents."
Coach Jones typed at his computer for a moment before looking up at Jaime in recognition.
"You're Julie's daughter?" He asked incredulously. "Julie Juggs? Well I'll be damned if that doesn't explain it. You may not have inherited her figure, but from what my boys are saying you sure do share her tastes. Is that right?"
Almost on reflex Jaime proudly replied, "I'm a slut, just like my mommy."
Coach Jones thought for moment as her leered up and down Jaime's body. "Well then, I have a proposition for you. I'm always looking for new ways to motivate my boys and you need someone to keep you safe from all those jealous girls. What do you say I put you in charge of maintaining locker room morale, and in return I'll place you under my protection?"
Jaime could hardly believe her good fortune and quickly nodded her assent.
"Wonderful. Now all that's left is your tryout."
Jaime didn't have to be told twice as she licked her lips and walked around the desk before dropping to her knees and getting to work. She gasped when she pulled out his throbbing black cock. It was bigger than Darnell's or Damien's, bigger than she'd even thought possible, but as she held it in her dwarfed hands she knew that it was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen. She began to lick and kiss up and down it's length reverently and worshipfully, not rushing to get her creamy reward as she'd done in the locker room, but rather slowly enjoying the massive meat before her. Eventually the coach was ready for more, and he reached down to hold Jaime's head with his two beefy hands, then pulled her open mouth steadily down his shaft until her nose was nestled against him.
"Goddamn!" mumbled as he let go of Jaime's head and set her free to work his pole. "You really are Julie's daughter. She's the only other woman who's ever been able to take me like that."
Jaime picked up steam and began working in earnest, using every trick Julie had taught her, but as much as he moaned in pleasure, Coach Jones stubbornly refused to cum. Visitors came into his office to ask questions or make small talk, but he just shoved Jaime under his desk and let her keep working. By the time the third visitor left, Jaime had been blowing the coach for nearly an hour. She was as horny as when she'd first started and in her mind she was willing to go on, but her jaw was starting to ache and her throat burned from deepthroating him over and over again. Finally she was forced to give up, sliding the full length down her throat one last time before nearly collapsing on the floor as she gasped for air. With surprising gentleness given his size, the coach lift l lifted her up and rolled his chair back to allow her to stand.
"Oh, don't look so sad," he said tenderly as he wiped a tear from her face. "You did great, truth is I could've cum down your sweet throat a dozen times. But us grown men have a bit more stamina and control than the boys you're used to, and I wanted to see how far you could go."
Jaime looked down at the glistening cock coated in her drool then looked back up into the coach's eyes.
"I'm not done yet, I still have another hole to use."
Coach Jones looked on in awe as Jaime leapt into his lap, straddled him, pulled her panties to the side, and impaled herself on his manhood. She winced as her hole burned from stretching around his girth, but she forced herself down until she bottomed out at half his length. Looking deep into his eyes with a gaze of pure feral lust, Jaime lifted herself up and pounded herself back down with abandon, forcing herself a little lower with every bounce.



"Well come on coach, are you gonna try me out or what?" Jaime taunted.
Coach Jones couldn't believe what he was seeing, but he eagerly began to help, cupping one hand under Jaime's ass to help lift her up while placing the other on her shoulder to help force her down. With his help she soon had him entirely inside her, and purred with contentment as age ground her booty around and around in his lap. When Coach Jones finally couldn't hold back any longer and pumped load after load of cum into Jaime's ass, she responded with an orgasm of her own pulling herself tightly against his muscular body as she buried her feminine moans in his shoulder.
After that Jaime's place in the school hierarchy was secured. She was a slut, and everyone knew it, but thanks to Coach Jones' protection none of the girls dared to mess with her. In truth, it didn't take long for most of the girls to figure out that Jaime wasn't really interested in stealing their boyfriends, just in having sex with them. Some of them even availed themselves of Jaime's services themselves, because even though she preferred cock, she was perfectly happy to eat pussy and quite skilled from servicing Julia. But her main role was working to keep team morale up in the boys locker room as she'd promised Coach Jones, who would periodically invite her to take a skills assessment in his office to ensure that she was maintaining his expected level of excellence.
While Jaime's life at school hummed along, things at home were a mixed bag. On the one hand, Julia was constantly gushing over how proud she was of Jaime for really putting herself out there and embracing new experiences. She was especially impressed when Jaime mentioned her interlude with Coach Jones, reminiscing fondly over her experiences with his massive anaconda and confiding in Jaime that even she had never managed to take him all the way up her ass. But in other areas, life at home was more stressed. Darnell continued to visit regularly, always down for a blowjob or anal with his doting snowbunny, but at times Jaime felt like he was distant or preoccupied. She chalked it up to stress from his job, and resolved to keep him engaged by constantly trying out new sexual tricks she'd picked up at school on him and regularly investing in ever sluttier lingerie to catch his eye. The other source of stress at home was Jaime's tits.
After fairly rapid growth to a B-cup, they'd completely stalled out. Julia continued to pump Jaime full of hormone pills and her special 'parfaits' made with BBC cream and scoops of dried herbs to promote lactation, and in part they seemed to have worked as the first drops of Jaime's milk had grown into a steady flow during her nightly pumping sessions, but her breasts stubbornly refused to grow any further. Neither of the girls were satisfied with the situation. Jaime saw the way men looked at her mother's rack and knew that if she was going to be a real slut like her mother then she was going to need more than just the perky beestings she currently sported. For her part, Julia felt as if some degree of family honor were at stake. If men like Coach Jones were going to make the connection between her and Jaime, then she needed to be sure that Jaime carried on the family traditions that she'd started.
Julie racked her brain for a solution until she finally remembered the nearly unbearable pressure that she felt whenever her tremendous supply of milk exceeded Jaime's appetite. If she didn't drain the building milk soon enough her breasts became hardened and engorged, the skin stretching painfully as her body continued to fill them with more and more milk waiting to be drunk.
Jaime was a little unsure, but she trusted that her mother knew more about lactation than just about anyone else in the world and so she reluctantly agreed to go along with Julie's plan. Jaime's nightly pumping sessions were done away with on weekdays, allowing her small breasts to fill and fill throughout the week. By the middle of the week Jaime was in constant slight pain as her breasts felt even more tender than when she'd first started growing them. She asked the boys in the locker room to go easy on her tits, but when they still pawed and groped at them while she was getting them off mixed flashes of pain and pleasure coursed through her. By Fridays her tits were hard and lumpy, and she had to go up half a cup size just to avoid painfully compressing them. They dripped and leaked constantly, struggling to release the ever-growing flood of milk contained within. Jaime had to constantly switch out absorbent pads in her bra throughout the day, and even then she ended up with embarrassing leaks through her shirt.
Finally on the weekend Julia allowed her some relief. She hooked Jaime up to her breast pumping system and set it to the highest suction level. Milk poured from Jaime's swollen breasts as she nearly cried with relief. The sensation was so overpowering that she came with no other stimulation just from the relief of finally letting down. It took nearly an hour to coax the last of the milk from Jaime's sagging breasts, but Julia forced Jaime to continue pumping through the entire weekend. Jaime complained that it was too much, but Julia insisted that they needed to make up for all the days without pumping or Jaime's supply would just dwindle away. Since Jaime was effectively homebound, Julia did her best to keep her company and to keep her distracted from the constant suction. They watched movies together, gave each other manicures and pedicures, gossiped, and generally acted like two girlfriends having a slumber party. Whenever the pain of the merciless pumps constantly draining dribbles of milk from Jaime as she produced it grew to be too much, Julia would ramp things up a notch and distract Jaime with sex. Of course Julia would never allow Jaime to penetrate her, and her sissy clitty remained safely locked away in her cage at all times, but Julia's strapon got plenty of use. Jaime was a total anal slut by now, and there was no sense in using anything but Julia's largest dildo to fill her ass. As Julia mastered the art of pounding her daughter Jaime finally began to be able to cum from it, although she still preferred the feel of the real thing. To help pass the time Julia even allowed Jaime to take a turn stepping into the harness to pound her back. At first it felt strange to Jaime to look down and see a large cock mounted above her caged clitty, but Julia clearly loved having more than just Jaime's tongue to please her pussy, so although it felt odd Jaime focused on how good it made her mother feel and pressed on.
For two months life continued on in this way. Jaime continued to earn her reputation as the school slut with ever escalating acts of wanton depravity, while at home Jaime and Julia continued to blur the lines between family, girlfriends, and lovers. There was no easy name for what they were to each other, but they didn't waste any time thinking about labels and instead bonded with each other in ways that transcended them. Over those two months the effects of Julia's draconian schedule of swelling and pumping had remarkable results for Jaime's tits. With every week they seemed to retain a fraction of their engorged swollen size, and as Jaime's supply of milk continued to swell the growth only accelerated. As the Spring semester was winding to a close, Jaime's breasts had grown to a very full D-cup, which looked massive on her slight frame. And thanks to the milk filling them they never sagged or drooped, instead standing out proudly from her chest in the constant series of situations in which she ended up topless. Life was good for Jaime and Julia, but with Jaime's graduation on the horizon there was one last major change coming for their lives together.
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As Jaime's final semester of school wrapped up she cemented her place in the social heirarchy. Boys, especially the studs on the football team, knew that she was always down for some action, whether getting gangbanged in the locker room, squeezing in a quickie under the bleachers, or taking advantage of an empty classroom. In fact, Jaime started to make a habit of taking her lunch under one of the long cafeteria tables. Boys would pack in along the benches on either side, mostly obscuring her from the rest of the room, and Jaime would put her oral skills to use draining cock after cock of yummy cum. Her relationship with the other girls was more complex. Under Coach Jones' protection Jaime had nothing to fear in terms of bullying, but still the other girls generally shunned her as a social pariah. The only exception was the steadily growing number who secretly took advantage of Jaime's oral skills in the bathroom. It was a bit of an open secret that any girl whose boyfriend lacked the skill or concern to get them off could get satisfied by the sissy in the last stall, no questions asked. Jaime's natural submissiveness made her an easy mark, and she told herself that this was just how girls bonded. She tried to make small talk with the girls as they came parading into her stall, but they were only interested in using her mouth for one thing, so they would usually just grab a fistfull of Jaime's long blond curls and cut her chatter short by smashing her face into their needy cunts.
Julia and Jaime wore their matching red dresses to Jaime's graduation at Julia's insistence that it would be fun to see if people had a hard time telling them apart. A few months ago that would have been ludicrous, but Julia's scheduled cycle of painful engorgement in weekdays followed by nonstop pumping on weekends had borne fruit for Jaime's lactating tits. She'd grown all the way to slightly overfilling her latest DDD-cup bras, giving her a wobbling pillow of soft cleavage that drew attention wherever she went. They still paled in comparison to her mother's gravity-defying H-cups, but a casual observer could be forgiven for confusing the two buxom blonde bombshells.
Just before the ceremony started Coach Jones came by to take Jaime to his office to discuss possibilities for continuing education. Julia let her daughter go with a wink and a nudge, but not before pouting to the coach about how he never swung by the 8-Ball anymore. As Julia's hand slipped down his muscled chest and began lightly fondling his well-defined bulge, Coach Jones promised that he'd come by soon.
During the quick walk down the halls to his office, Coach Jones pitched his plans to Jaime for her to continue her locker room duties after home games to ensure that his boys stayed properly pumped up. She nodded along as they walked until they finally reached his office, then the coach shut his door as Jaime dropped to her knees in well-practiced routine. Jones finished locking the door and turned as he began unzipping his pants to reveal his massive black cock. Jaime automatically leaned forwards and reached for it, closing her eyes and opening her mouth as if preparing to kiss her prince charming. But her eyes opened in shock as the coach's strong hand rested on her head, holding her back from his delicious meat popsicle. Jaime involuntarily whimpered as she began to drool, so close to the mouthwatering prize but unable to suck it as she so desperately wanted.
"Now wait just one moment you little slut," Coach said with a deep chuckle. "After today you're no longer a student here, so if you want me to let you continue your physical education by serving as my locker room assistant, than you'll need to make tuition payments to me."
Jaime nodded and swallowed the saliva rapidly building up in her hungry mouth.
"So after each game, once you've satisfied every one of my boys for a job well done on the field, you're going to shower, get yourself all dolled up, and report to my office to take a real man's cock. Is that clear?"
Jaime nodded as well as she could with Coach Jones' hand still holding her head back to halt her subconscious advance. He looked down with a satisfied smile and released her freeing the cock-crazed sissy slut to lunge forwards and nearly impale herself on his manhood. As she expertly worked her mouth up and down his shaft, Jones wondered to himself at how the once shy and quiet boy had been transformed into this depraved, beautiful creature. Then he thought about Julie and decided that it must have been the fate of genetics. Jaime wasn't the first white sissy he'd ever been with, but damn if she wasn't the best.
When he felt himself getting close, Jones didn't hold back as he had during his first marathon testing of Jaime's skills, but he did push her back slowly until the head of his cock slipped out between her still sucking lips with a wet pop. Jaime struggled to get him back in her mouth, but couldn't overcome the coach's iron grip as he pumped load after load of thick cum all over Jaime's face. She reflexively licked her lips, sucking as much as she could into her mouth to swallow, and began to use her hands to wipe her face clean before he stopped her.
"No, leave it. You look perfect just like that. Today is your graduation, and everyone should know just the kind of slut that you are."
Jaime hated to waste even a single load of BBC cream, especially one of Coach Jones' as his flavor was one of her absolute favorites, but his words made sense, and she knew that if she kept him happy there was always more where that came from. She stood up, going smoothly from her knees to standing in her tall high heels in one well-practiced move, and straightened her hair as best she could with the clumps of cum that had gone wide still in it. Then taking a deep breath to center herself, Jaime strutted out of Coach Jones' office, down the hall, and out to the graduation ceremony with all the confidence and grace of a runway model combined with the look of a stripper. The ceremony was already underway when she stepped outside, and she was just in time to hear her name called.
Undaunted by the looks and whispers surrounding her, Jaime strode confidently up the stairs to the stage and walked across to the stunned principal holding her diploma. The cum coating her face had just started to dry, but still glistened in the sunlight as she faced the crowd with a beaming smile. Her newly grown DDD boobs strained her red halter top dress to the limit as they bulged out all around the thin strips of fabric. She'd bought the dress on her first trip to the mall when she was just a flat-chested sissy wearing small breast forms, and it was clearly not up to the task of containing her expanded bosoms. Finally, there were Jaime's long smooth legs, accentuated by her heels, rising all the way up to her exposed thong. Her tight dress may have been just long enough to keep her technically decent on the ground, but with the added elevation of the stage any last vestige of decency was lost. From their vantage point in their seats, virtually everyone in attendance was able to see up Jaime's dress. In the back, the narrow strip of fabric disappeared between her thick cheeks. Jaime had always had a bit of a bubble butt, but the daily overdoses of feminizing hormones from Julia had added pounds to more than just her chest. Gleaming in the center of her exposed curvy ass was the pink heart-shaped jewel head of the butt plug Jaime had picked out that morning. In the front, the lace thong did little to obscure Jaime's sissy clitty, safely secured as always in her steel chastity cage. Observers in the front two rows could even see that the sissy was clearly excited by all of the attention she was receiving, as the dripping from her imprisoned clitty had soaked through the front of her panties and was beginning to drip down between her legs.
Jaime stood for a long moment on the stage holding her diploma as she looked out at the shocked crowd. Parents and family of all of her friends and acquaintances were there, staring back up at her as she exposed herself for who she was, for who her mother had made her to be. She noted wickedly that most of the men in the audience were shifting uncomfortably in their seats, struggling to hide their uncontrollable erections. Lifting one hand to her face, Jaime drew a finger slowly through Coach Jones' still wet and sticky cum, then slowly and sensuously sucked it clean before blowing a kiss to the crowd and saying "I'll see you all around, don't be shy!" With that, Jaime began strutting back down the stage, giving everyone one last look up at her jeweled ass, then rejoined Julia in their seats.
Julia's face was beaming with pride as she pulled Jaime in close, licked a glob of BBC cream up from her chin, and kissed her deeply.
"Oh sweetie, mommy is so proud of her little girl."
"I'm a slut, just like my mommy," Jaime whispered in reply as she nuzzled her face lovingly into her mothers waiting cleavage.
Back home, Julia had another graduation planned for Jaime. They sat down together on the couch where Jaime had nursed from Julia so many times before. Jaime started to make herself ready to feed once more, but Julia stopped her.
"Honey, you know just how proud mommy is of you, right? Less than a year ago you were throwing little hissy fits about not wearing your girl clothes anymore, but now my little Jaime is here to stay for good."
Jaime nodded as Julia continued, her warm feelings of joy from her mother's pride somewhat offset by strange feelings at the thought of the boy she used to be.
"And you've done so well with growing your own set of boobies, taking your medicines and letting mommy help you build up your milk supply."
Jaime lightly massaged her aching breasts. It was Friday afternoon so they were swollen and engorged with pent up milk that she wouldn't be allowed to pump out until the weekend.
"I was looking at the way you filled your dress out on stage today, and although you're not quite as big as I am, I suppose we can let up the pressure and take you off of your pumping schedule now. Maybe someday you'll outgrow your old mom, but for now let's celebrate how far you've come."
Jaime sighed with relief and started to get up to retrieve her breast pumps. She'd thought the pain of engorgement would get easier to bear as her tits grew, but if anything her ever-increasing supply only made it worse. But again Julia stopped her.
"Actually, if you don't mind, I was wondering if perhaps I could have a taste. I've nursed you so much, and I've always wondered what it would feel like to be on the other side. Would that be alright?"
"Just one thing first," Jaime replied as she jumped up from the couch. A minutes later she returned with her halter top hanging down and her tits exposed. Each of her large, dripping nipples was covered in a thick layer of BBC Cream from the now empty tub Jaime held in her hand with a mischievous smile. "I just applied some of my new lotion to help my nipples feel a little better. I hope you don't mind mommy."
Julia practically tackled Jaime down to the couch as she laughed at her own tricks being turned around and used against her. The girls' laughter slowly subsided as Julia lay her head in Jaime's lap and looked deeply into her eyes. After a wordless moment, Jaime gently took Julia's head and guided her open mouth onto her nipple. Julia's eyes slowly rolled back in her head as the heavenly ambrosia of BBC cream mixed with her daughter's gushing supply of milk. She nursed contentedly, gulping mouthful after mouthful as she enjoyed the mindless bliss of nursing.
At first Jaime was entirely focused on the sweet relief provided by Julia draining her overfilled breasts, but as the initial edge was taken off, she discovered another feeling entirely. It was similar to the arousal that she felt from pumping, but the difference between a cold mechanical pump and her sexy mother's warm mouth and tongue was vast. As Julia, licked, teased, and sucked on her nipple, Jaime imagined that this must be what it felt like for boys when she sucked their cocks. No wonder they came so quickly!
Just as Jaime had that thought she felt a stirring in her clitty. She'd cum often from pumping at this point, but only with the added stimulation of vibrations from her electrified cage. But Julia's persistent sucking was an entirely new experience, and as Julia playfully bit down a little on Jaime's sensitive nipple, Jaime suddenly saw stars as spurt after spurt of thin sissy cum dribbled out of her cage. Feeling Jaime writhing beneath her, Julia quickly deduced what had happened and slipped a hand up Jaime's dress, tenderly massaging her daughter's trapped balls as she continued to climax throughout the feeding.
The next day Jaime texted Darnell to let him know that her unexplained busyness on the weekends was no more. She hadn't wanted him to see her walking around the house with her pumping system going like some kind of hucow freak, and Julia had been super strict about 24/7 pumping over the weekends, so she'd seen Darnell as much as she could for hookups during the week. He showed up at their doorstep not long after the text, then stepped inside and headed for the couch to watch the game with Jaime in tow. She had never been much of a sports fan before, but she had gained some appreciation from her long hours in the locker room and she did appreciate seeing all the studs in their uniforms. But before joining Darnell on the couch to watch the game, Jaime knew that she had duties of her own to attend to. Once Darnell was settled in, Jaime kneeled in front of him and fished his cock out before starting to blow him.
He didn't have the sheer length or girth of some other men, especially Coach Jones, but Darnell's cock was still big and beautiful, and most importantly it was her first. Jaime had made herself into a totally depraved slut, blowing anything that was put in her face, to make herself into the best cocksucker she could be for her man, but as she effortlessly deepthroated him and daydreamed about their future together, she knew that it was worth it. When Darnell finally pumped his cum down her throat Jaime swallowed it down with relish. She knew now the wide range of delicious flavors of men's cum, from nutty, to salty, to pungent, to sweet. She loved them all, though some men in particular had flavors that she couldn't get enough of. But Darnell was in a league of his own. It wasn't necessarily the taste, it was the feeling that the familiar flavour gave her every time. The feeling of belonging, and if being home, safe with her big black daddy.
Once she'd cleaned herself up, Jaime joined Darnell on the couch. He wouldn't kiss her after she'd blown him, but he would let her snuggle in close as he groped her ass and chest and continued to watch the game. Jaime waited until halftime, then reached for the magazines she'd left on the coffee table to show Darnell.
"So now that I've graduated I've been thinking about our wedding, I don't want anything too big, but I was getting some ideas in here for something this fall." Jaime rambled on in an uninterrupted stream of consciousness as she showed Darnell page after page in one of her bridal magazines. Darnell grew more and more visibly uneasy as Jaime blabbered on for the better part of ten minutes, finally cutting her off in the middle of describing her dream wedding gown.
"Shawty, look," he said slowly, "I ain't about all of that. There's another girl that I'm with."
Jaime's shock registered on her face for just a moment before she swept it away. "Oh you stud, I should have known you'd have another girl on the side. I don't mind. Really. Maybe we can even get together all three of us for some fun sometime."
"Naw, you don't get it. She ain't the side piece, you are."
Jaime sat in stunned silence until Darnell finally continued.
"Look, you're hot and a total freak, and I'm still down to hit you up whenever you want it, but that's all this is. I'm gonna marry a real girl and have kids and shit. Anyway, I think I'd better bounce. See ya around Jaime."
Darnell awkwardly grabbed his stuff and left while Jaime remained motionless on the couch. She managed to keep it together until the door closed behind him, then she broke down into sobbing tears. It didn't take long for Julia to hear and to come running to her precious daughter's side. Without even asking what was wrong Julia lifted her shirt and opened her nursing bra, presenting herself to soothe and feed Jaime just as she'd done thousands of times before. But for the first time ever Jaime turned down her mother's offered nipple, instead sobbing out the sad story of her first heartbreak.
Julia held Jaime tightly as she sobbed. Knowing this day had been coming didn't make handling it any easier for her, but it did mean that she already knew exactly what to do next.
"Jaime, sweetheart, there's only one thing that can help you to feel better after heartbreak like this. It's the way I got through after we lost your father. Get yourself pulled together, we're going to the 8-Ball."
Jaime was reluctant at first, preferring to wallow in her misery, but Julia's excitement was infectious and after months of being told that she wasn't ready to handle a trip to the 8-Ball, Jaime was nervously excited to enter the fabled establishment for the first time.
Once Julia had helped Jaime clean up and reapply her ruined makeup, she went to her closet and returned with a pair of new matching outfits: extra short Daisy Dukes jean shorts filled with carefully positioned rips and holes and button-up plaid flannel shirts. The girls tried on their shirts first, fastening only a couple of buttons in the middle and tying the bottom ends together in knots to expose their midriffs. On a dare from Julia, both girls went without bras, freeing their breasts to be seen through their mostly unbuttoned tops.
The shorts were a little trickier. Julia shed her panties and squeezed into her pair first. The waistline was so low that any panties she might have worn would have stuck out, and besides that only her skimpiest thongs would have had a chance of not peeking through the many ripped holes. Jaime likewise shed her panties, but try as she might she couldn't get the skintight shorts to zip up over her hard chastity cage.
Julia thought for a long minute as she stared at Jaime's crotch before finally lifting out the key that always dangled in her cleavage and unlocking her daughter's chastity cage. Jaime looked down at her freed sissy clitty in shock. It had been months and months since Julia had removed her cage for anything but her regular cleanings. A part of her wanted desperately to put the cage back on, as it had almost become a part of her new identity, a constant companion providing her with both comforting security as well as leverage for Julia to continue her feminization. Jaime pulled her large tits apart to get a better view, marveling at how tiny it looked. She was sure that was in part due to comparison to the massive breasts in the foreground, but as she reflected on the past months she realized that she didn't remember the last time her once painfully small cage had felt tight. Even when she climaxed now she didn't really get hard so much as she oozed cum from her limp sissy stick. She reached a hand down and gently lifted in between manicured fingernails.
"You're not thinking of playing with that, are you?" Julia asked sternly.
"With this?" Jaime giggled as if her mother had said the funniest thing ever. "Not unless you'll let me borrow your vibrator."
Julia joined in her laughter and asked in mock sternness, "And you're not thinking of trying to have sex or trying to please me with that cute little thing?"
"Not unless you're offering to let me wear your strapon again, mommy."



"I just might later, you little slut, but for now let's get you into your shorts."
Julia helped her daughter shimmy in and zip up her Daisy Dukes. With her cage removed, Jaime's shrunken sissy package tucked neatly between her legs, and she was just able to make it. The girls took on their look in the mirror for a minute until Julia ran off once more to grab the finishing touch: matching cowboy hats and boots for the both of them.
"Now let's get out there and ride some bulls," Julia shouted as she smacked Jaime's ass with a loud "Giddyup!"
As usual on a Saturday night, the 8-Ball was pretty packed. As Jaime looked around in wide-eyed wonder, she quickly realized that there were only two types of patrons present. The first was large, muscular, and from the bulges she was able to spot, hung black men. They were exactly the type that Julia had been dating for as long as she could remember, and she thought that she recognized more than a few. The second type of patron were the women. Most were white, although there were some of other races including black, but all of them were hot, slutty, and obviously cruising for BBC. Julia moved around the bar like a queen visiting her court. All the men recognized her and dropped their other companions in a heartbeat when she looked their way, and all the women stared daggers into her back.
Julia paid the haters no mind as she moved from table to table, introducing Jaime to hunk after hunk as her very grown up daughter who'd just had her heart broken and was looking for comfort. To a man they kindly volunteered to help comfort her, anything for Julie Juggs' daughter, and Julia thanked them and told them to meet her in the back room in a while. Once she'd finished her circuit, Julia gave the room a once over to make sure she hadn't missed anyone, then led Jaime into the back room.
Over half the patrons in the 8-Ball stood at once and followed her in, leaving the main room deserted except for the angry BBC queens and the handful of less attractive men Julia hadn't selected.
Julia stayed back in the corner of the large back room as man after man pressed in. Jaime was carried to the center of the room by the pushing flow and disoriented by the moving walls of muscular men swirling around her. She felt hands squeezing her breasts, cupping her ass, and even pressing into the limp clitty tucked between her legs, but in the constant motion she couldn't tell whose hands they were, much less did anything to stop them if she'd even wanted to. The pawing grew more insistent until finally her shirt was ripped open to expose her large breasts. Her shorts went next as strong hands took advantage of the pre-existing rips and tests tears to shred them apart. With Jaime's abundant assets exposed, the pressing mob grew only bolder, and before long she was surrounded by a ring of large, throbbing black cocks. She took one in each of her petite hands and began to stroke as someone pulled her head down, bending her at the waist until she took him into her open, willing mouth. Finally, one of the largest men lined himself up behind Jaime's bent figure and pressed his cock through her ripped shorts until it met her waiting hole. "Let's fuck this bitch already," he grunted as he opened her wide with the tip of his dick and began pounding away at her helpless ass.
At that signal all hell broke loose. Jaime was surrounded by half a dozen cocks and held in place by twice that many hands as the army of hung black studs handpicked by her mother fought for her attention. One by one Jaime got them off, taking load after load of their cum up her ass, down her throat, or all over her body. But for every one that she got off and sent staggering back, two more were standing ready to take his place with new cocks demanding her attention. Jaime's mind shut off entirely as she moved on pure instinct, not even pausing to think as she was held aloft in the air and fucked from all sides in every position imaginable. Her world shrunk until there was nobody else, not even Darnell, there was just her, the unending supply of big black cocks fucking her senseless, and the luxurious cum they fed her.
Julia watched from her corner, nervous at first as she watched Jaime struggle to handle more big black cock than shred ever seen before, then proud as she watched her daughter take cock after cock without pause, then worried as she saw Jaime starting to flop and flail as fresh cocks continued to press in for their turn. In her eagerness to help Jaime fuck her way out of her first heartbreak and have a memorable first night at the 8-Ball, Julia realized that she'd enlisted far too many men. Desperate to help her vulnerable little girl, Julia forced her way through the crowd to Jaime's side. She got there just as one of the men came from fucking Jaime's unresponsive throat, and managed to squeeze in before the next man in line took his place.
"Jaime, sweetheart, answer me, are you alright?" Julia asked as she cradled her daughter's lolling head in her hands. She saw with relief that Jaime was still breathing, but she was still lost in lust and on the edge of unconsciousness as another man continued to plow her gaping ass.
"Mommy's here to help Jaime, wake up for me."
Julia lifted Jaime's head and kissed her more deeply than she ever had before, with all the passion of both a mother and a lover. Her tongue danced in Jaime's mouth as she tasted the cum of a dozen different bulls swirling together. Then finally Jaime's tongue began to move back against hers, matching her passion and intensity as her world opened once more to include just one other person.
Julia pulled back as Jaime's eyes slowly opened and the girls shared a brief smile.
"I thought you could use a little help sweetie, mind sharing these boys with your mommy?"
Jaime nodded as she continued to come out of her dazed state.
"Good, you're not worried about mommy stealing your man anymore?"
"Take a look around, I think there's plenty to share!"
"Damn straight cowgirl," Julia laughed as she stripped, "let's ride these bulls!"
Julia let herself be lifted by the sea of strong black men surrounding her and Jaime, abandoning herself to the unchecked lust of the 8-Ball's backroom as she had so many times before. But this time instead of riding cock after cock alone, she had her precious daughter beside her, matching her cock for cock with renewed vigor. As they floated together, surrendering every hole to be taken again, and again, and again, the two women tethered themselves together by simply holding hands. It was an oddly sweet gesture in the midst of unmatched debauchery, but through that connection they both felt as if even though they were surrounded by a hundred men they were truly together.
They were still holding hands when the last of Julia's handpicked bulls finished and they were set tenderly on the floor in a pile of sticky cum. They were still holding hands as the bartender loaded the cock-drunk pair into the back of a cab and sent them on their way. They were still holding hands as they stumbled into their house and down the hall, using one another for support. And they were still holding hands when they collapsed together into Julia's bed, cuddling one another until exhaustion finally overcame them.
The sun had risen high in the morning sky before they awakened. Both women became aware of their surroundings slowly, gradually awakening as they continued to sleepily nuzzle and cuddle together. At one point when Jaime was half awake and realized she was thirsty, she rolled back towards Julia and started to nurse, gradually drifting back to sleep as the warm milk coursed down her throat. Finally Julia stirred and stretched, looking down at her daughter dozing with her head on her breast, a trickle of milk still dribbling out of her open mouth.
"Rise and shine sleepyhead," she said in a sing-song voice as she playfully jostled Jaime awake. "It seems you've already taken care of your thirst, but if you're hungry for breakfast you could be a dear and clean up between mommy's legs."
Jaime groggily complied, sliding down her mother's curvaceous body until her face was planted between her legs. Julia pulled the covers back up over her body as Jaime obediently went down on her, relishing the cozy warmth as she began to lick. The sweet taste of BBC cream quickly brought Jaime fully to her senses, and as she licked and sucked faster and faster it didn't take long for her to clean off all of the dried cum coating the insides of Julia's legs. Then she dove in for the real treat, the still gooey globs waiting for her inside of her mother's ass and pussy. Jaime worked both holes feverishly, stretching her tongue inside of each until it hurt as she worked to dig out her creamy treasure. At first Julia laid back and snoozed, enjoying the oral attention in a relaxed dream-like state. But as Jaime's tonguing intensified she soon found herself clutching the sheets and squeezing her daughter's head between her legs as she came again and again.
Eventually after one last orgasm, Julia signaled to Jaime to come up. She gave her pussy one last reluctant kiss goodbye, then slowly worked her way back up Julia's body with fluttering butterfly kisses as she went. They shared a long embrace before Julia rolled the two of them over, pinning Jaime under her larger body.
"That was just lovely dear," she said as she slid down between Jaime's legs. "Now let mommy return the favor."
Julia slid her tongue into her daughter's still gaping ass, carefully scooping out loads of last night's cum with her tongue just as Jaime had done for her. Jaime writhed with pleasure as Julia licked her. Some of the locker room boys had eaten her ass briefly before pounding her, but none of them had the oral skills of her mom. And while Julia had fingered her and fucked her with a strapon countless times in the process of making her into the proudly feminized slut she was now, there was a greater intimacy to her tender oral ministrations that drove her wild.
As Julia lapped away at Jaime's ass, she noted with satisfaction that her daughter's unlocked sissy clitty remained soft and limp in spite of her highly aroused state. Apparently the months of caging and overdoses of hormones had done their work. She considered for a moment including it in her oral attentions. On the one hand, she worried about sending the wrong message and undoing all her hard work training Jaime in how a woman receives pleasure. But on the other hand Jaime had just licked her clit for nearly an hour, and as she looked at the soft little nub Julia knew in her heart that a clitty was exactly what it was. Her wavering mind was made up when she saw a thin dribble of cum oozing slowly out, not spurting in the least and continuing on without any sign of hardening. Sliding upwards, Julia licked up from Jaime's ass, over her tight little sack, and up her squishy little clitty in one smooth motion before sucking the whole cute little package easily into her mouth.
Jaime's entire body arched with sudden pleasure as Julia swirled her balls and clitty around in her mouth with her tongue. Julia's hands shot up to grab both of Jaime's breasts, pressing hard to pin her to the bed as she continued to suck. Jaime whimpered and moaned uncontrollably as Julia's onslaught continued. Satisfied that she could hold her petite daughter down with just one hand, Julia slid the other back down and began pistoning her fist in and out of her ass while she continued to play with her clitty in her mouth. The flow of cum increased as Julia fisted Jaime's ass, but it continued to ooze out without spurting of her still limp clitty.
When Jaime's flow of cum finally began to slow, Julia took one final suck then crawled back up over her with a mischievous smile. Straddling her daughter, she pinned both of her hands against the pillow above her head and leaned in until their large breasts were pressed tightly together. Then she kissed Jaime passionately, opening her mouth at the last moment to reveal that she hadn't swallowed any of her cum. The runny fluid flowed quickly into Jaime's waiting mouth, causing her to sputter for a moment before swallowing in surprise.
"Swallow it down, there's a good girl," Julia laughed. "Mommy is happy to lick your little clitty for your honey, but I have standards on the cum I swallow, you'll have to handle your own."
With their hunger and lust sated, the mother and daughter spent the rest of the morning in each others arms talking about small things, whispering secrets, laughing at nonsensical jokes, and nursing from each other from time to time. Jaime shared the sense she'd had the night before of being all alone in the world until Julia had stepped in and saved her, and that she never wanted to feel alone like that again. Julia mused over Jaime's ill-fated relationship with Darnell and her endless string of meaningless hookups and boyfriends. The sex was good, and she'd never turn down the chance to get pounded by a big black cock, but in the end they always left her feeling empty, and only Jaime was always there for her. Piece by piece they bared their hearts to one another, slowly coming to the joint realization that they truly belonged together and that while men would come and go, their love would last forever. As lovers, as best friends, and as family.
Epilogue
Shortly after that morning, Jaime cleaned out her old room and officially moved into Julia's. She never slept in her bed anyway, it was so much more convenient to be closer to Julia in case one of them got horny or thirsty in the middle of the night. They still left Jaime's bed in place just in case any of her hookups wanted to just get with her and weren't down for a threesome with Julia as well. That was rarely necessary, as most men took one look at the mother and daughter duo making out in front of them and eagerly jumped in. Jaime continued to see Darnell after she'd had some time to mend her broken heart, eventually even having a threesome with him and his strapon-wielding fiancee. She seemed to take great pleasure in fucking her man's side piece, taking out her frustrations for his infidelity on the slut he'd been with.
Julia never felt the need to force Jaime into her chastity cage again, as she never showed any interest in abusing her sissy clitty. From time to time the girls would pull it out and use it for a while for nostalgias sake or to use its electrified features for more kinky play, but it was never again a requirement for the thoroughly feminized sissy.
Freed of the forced engorgement and pumping cycle, Jaime's tits continued to grow slowly under the influence of her continued hormone doses and lactation. Someday she hoped to eclipse her mother's legendary H-cup breasts, but she wasn't in any rush to get there.
After the performance Jaime put on in the back room of the 8-Ball, the bar owner tracked her down and offered her a job as a bartender. She took it without a second thought. The job was easy and a perfect fit. She didn't have to wear a uniform, just something appropriately slutty. Working the bar was easy once she learned how to mix basic drinks, as nobody there wanted anything fancy. Tips poured in like a waterfall, as everyone knew that at the end of her shift she'd tap a few patrons to head back with her for some quality time in the back room. Before long Julia quit her day job and joined her daughter as a bartender. The duo worked the bar together, flirting with each other and the men nonstop. Over time they even developed their own specialities, milking themselves right at the bar to make White Russians and performing a parlor trick where they would down shots of cum in long double lines down the bar and identify the donors of each shot based on the taste.
They were happy, they were in love, and true to her word every day Jaime was a slut, just like her mommy.
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Tammy opened the small wrapped box given to her by Mia and found two tickets to Brazil inside. She looked up at Mia with visible confusion and asked, "So we're going on a vacation?"
"A vacation? Yes chica, to my beautiful homeland, but more than that, we're going to make you into a real woman there, just like me! The doctors there are willing to do so much more than the surgeons you have here, and for so cheap! Just wait until you have a pair of these!"
Mia pulled down her top and flashed her firm G-cup breasts at Tammy, the perfectly round orbs standing straight out from her chest with the unmistakable bolted-on look of implants. Tammy looked down at her stepmother's chest, transfixed by the sight and the thought of what it would be like for her relatively meager C-cup breasts grown by exposure to Mia's hormone injections to be that large. She could hardly imagine how it would feel, or what our would be like to have all the attention such things naturally bring. Mia eventually snapped the sissy out of her reverie.
"Come on chica, our flight leaves tomorrow and we have so much shopping to do to get ready!"
Mia put away her tits and bundled Tammy out the door. At the mall the girls shopped together for hours, picking out skimpy swimsuits, proactive clubwear, and slutty casual outfits for the rare times when they wouldn't be at the beach or club. As they tried on outfits together Mia complained to Tammy that it was so much harder for her to find clothes that fit her.
"It's not fair chica, your cute little clitty tucks away into anything, but I have to be so careful with the my big cock."
Tammy was a little offended at her once average manhood being called a cute little clitty, but as she looked at the smooth lines of her latest dress she couldn't disagree. So instead she played along.
"Oh mommy, I'm so sorry. It must be so hard for you to deal with having that big strong cock swelling up in your panties."
Tammy turned and began grinding her ass into Mia's crotch, instantly causing her bulge to press through the clothes she was trying on.
"Ay chica, look what you made mommy do," Mia said with mock frustration. "Let me show you what happens to teasing sluts like you in Brazil."
Mia lifted the front of her dress, freeing her 8-inch cock to spring forward from her panties. The tip was already dripping with precum, which she used to lube up Tammy's hole as she continued to twerk into her. As Mia forcefully entered her stepdaughter from behind, Tammy's dancing slowed until she and Mia were grinding together to a sultry beat only the two of them could hear. Mia's hands rested on Tammy's hips, taking the lead in their sexual dance as she instructed her in sensuous Latin rhythms. Eventually Mia picked up the pace, grinding herself into her sissy stepdaughter's ass with increasing speed and force. When the crescendo of her rhythm finally reached its climax, Tammy moaned in unison with Mia's forceful grunts as the pounding triggered her to cum in her panties as well.
After they'd cleaned themselves up, Mia and Tammy took the armloads of clothes they'd selected to the checkout and paid with one of Stan's credit cards. Tammy was a little concerned about fitting into her new tops given Mia's plans for her in Brazil, but Mia insisted that it wouldn't do any harm for her to pop out just a bit.
The next day at the airport after they'd gotten through security Mia took Tammy up to the desk to ask the airline representative about a first class upgrade. Mia's first attempt to sweet talk him into a free upgrade failed, but sensing his hesitation she asked if she could take him somewhere a little more private to discuss the matter further. He quickly led her into the back room used for security screenings, and when they returned a few minutes later both he and Mia had smiles on their faces. Mia licked her lips happily as he gave them both the upgrade, no charge.
Once they were comfortably seated in first class, Mia explained to Tammy that men were easy to manipulate, always thinking with their cocks, and that once she had her new body in Brazil she'd be able to make men do whatever she wanted. "But in the meantime Chica, you owe mommy for your free upgrade. Let's put that sweet mouth of yours to use, using men always makes me so horny."
Mia pressed Tammy's head into her lap and covered her up with a blanket. To even the most casual observer it was clear that Mia was entering the mile high club, but she didn't care, lightly resting a hand on top of the blanket to ensure her stepdaughter remained in place. When the stewardess came by to take their drink orders, Mia ordered cocktails for herself, but told the blushing woman that her companion was having plenty of top-shelf cock already. By the end of the flight Mia was tipsy, but Tammy was flat out cock drunk, reeling from the potent combination of cum and pheromones trapped beneath the blanket. She stumbled after Mia into the cab to the hotel, then followed her up their room with the bellhop in tow.
Once their bags were settled, the bellhop waited politely for his tip. Mia started to reach into her purse, then had a better idea. Turning to her stepdaughter she said, "Oh Tammy, be a dear and suck this sweet boy's cock, he was such a big strong help, I'm sure you'd love to reward him."
Still slow from hours of servicing Mia's cock on the plane, Tammy was on her knees fishing the surprised bellhop's cock out of his pants before she even thought about what she was doing. Clearly she was a cocksucker, and he had a cock. It all seemed natural. But as she held the hardening cock in her hands Tammy snapped out of her haze for a moment and realized what she was doing. Ever since that fateful shower she'd sucked Mia's cock daily, sometimes under duress and sometimes of her own free will. But this was undeniably different. Although Mia's cock was larger, it was attached to her sensuously feminine body, a lone ramrod straight feature in a series of exaggerated curves. But the cock resting in Tammy's hands now was attached to a man, who was now looking down at her impatiently.
"Dios mio chica, Mia said with an exasperated sigh, "you act like you've never sucked cock before. Get to work!"
Mia forced her stepdaughter down on the bellhop's waiting cock, then began kissing him. Tammy felt Mia's bulge pressing into the back of her head as she started to suck, giving he no choice but to continue. But the feel of her stepmother's firm package pressed against her gave Tammy the confidence to continue, cheering her on like an old friend as she sucked her first man's cock. Worked in tandem it didn't take long for the bellhop to deposit his seed in Tammy's mouth. As he pulled his pants back up and excused himself and Tammy dutifully swallowed his load, Mia happily patted her still kneeling stepdaughter on the head and said "Good work chica, now let's get unpacked."
Later that day they visited Mia's old doctor. He was thrilled to see his favorite old patient, happily checking her over to see how his proudest work was faring. His smile faded somewhat as Mia laid out a startlingly aggressive combination of surgery and hormones for the complete transformation of her stepdaughter. He protested, insisting that he'd already pushed the bounds of safety with Mia, and that what she was asking for Tammy was madness. But Mia simply turned to her stepdaughter and told her to convince the good doctor.
Tammy crawled under the table to in front of the doctor, unzipped his pants, and began enthusiastically sucking his cock. She barely registered the continuing conversation above the table as Mia and the doctor worked out terms for just how far he was willing to transform the body of the slut now milking his cock. He came once, filling Tammy's mouth with his tangy cream, but she continued sucking without pause, swiftly working him back to full staff. By the time he'd come a second time, Mia had gotten him to agree to nearly all she wanted. Tammy was about to start on a third round when her stepmother ordered her to come out from under the table while the doctor was still able to walk. He staggered away to prepare a series of injections for Tammy, then sent then on their way.
The next day Mia brought Tammy back to the clinic for the first of her surgeries. Per her negotiations with the doctor, they started with Tammy giving him a blowjob, then moved on to her first surgery. After a few days of recovery they repeated the process again, and again, and again. At each visit the doctor aggressively sculpted another of Tammy's features to suit Mia's grand vision. Her facial features were feminized until no trace of her former masculinity remained and her lips were inflated to a size that shouted to the world that they were made for sucking cock. Her breast implants were the most expensive and largest money could buy, taking her naturally grown C-cups even past Mia's G-cups. Finally her newly top-heavy figure was balanced by a series of Brazilian butt lifts, sucking fat from every possibly point on her body to accentuate her curves then injecting it into her rapidly growing ass. By the time the doctor was finished, Tammy was a walking, talking Barbie doll with the ass of a rap dancer.
During the gaps between Tammy's surgeries, she and Mia spent most of their time at the beach. The sun and water were fun, but the real treat was the countless casual hookups they found there. Tammy quickly learned how hot Brazilian men could be, sizing them up as they passed her and Mia on the beach in tight trunks that showed off their bulges. The two women had their pick of the never-ending parade, happily taking whatever hunks took their fancy for fun, meaningless sex.
After Tammy had recovered from her final surgery, Mia had her strip down in their hotel room so she could look her body over. Gone was the shy, budding, white femboy she'd brought over from America. In her place stood a confident, tanned bombshell that looked like she might have been from Brazil herself. The only lingering reminder of who she'd once been was the little clitty and balls dangling between her legs. Tammy had begged Mia to have the doctor do whatever he'd done for her to give her a rock hard 8-inch cock in addition to her feminine body, but Mia insisted that Tammy was a natural bottom, and that she'd be happier with a soft clitty in the long run. It was hard for Tammy to argue that as she was loving putting out for new studs every day, but she couldn't help but wonder at what it would be like to have the best of both worlds like her stepmother.
Her inspection complete, Mia declared that Tammy was almost ready for her big coming out party at the club. All that was left was to choose a new name more suited for her new body. After a moment's reflection Tammy asked, "Maybe you could call me Camilla?"
"Camilla, Camilla..." Mia turned the new name over in her mouth. "Camilla, get over her and suck mommy's cock!"
Smiling at her new name, Camilla happily complied.
That night Mia and Camilla were the toast of the club, the envy of every woman and the desire of every man. Heads turned the moment they walked in, a pair of bronze bombshells with tits the size of their heads, large, round asses that swayed seductively with every step, and skintight party dresses that left nothing to the imagination. Camilla's in particular had been purchased back when she was a mere C-cup, and her surgically enhanced tits had her dress bursting at the seams. The pair headed straight for the dance floor, where they started dancing together, grinding their curvaceous bodies together in a way that made all the men around them both rock hard and disappointed that the two hottest women in the club were apparently only into each other. Their disappointment faded quickly, however, as Mia began pulling man after man in to join them until she and Tammy were both surrounded by pressing gangs of sensuously dancing Brazilian hunks grinding the ill-concealed erections in their tight pants against them. Mia and Camilla weren't shy with their hands, and more than a few of their suitors had to suddenly excuse themselves from the dance floor after the teasing pushed them past their limits.
Although she never bought a drink, a steady stream of liquor made its way into Camilla as the men around her offered her cocktail after cocktail. She'd never been so drunk or felt so alive as the throbbing rhythms pounded through her body. As Mia withdrew from the crowded dancefloor to watch from the bar, Camilla's dancing grew more and more erratic, not following the beat so much as she was trying to make out with all of the men around her at once. With very little encouragement from the men around her, Camilla quickly found herself on her knees with her tits out, drunkenly blowing and jerking the sea of cocks which surrounded her. And when one of her dance partners grew tired of waiting for his turn and lifted the back of her dress, she eagerly bounced herself up and down on his proffered cock as well.
Song after song played as all the men in the club took turns with the kneeling sissy slut in the middle of the dance floor. Mia watched for hours, enjoying the sight of the cock slut bimbo she had so carefully crafted losing herself in a haze of drunken lust. This was always her favourite part of turning soft boys, watching the moment when they surrendered the very last shred of self-respect and became total whores. The show made her impossibly horny, so when a likely young man suggested they head back to his place, she took him up on his offer. Camilla had plenty of new friends to take care of her.
Camilla didn't even notice her stepmother leaving, nothing registered to her beyond the immediate circle of men she was pleasuring. They wanted her, desired her, needed her to get them off. She loved the feelings all their attention gave her as she drifted in and out of consciousness. Finally the thrill of sex wasn't enough to fight back the booze, and she feel fast asleep in the middle of the dance floor as the pack of men continued to ravage her body.
If Camilla is kidnapped, go to Mamma Mia -Kidnapped.
If Camilla is hired at the club, go to Mamma Mia - Club Dancer
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Tammy opened the present from Mia with breathless anticipation. Her buxom Brazilian shemale stepmother had been showering her with gifts as she continued her transformation, and each had been better than the last. But as she tore open the box she struggled to male sense of what she saw. Inside was a black and white French maid's outfit that looked like a cross between lingerie, a slutty Halloween costume, and an actual maid's uniform.
The top was a black silk corset with white lace accents around the moulded breast cups and running along the vertical ribbing. A small ruffled black skirt ran around the bottom of the corset, but as Tammy ran her fingers over the soft fabric she saw that it could only be a few inches long. A full set of accessories completed the uniform, a tall set of black heels, black thigh-high stockings, a white and black lace apron, and a white and black headpiece. Tammy lifted and examined each piece in wordless wonder as Mia looked on hungrily.
"Is this supposed to be a costume, or what?" Tammy finally asked once she found her voice again.
"Perhaps," Mia answered with a musical laugh, "or perhaps I've decided that it's time you started contributing around the house a little bit more. Either way, I'm sure my little girl won't mind playing dress-up for mommy!"
Tammy reluctantly stripped and began to dress herself in the strange uniform. The corset went on first. Mia helped her to slide into it, then set to work pulling the laces tight. Tammy's newly grown perky C-cup breasts were squeezed tightly by the built-in bra, pressing together and upwards to enhance her cleavage while the tops of her breasts threatened to pop right out, held in place only by thin white lace. The back of the corset was open, leaving Tammy's back exposed except for the criss-crossing black ribbons that Mia mercilessly pulled tight with surprising strength. If not for the slimming effect on Tammy's waist of Mia's feminizing hormones she would not have been able to breathe as her corset was cinched tight, but with her now hourglass figure she was able to manage.
The attached wavy microskirt just barely managed to cover the top half of Tammy's ass in the back and clearly showed the neat little bulge tucked away in the front of her thong panties. Daily yoga sessions with Mia had worked their magic, giving Tammy a full rounded backside that would not have looked out of place on the beaches of Mia's homeland of Brazil. Standing still as a statue the skirt left Tammy teetering on the edge of decency, but any movement at all set the skirt swishing in a way that sent her hurtling far past it. The addition of the apron made the situation slightly better, providing a layer of see-through lace coverage in the front, but in the back it provided only an accent for Tammy's protruding ass in the form of a cute white bow with dangling ends swaying over her exposed cheeks. The stockings and heels were quickly added with the expertise that Tammy had gained from Mia's forceful preference for her to dress girly, and Mia herself put the finishing touch on by securing the headpiece in place.
Mia stepped back to take her transformed stepdaughter in.
"Ooh chica, you make mommy so hard why don't you get down on your knees and clean mommy's cock?"
Tammy felt impossibly awkward in her new uniform, but that awkwardness melted away in an instant at Mia's suggestion. In truth although it was worded as a suggestion, Tammy knew that it was more of a command, and that she was powerless to resist her stepmother, but at the same time she was thrilled for the chance to suck on the throbbing 8-inch monster of the woman she was growing to love. Besides, she was feeling a little hungry.
Before long Tammy's mouth was filling with spurt after spurt of Mia's thick, creamy seed. She swallowed with relish, enjoying the warmth that spread through her body as she did. Mia fell back into the bed, thoroughly satisfied by the cocksucking skills of her sluttified stepdaughter. Thinking that she was done playing along with Mia's latest game, Tammy stood and began removing her costume until she was interrupted by Mia sitting back up and spanking her exposed ass.
"What do you think you're doing Chica, taking off your uniform without my permission?"
"My uniform? I thought you just wanted to do a little role play."
"Si, I do Chica, but that wasn't role play, that was just me treating you to my sweet cock. Your role starts now, this house is filthy and I expect you to clean it!"
Knowing better than to disappoint Mia, Tammy leapt into action, setting to work cleaning the house with clumsy effort while Mia continued to lead the life of a pampered trophy wife whose husband was on a work trip. The tables were turned from when Mia had first entered Tammy's life, because as she moved around the house cleaning Mia seemed to always stay within eyeshot, plainly staring and even getting herself off to the sight of her submissive stepdaughter struggling futilely to cover up when her every motion exposed her tits and ass as she cleaned. Whenever Mia was about to cum she would call Tammy over to drink it down, and if she didn't make it there in time then Mia would force her to clean it off the chair, or floor, or wherever else it landed with her tongue. By the end of the day Tammy was exhausted, but whenever she slowed in her work Mia would swoop in to motivate her with another firm spanking. At the end of the first day Tammy collapsed into bed while still wearing her uniform, ready to pass out, but Mia had other ideas.
"You think you can flounce around the house all day flirting with me while dressed like a French whore and not give me some satisfaction in the evening?"
Mia pinned Tammy to the bed while stroking herself to full hardness, then slid her stepdaughter's panties to the side and forced herself roughly into her thick ass. Tammy was accustomed to being fucked by Mia now, but this felt rougher and more forceful than usual and she was all out of energy to respond. So she simply lay there with her face pressed into her pillow while Mia held her up by her hips and plowed into her from behind. Tammy's shrunken clitty remained soft in the pouch of her panties, but as she moaned in helpless pleasure she came again and again under Mia's ravaging until she finally fell asleep as her stepmother continued to pound away.
The next morning Tammy awoke to find that her old clothes were gone and her closest was filled with nothing but duplicates of the now filthy uniform she'd worn yesterday. Not wanting to risk Mia's wrath, she got dressed made her way downstairs where she found Mia sitting at the table waiting for her.
"I see you had enough sense to wear your new uniform chica, but from now on you'll wake up early to serve me breakfast. Come over here so I can discipline you properly for your laziness."
Tammy reluctantly stepped forward in her tall black heels until she was within her stepmother's reach, then Mia lashed out like a cobra, snatching her sissy maid stepdaughter and bending her over her knee. The short skirt of Tammy's uniform offered no protection from the steady drumbeat of Mia's blows as she spanked and spanked her stepdaughter with the regularity of a metronome. As the series of blows reddened Tammy's ass, she found herself naturally dropping into subspace. Any thought of resistance was fleeting as she accepted her stepmother's discipline without complaint, knowing that it was her place only to serve. Although the searing pain stung at first, before long she began to enjoy it. It felt good to be reminded of her place, and it felt good that Mia cared enough about her to correct her when she made mistakes. She smiled through the tears as she reflected on how loving her dominant stepmother was to her.
The only reason Tammy hoped her disciplinary session would end was the incessant throbbing of Mia's hard cock pressing into her abdomen. Tammy obviously wasn't the only one enjoying her spanking, and the only thing sweeter than receiving Mia's discipline was apologizing and making up afterwards. Eventually there was a long pause in Tammy's spanking. She lay on Mia's lap for a moment, assuring herself that it was done, then gracefully slid down to her knees, taking her stepmother's cock into her mouth in one fluid and practiced motion.
"Why the nerve of it, you ungrateful slut," Mia nearly shouted as she held Tammy's face and pushed her off of the wetted tip of her cock. "I ought to spank you again right now. I discipline you for failing to prepare my breakfast, and the very next thing you do is greedily try to eat yours?"
"Yes mommy, I mean no mommy, I mean," Tammy stuttered as tears began to well once more in her eyes. "I know I'm an ungrateful slut, I'm so sorry, I just wanted to suck your beautiful cock to apologize properly."
"Is that all? Are you sure you weren't just trying to get mommy's cum chica?"
Tammy shook her head vehemently.
"Well then, you do seem to have the proper attitude. You may suck my cock, but you don't eat until I do."
Tammy gratefully wasted no time going back to work on Mia's 8-inch cock, striving to show her deep thankfulness for her stepmother's understanding and grace by giving her the best blowjob of her life. She alternated between deepthroating her full length and pulling back to lick and tease her knobby head, all the while swirling her tongue all the way around her thick shaft and playing with her balls in her delicate hands. It didn't take long to take Mia to the brink of climax, but just before she started to cum she unexpectedly pushed Tammy back out of the way, spilling her seed on the kitchen floor.
Tammy looked down at the puddle in shock, but before she could reflexively begin to lick it up, Mia lifted her to her feet.
"I meant what I said Chica, you get your breakfast after I've had mine. I'm thinking French toast today. Now hurry up before your breakfast gets cold."
Tammy didn't need to be told twice. She raced to the counter and began cooking Mia's breakfast as quickly as she could. Mia watched the whole time, lazily rubbing out another orgasm to add to the large cum puddle on the floor next to the table. By the time Tammy finished and served Mia's breakfast to her on a platter, Mia was wrapped back up in her silk kimono. As she started to eat Tammy stood waiting obediently for instructions until Mia snapped and pointed at the floor. Tammy gratefully dropped to her hands and knees and began licking up her breakfast. Her stepmother's cum was best fresh from the tap, but even cold it was delicious, and Tammy purred with contentment as she ate.
Tammy's natural submission in the face of Mia's aura of sheer irresistible dominance made the transition into their new life together smooth as silk. After that first morning Tammy learned to wake up early no matter how late Mia had kept her up the night before to prepare breakfast. Mia rewarded Tammy's hot breakfast with another, allowing her to drink her cum straight from the source under the table instead of making her eat it cold from the floor.
In the mornings while Mia did her yoga routines, Tammy cleaned the house from top to bottom and did laundry, handwashing Mia's delicates. Sometimes she would pause her work for a moment, staring longingly at Mia's flexible curvaceous body as she flowed from one seductive pose to the next. She remembered how she used to jack off in secret while watching her stepmother, but all that she could do now was to hopelessly rub her soft, shrunken clitty through her lacy apron before hurrying on to her next task.
After lunch, Mia would go out to swim and sunbathe while Tammy cleaned the pool and the grounds. At Mia's insistence Tammy continued to wear her full uniform, sweltering in the warm sun as Mia swam and tanned either nude or wearing the skimpiest of bikinis. In addition to her outdoor cleaning duties, Tammy kept Mia supplied with cool drinks, well-oiled with suntan lotion, and when called for pleasured by eating her ass or sucking her cock depending on which side she was tanning. At times as she sweated in the afternoon sun Tammy wished that she could strip down or swim like Mia, but she knew her place and was grateful to her stepmother for so patiently showing it to her.
By evening Tammy was generally done with her chores, so Mia would reward her by letting her join her on the couch. She didn't think it proper that Tammy should be entirely out of uniform, but if she'd done a suitable job that day then she'd allow her to unwind a bit by removing her heels, apron, and headpiece before joining her. In another inversion of their initial dynamic, Mia generally took advantage of the movies to feel up her stepdaughter. Depending on her mood she might cup Tammy's rounded ass, slipping a finger past her thong to tenderly probe her hole, or she might squeeze and tease Tammy's tight little package, alternately rubbing her soft clitty or crushing her little balls to elicit moans and cries from her captive sissy, or she might simply hold Tammy tightly with an arm around her shoulder, caressing and massaging her perky breasts being presented for her enjoyment by her tight corset.
Inevitably this would lead to Mia declaring that it was time for bed, often carrying Tammy away before their movie had even finished. Only then did Mia allow Tammy to fully shed her uniform, playfully berating her for teasing her all day and promising to give her exactly the treatment she deserved. Once Tammy completed her striptease Mia made love to her like a thunderstorm. She generally preferred to take Tammy doggystyle, face down and ass up as she submissively accepted her cock, but from time to time she'd change it up and take Tammy missionary so that she could see the inarticulate pleasure on her face or cowgirl so she could watch her nubile stepdaughter writhe with ecstasy as she bounced up and down on her mighty cock. It took hours of passionate fucking to consume Mia's stamina, and often Tammy, exhausted by long hours of work, would fall asleep on Mia's cock as she continued to pump load after load into her.
The first time Stan came home from a business trip Tammy had thought that she would hide herself in her room until he left, Mia had other ideas. She told Stan that Tommy was away on a trip and introduced him to the maid that she'd hired. Stan was unsure at first, but when he saw the 18 year old bombshell wearing a uniform that was closer to lingerie than real clothes, he was sold. As usual when Stan was home he and Mia fucked like rabbits, but with Tommy 'away' Stan felt no compunctions about having sex openly in front of the help. In truth, he got off on displaying his prowess for the young woman while fantasizing about her joining in. Tammy learned that her father was equally happy topping or bottoming for Mia, and she couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy that he was able to be with her in ways that she no longer could.
While Stan being home meant less sex for Tammy as Mia was often occupied, it also meant that she was harried far more as she went about her work. The uniforms that Mia had provided did not allow for any degree of modesty, and in spite of their constant sexcapades both Mia and Stan had plenty of energy left to harass her. Try as she might Tammy couldn't avoid Stan's wandering hands, and it was all she could do to keep her dainty package a secret as her constantly groped her ass.
Seeing Tammy's squeamishness to her father's unwitting advances, Mia came up with a delicious new idea to further break her sissy stepdaughter to her will. She started offering her ass to Stan more and more often, an offer which he was more than happy to take advantage of, plowing her toned Brazilian booty to his heart's content. Each time after Stan had deposited his load between her cheeks Mia would excuse herself and find Tammy, instructing her that she had a special cleaning job for her to handle. Powerless to resist, Tammy laid on her back and tongued Mia's freshly fucked asshole, licking out her father's warm cum as her stepmother sat on her face, pinning her head between her powerful thighs. At first Tammy had choked and gagged it down, squirming beneath Mia's unbreakable hold, but as time went on she came to realize that while Stan's cum was nowhere near as delicious as Mia's, it was still cum, and under Mia's constant feedings she had become a true cum whore. She tried to tell herself that she only enjoyed it because it was coming from Mia's perfect ass, but deep down it was growing harder and harder for Tammy to resist the urge to drop down and blow her father when he harassed her.
One day after Stan had left on another of his business trips, Mia called Tammy into her room. Tammy entered prepared to service Mia for the third time that morning, but found instead that her stepmother had something on her laptop to show her.
If Mia shows Tammy that she has connected with Tommy's exes on social media, go to Mamma Mia - Mean Girls.
If Mia shows Tammy and advertisement for lactation aids, go to Mamma Mia - Milkmaid.
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Mia shifted next to Tommy as she explained her plan, laying her head on his muscled shoulder and pressing her large breasts into his side. She slid one leg up on top of his until it was resting on top of his large, swollen balls, forcing them down between his legs, as she began to lazily stroke his morning wood to full life.
"Chico, your cum is so thick and creamy, do you know how many women would kill to drink it? Or use it to moisturize their skin? Trust me Chico, they'll pay top dollar to give themselves facials with your special cream."
Tommy massaged Mia's full ass with the arm around her back as he thought about hot women paying for the privilege of rubbing his cum all over themselves. He felt a big load building in his racquetball sized balls, he hadn't cum for hours since his midnight quickie with Mia in the wee hours, so he was nearly overflowing. But Mia's soft, supple leg pressing down firmly on his sack pulled his balls away from his twitching 11" shaft as she continued to slowly stroke, her fingers not quite able to wrap around it. All he could think about was when she'd finally let him cum, he knew he'd need to pump out at least a few loads that morning or it would hurt to even walk by lunchtime.
"So starting today I'll be milking you and boiling up your cum to sell to all those kinky women out there. All you have to do is listen to mommy and I'll take good care of my big boy. Do you think you can do that chico? Can you listen to mommy and let her take good care of her special toy?"
Tommy nodded enthusiastically as Mia increased the pressure from her leg and the speed of her strokes simultaneously, driving him mad with lust while keeping him from releasing.
"Good boy, Chico, now cum for mommy!"
Tommy groaned as Mia's leg lifted, unleashing a river of cum that surged and puddled all over his chest and abdomen. Mia hungrily leaned over and began licking it up, swallowing several mouthfuls before bringing some up to share with Tommy. He still didn't enjoy eating his own cum nearly as much as he liked Mia's much sweeter cream, but he could hardly say no as she pinned him to the bed and began kissing him deeply. Finally Mia scraped up the rest of the cum onto her smaller 8-inch cock and wiggled out back and forth, asking Tommy if he was ready to return the favor. He responded by easily picking her up and spinning her around, laying her on top of him in the 69 position. Mia giggled in delight as Tommy began to suck her off while she set to work on his already rehardening cock.
Later that day Mia presented Tommy with a special milking apparatus she had custom ordered for him. It consisted of a long tube that slid into his cock with plastic tubing running from it that attached to a pump and collection bottles. Tommy wasn't sure about wearing it at first, but Mia insisted that he follow through on his promise to trust her and listen to her.
"After all Chico, we both know that if we're having sex there's no chance any of your cum is making it into a bottle. Don't worry, you know mommy can't keep away from your big cock for long."
The milking system was a bit too bulky to wear under clothes, but Tommy had gradually started wearing less and less anyway as his oversized package made most clothes uncomfortable. He honestly found it freeing to go fully nude, walking around the house and yard with nothing but the clear tube on his cock and bottles and a pump strapped to a belt around his waist. The constant sensation of the pumping took some getting used to. It kept him continuously hard and it felt good, but it didn't exactly bring him to climax so much as it steadily sucked a flow of thick cum through his pulsing cock head. It didn't have the explosive rush of orgasm, but it did feel good, and Tommy appreciated that it kept his balls from aching as they once had whenever he and Mia didn't fuck for a few hours.
Mia tracked the rate at which Tommy filled the bottles she regularly swapped out meticulously. Whenever Tommy met the production goals she set, Mia would reward him by removing his milker and taking his massive cock in her talented ass, riding him until she was exhausted before resuming his milking. But when he was short of her ever increasing production targets, Mia would help to stimulate production by bending her muscled stepson over and pounding his ass until he spurted into his tube. Either way Tommy eventually gave Mia the cum she needed for her burgeoning business. Regular clients put in standing orders, while others who'd heard of "Mia's Milk" by word of mouth waited eagerly for the chance to buy. Her clientele were a mixed lot. Some were bored women looking for something kinky, others were just looking for the best beauty products they could find, and a few were dominatrixes or wives looking to sissify their husbands for whom the cream of a virile bull was the perfect humiliation.
After several days in a row without being allowed to fuck Mia's ass due to missing quotas, Tommy was on the verge of insanity. The cum he was producing was continuously drained, but he was still horny. He toyed with the idea of using his newly buff body to take Mia by force, pinning her down and pumping her full of his cum, but there was something about her demeanor that checked him every time. Even though he was bigger than her in both body and cock, somehow she was still the alpha in their relationship and he couldn't bring himself to challenge her authority.
Eventually Mia offered a solution while she was taking Tommy's ass yet again to help him reach his quota.
"You know Chico," Mia offered between grunts as she settled into a steady rhythm, "I think your problems are all in your head. Those beautiful balls of yours could be making two quarts a day no problem, but you need to relax and let it happen. If you'd like, I could give you some recordings to help you just let go."
Tommy was willing to try anything at that point, so after Mia had finished fucking him he accepted the earbuds she offered without question. Her sultry voice came flooding into his ears from the recording and he instantly felt a mixture of arousal and dreaminess that made it hard to focus on her individual words. Every syllable seemed to drip with sex, setting Tommy's cock twitching inside of his milking tube as Mia's voice told him over and over not to worry, not to think, just to be her good boy. Lost in a trance, Tommy didn't even notice when the recording looped back to the beginning, listening all day. It was so soothing that he readily acquiesced to his stepmother's suggestion that he sleep with the earbuds in, happy to be her good boy and obey.
The next morning when Mia checked Tommy's production she proudly showed him the two and a half quarts he'd produced. As she bent over the edge of the bed to offer her ass Tommy was already leaping into place behind her and ripping himself free of the milker. He used the steady stream of cum still dripping from his cock to lube his stepmother's ass then rammed himself into her, eliciting gasps of pleasure as he quickly stretched her out with the animal intensity of his pounding. When Mia's orgasm came it caused her to clamp down hard on Tommy's cock, sending him over the edge as well and making him pump her full of his cream.
Once he'd climbed off of her, Mia got a mischievous smile as she grabbed one of the collection bottles and held it up to her ass. Pressing hard as she squatted over it, Mia quickly filled the bottle, capping it as she turned triumphantly to Tommy and announced, "Three full quarts!"
After that Tommy grew even easier to manage for Mia. Every few days she uploaded new recordings for him to listen to, first reinforcing his desire to listen to her voice and to allow it into his subconscious, then increasing his willingness to submit to her and decreasing his urge to think for himself. In his constantly aroused state Tommy was an easy mark, and he hardly even noticed that he never questioned Mia anymore or had much of an independent thought at all. He existed only to produce cum, obey Mia, and fuck her whenever she wanted it.
Mia was in absolute paradise. Stan's credit cards were good, but having her own income stream of thousands of dollars every week from selling her hung stepson's cum gave her a sense of security. She'd learned to never rely on men for too much, and while her relationship with Stan kept her in luxury for now, she slept easier at night with a fallback. Life at home was also made much sweeter by the presence of her totally committed, buff, fuckboy. He was completely molded to her whims, willing to serve her hand and foot in the nude for hours at a time and always willing to fuck or be fucked at her whim.
One day Mia was laying out tanning by the pool while Tommy stood nearby holding a tray with her drink. They'd had a good fuck in the pool earlier, taking turns pounding each other's asses as they floated together, and now Mia was languidly enjoying the afternoon sun tickling her skin while Tommy spaced out to the sound of her voice whispering in his ear to just obey, not think.
"Chico, I think you're ready to take the last step in becoming my perfect lover," Mia said as she took a sip and returned her drink to Tommy's tray.
Tommy waited patiently for Mia to continue, knowing that he would obey whatever she asked.
If Mia turns Tommy into her pet puppy, go to Momma Mia - Puppy Love.
If Mia pimps Tommy out to her friends, go to Momma Mia - Pimped by Mommy.
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"You know how much I love playing with my big toy Chico," Mia purred as she stroked her stepson's 11 inch cock to life, "but I can't help but think about that bitch Katie that broke your poor heart."
Tommy hadn't thought about his breakup with Katie for months. They'd been together for a long time when she unexpectedly left him with no explanation, leaving him to wonder what went wrong as he saw her hooking up with man after man on social media. The pain had dulled slightly with time, but thinking of her still hurt.
"With a big cock like this, you could put her in her place," Mia said as she got up from her bed and straddled Tommy, lining his cockhead as big as her fist up to her round ass. "Just imagine if I was her right now, riding you and wishing I'd never left such a man."
Mia slid slowly down, relishing the sensation of her stepson's cock stretching her out as she took it all the way to the base. Her own 8-inch cock stood out proudly over his toned abs, twitching back and forth as it revealed her excitement. For a moment Tommy did just as Mia suggested, imagining Katie impaling herself on his manhood. An unexpected flood of emotions washed over him, love and loss, but also anger at her for breaking his heart.
In a flash Tommy wrapped Mia in his arms and leapt from the bed, holding her aloft on his throbbing shaft. She wrapped her arms around him in shocked delight, anticipating what was coming next.
"Oh Tommy, I'm so sorry I left you, show me how wrong I was."
Tommy surged forward, pinning his laughing stepmother to the wall and beginning to piston his full length in and out of her. If not for the fact that Mia was well accustomed to taking massive cock she likely would have been seriously injured by the animalistic power-fucking he was giving her. As it was, she held on to him for dear life, digging her fingernails into his back as her eyes rolled back in her head with pleasure. She felt him cum in her ass, his pulsating cock sending shivers through her entire body and triggering an orgasm of her own from her cock pinned between them. But as she felt his cum oozing from her ass, Tommy didn't soften or slow, but kept right on pounding her like a man possessed. For the first time Mia realized what she had awakened and feared that it might be too much, but Tommy seemed deaf to her entreaties now, and all she could do was ride it out and hope that he tired eventually.
It took the better part of an hour for Tommy to finish. He and Mia collapsed onto the bed, a sheen of sweat glistening from their bodies as they panted. Mia's ass was gaped with cum still oozing out, and he cock was continuing to twitch in aftershocks as if trying to cum, but there was nothing left for her to spurt.
"Chico, if you fuck that bitch Katie like that, she'll never leave you again. And not just because she won't be able to walk!"
Even after that morning with Mia Tommy wasn't quite sure that he wanted to see Katie again, but Mia insisted and so he texted her, telling her that he'd found a box of her stuff and that she should come and pick it up. They set a time for that weekend, giving Mia time to prepare for her scheme.
When the day came, Tommy hid himself upstairs, watching his ex walk up to the house from behind some blinds. She was just as beautiful as he'd remembered, though strikingly different to his new lover. While Mia had dark skin and black hair, Katie was fair with dyed blond hair dancing around her shoulders. Mia was toned and fit with obviously fake breasts jutting out from her chest, while Katie was thicker, with thighs and large natural breasts that jiggled with every step. Mia looked like an exotic model, but Katie looked like the girl next door. She hadn't dressed up for the errand, apparently not caring to show off for her ex, but her tight cami and shorts still showed off her abundant assets.
Katie was surprised when Mia opened the door, looking the taller woman up and down with the appraising eye of a competitor.
"I'm her to see Tommy and pick up my old stuff. You must be his new girlfriend?"
"Dios mio, me? Tommy's girlfriend? You flatter me chica, I'm his stepmother."
"His stepmother," Katie echoed slowly as if not quite believing her. "Whatever, can I just get my stuff?"
"Yes, yes, come in."
Katie followed Mia into the house, assessing the mysterious woman more closely now that her back was turned. She clearly seemed at home here, sashaying down the hall in her yoga pants and sports bra as if she owned the place. Katie frowned as she took in Mia's perfectly round, toned ass. She'd always been a little flat in the back, and seeing a perfect ass like Mia's just reminded her of her own shortcoming. At least she had Mia beat in the tit department, she thought smugly. Those globes in her sports bra were undoubtedly fake, even if they were a little bigger than Katie's natural chest, and Katie knew just how crazy age could drive boys with her soft all-natural rack. The most perplexing thing was trying to pin down Mia's age. She seemed like she couldn't be much older than her or Tommy, but the cool confidence with which she spoke and moved conveyed a much maturity. Maybe Stan really had landed this Brazilian bombshell somehow.
Mia led Katie into the kitchen and gestured for her to sit down at the table where a pot of tea awaited.
"Tommy had to run, he's just so popular you know, but he said he'd be back soon. Would you care for some tea while you wait?"
Katie didn't especially care for tea, but Mia was already pouring her a cup and it seemed rude to refuse. The whole situation was weird to her, so she just wanted to get out of there as quickly as she could. The women made small talk while they waited for Tommy to return, with Katie trying to probe as much as she could to figure out what was going on with Mia. At first she'd found the tea bitter, but after forcing down the first few sips at Mia's insistence she found herself starting to relax. As different as they were, Mia seemed like the kind of person she could open up with, and Katie's pointed questioning soon turned to loose babbling about herself. Mia continued to fill Katie's cup while ignoring her own, smiling to herself as she saw the truth serum taking effect and wondering how long it would take for the other drugs to kick in.
As Katie continued to babble on and drink the delicious tea, she felt the warmth of it spreading all through her body but especially to her nipples and pussy. She could feel delightfully tingling sensations from her large nipples as they hardened and rubbed against the tightly stretched fabric of her shirt and she subconsciously squirmed in her chair, squeezing her thighs tightly together to stimulate her downstairs. Mia noticed Katie's growing arousal and suggested that she do whatever she needed to get comfortable. Katie was so thankful for a friend like Mia who just got her, and happily massaged her nipples through her shirt with one hand while she slid the other down into her shorts and started frantically fingering herself. All the while she continued answering Mia's questions.
"Chica, you are so lovely, and my Tommy is so handsome. How could you ever leave him like you did?"
"Mmmm it wasn't easy," Katie answered as she continued to finger herself, "Tommy was so sweet, and I really liked him, but he just wasn't doing it for me. Ooohhh!"
"What do you mean chica?"
"It was his cock. Mmmm. It was fine for some I'm sure, but I like something a little, Mmmmmm, bigger."
"So you're a size queen? A slut for big cock? Is that why you've been running around with all those other boys?
"Oh god yes," Katie answered as she plunged her fingers in even deeper. "I'm a total size queen, the bigger the better. I just need to be stuffed if I'm going to get off, ya know?"
"Oh, I think I do sweetie. Now be a good girl and finish your tea then follow me to the living room, I have something to show you."
Katie reluctantly took one hand from the breasts she'd now popped free of her top to gulp down the rest of her tea, then she followed Mia as instructed, continuing to finger herself the whole way. Once they'd reached the living room Mia pushed Katie down to her knees and began to slowly slide down her yoga pants. Katie's jaw dropped when she saw the base of Mia's hard cock, and she continued to watch in awe as inch after inch was revealed. When Mia finally pulled her pants low enough to release her 8-inch monster, it sprung forward, nearly hitting Katie's face.
"Is this what you want you dirty cock whore?"
Katie didn't even bother to answer, lunging forwards to suck the most beautiful cock she'd ever seen. She wasn't into chicks, but that thought didn't even cross her mind. All that she saw was a giant cock that she needed to have inside of her. Mia slowly stepped back, irresistibly drawing Katie forward as she crawled to keep her cock in her mouth. Eventually Mia reached the couch and sat down, laying back as Katie set to work in earnest.
A few minutes later Tommy's head peaked around the corner and Mia waved him over. Katie was far too lost in her oral adoration of Mia's cock to notice, even when Tommy positioned himself behind her and pulled down her already unbuttoned shorts. Her pussy was already dripping wet from her fingering, but even loose and ready for cock Tommy thought it looked smaller than he remembered as he lined up his massive cock to penetrate her. Once he was in position, Tommy nodded to Mia, who placed her hands lightly behind Katie's bobbing head and laced her fingers together.
"How do you like my cock now, bitch?" Tommy asked as he grabbed Katie's hips and rammed himself fully into her pussy. The force of his thrust pushed Katie's kneeling body forward, forcing her to unexpectedly deepthroat Mia while Mia pulled down hard on Katie's head, forcing her to continue gagging on her cock. Fireworks exploded in Katie's brain as it felt almost as if the two cocks impaling her were touching in the middle of her body. Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe while Tommy started to pound away at her from behind, driving a gasp of air from her starving lungs with every powerful thrust. Just as the edges of her vision were going black, Mia lifted her lolling head, sliding her saliva-covered cock from her throat and allowing Katie to finally take a breath. As she came back to full consciousness, Katie felt the first wave of orgasms wash over her as her burning pussy was mercilessly fucked by her ex.
Basking in the sensation of being stretched by Tommy's new cock, Katie returned to blowing Mia, instinctively sucking on the cock before her. They fucked for hours, Mia and Tommy both taking turns pounding the lust-addled Katie from every angle and position. Mia had been the first to take Katie's ass, preparing her for Tommy to follow. Even then in her cock crazed state Katie had cried as Tommy forced his thick head into her struggling ass but as he resumed fucking her in the new hole her tears soon turned again to cries for more. Through it all Mia and Tommy teased Katie for being such a size queen slut, forcing her to abase herself and beg for them to keep fucking her.
The next day when Katie woke up naked between Tommy and Mia her memories were fuzzy for a moment before coming back in a sudden rush. She screamed, waking up the pair who quickly subdued her and resumed double-teaming her with their morning wood. Freed from the drugs Mia had dosed her with the day before, Katie was now fully aware of what was happening as she was forced again and again to take the two largest cocks she'd ever seen. At first she'd seethed with anger at her ex and his freaky stepmother raping her, but she couldn't stay angry as they made her cum again and again with their massive dongs, and soon she was begging them to keep fucking her.
It took only a few days of this treatment to break Katie's mind entirely. She hadn't been lying when she'd admitted to Mia that she really liked Tommy, or when she'd admitted to being a whore for big cock. She became hooked, eagerly following both Tommy and Mia around the house begging for them to fuck her. At first Tommy had thought about making Katie his girlfriend once more, but Mia has convinced him that she didn't deserve that and that things would be much simpler of she continued as their live-in cocksleeve. Katie was disappointed at first, but more than willing to do whatever it took to keep Tommy's cock in her life. And so they fucked happily every after.
The End
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It had to be her, I just knew it. After all, I must have spent hundreds, of if not thousands of hours beating my meat while watching her videos online. The long black hair, the piercing blue eyes, and most of all that body. She was more stacked than any other woman I'd seen in my life, with bigger curves packed onto her 5 foot 3 inch frame than I would have thought possible. Her tits were each the size of my head, twin orbs jutting straight out from her chest that sucked in the gaze of every man (and half the women) in the coffee shop. And her thick ass was jucier than even Sir Mix-a-Lot could have ever dreamed of. There was no doubt in my mind, she was THE Daphne Rosen, and I wanted her more than anything.
Out of the ten thousand coffee shops in Seattle, she came to ours everyday like clockwork. I didn't know if it was close to her apartment, or if it was because none of us hassled her, or just because she liked our coffee, but everyday she'd come in mid-morning, order a latte, and sit in the corner reading or working on her laptop for a few hours. I tried to play it cool and keep from staring at her, since I was sure she was tired of getting leered at by everything with a pulse, but sometimes I just couldn't help myself. She generally didn't dress too provocatively, but damned if that made a bit of difference for a sex goddess like her. Once upon a time I'd been obsessed with stick thin models, but after discovering Daphne it was like my brain had been rewritten and her thick curves were the epitome of feminine sexuality. So every once in a while she caught me staring with my mouth dropped open, but she always met my gaze with with a slight smile, as if she were flattered rather than offended, and understood that I was only human and awe was the proper reaction to her divine presence.
I found myself inevitably watching more and more porn featuring Daphne, as it was so much hotter after seeing her in real life every day. I must have watched every video she'd ever made, but I especially got off on her femdom ones. It wasn't my normal kink by any means, but it seemed so authentic when she took control. Other Dommes made an act of it, but always seemed to just be playing it up for the camera, and were never believably in control of their men. Daphne was different. There was a raw power coursing through her every move and shining from her steely eyes that made it clear that she was truly in charge. This was made even more intriguing by her laid back and generally chill attitude in real life.
Fascinated by her hidden dominant streak, I began fantasizing whenever I interacted with Daphne. I imagined myself as her helpless sub, bound completely to her will. Whenever she asked me for anything, I'd mentally reply with some variation of "Yes, Mistress." And when my fantasy got me too worked up, I'd head to the bathroom in the back to rub one out. In hindsight, what happened next was inevitable.
It was 8 am, and I was on the morning shift after a late night of partying. Bleary eyed, I was shuffling through the routine of handling customers when I looked up and was surprised to see Daphne standing in front of me. She normally didn't come in this early, but she was certainly a happy sight. She was wearing yoga pants and a sports bra, and looked like she must have been out jogging or something. She ordered her usual drink, and I played my usual game of pretending to call her Mistress. Only this time I made the biggest mistake of my life.
"Yes Mistress Rosen."
The words slipped out, mistakenly passed from my half-sleeping mind to my mumbling mouth. I froze, unsure if I'd really just said those words and hoping that Daphne hadn't heard them. After an excruciating silence I looked up, and saw her staring at me with a bemused grin. Her eyes seemed to bore right through me, and in a heartbeat I felt that all of my innermost secrets must have been laid bare to her sight.
"Interesting," she said, never breaking her stare.
Finally I tore myself away from her gaze, and hurriedly made her drink. I kept my eyes down as I handed it to her, not trusting myself to retain my composure if subjected to her erotic eyes once more. Mercifully she took it without a word and left to find a table. I breathed a sigh of relief, and tried to keep busy without too obviously looking over at her. After an hour of no further developments, I thought I was in the clear. But then she lifted her head right as I glanced over and caught my eye once more in her hypnotic gaze.
She lifted her hand, extended one finger, and beckoned to me to come over. I obeyed instantly, feeling the full weight of a command even from her simple gesture. She stared up at me for a long moment, once again giving me the eerie feeling that she was peering into the depths of my soul.
"Sit."
I mechanically pulled out the chair opposite her and complied.
"Good boy."
I felt chills run down my spine. It wasn't an overtly sexual thing to say, but in the context of my earlier slip-up I knew it had to be intentional. What I really couldn't believe was how much I liked it, as the tent under my apron showed.
"Now then, what was it that you called me earlier?"
I couldn't believe she was going to make me say it again. Nobody else had heard me the first time, but I couldn't guarantee that would be the case again. She was smiling at me like a cat playing with its dinner. She had me, and she knew it.
"Mistress Rosen," I mumbled as quietly as I could.
"I asked you a question, and I want an answer that I can actually hear. What did you call me earlier."
"Mistress Rosen," I answered as loudly as I dared.
"Good boy, I'm glad to see you can take an order."
I felt my cock harden even further at that, I was totally humiliated, but even more turned on.
"And how did you know my last name?"
"From watching your videos," I admitted as my face turned bright red. Here I was, sitting before the stacked goddess of my dreams, and I was admitting to jerking off to her pornos. But I knew that she must already know the truth, and I dreaded being caught by her in a lie.
"I thought as much," she said, betraying nothing by her tone. "And just what is it that you liked about my little videos?"
"Your tits," I blurted out, going for the obvious answer. "They're huge, and perfect, and so sexy. I've never seen another pair like them, I love them!"
I hadn't meant to say so much, but with Daphne herself sitting not three feet away from me wearing a tight sports bra that was obviously struggling to contain her cleavage, I just got lost in the moment.
"Mmmm, I like them too," she purred as she reached both hands up to cup them and squeeze her deep cleavage together, twisting each protruding nipple for just a moment with her fingertips. "What else?"
"Your massive ass! I was never into thicker women before, but all those skinny bitches just seem like little girls next to your curves. It's so juicy and thick, it makes my knees weak just thinking about it!"
"Hmmm. A tits and ass man? I must be just your type. What else?"
I almost told her about how much I loved her femdom videos, watching her take total control over men twice her size through the sheer power of her will and sexuality. But even after practically worshipping her body right to her face, I couldn't cross that final bridge. Then she reached across beneath the table and grabbed the front of my pants in her hand. She made a fist, clutching my fully erect member so tightly that it made me yelp in pain.
"What else do you like about my videos you horny little slut?"
"I love the way you dominate men. How you turn them at a whim into submissive toys for your pleasure. How when you take control it's clear that it's not just for the scene, it's real."
"And that's what you want me to do to you?" She asked with a hard squeeze on my captive cock.
"Yes..." I breathed out, just above a whisper.
"Yes what?" She responded with an even firmer squeeze.
"Yes Mistress Rosen!"
"Good boy, I'll see you tomorrow."
With that she stood, winked at me, and walked out of the coffee shop leaving my aching dick throbbing in my pants as I watched her perfect ass sway. That night I rubbed myself raw getting off on Daphne's videos. As uncomfortable as they had been, the events of that morning were undeniably the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. Of course, I had no idea what was going to happen the next day. If I had, I might have been a little less excited and a lot more scared.
Daphne strutted into the coffee shop the next morning with even more than her usual self-confidence. She was smoking hot, and she knew it, and that aura of confidence only added to her shimmering sexual appeal. She was wearing a dark red halter dress that looked as if it had been painted onto her ample curves. A pair of black slingback heels only brought her up to average height, but had the added effect of thrusting out her already huge tits and ass. Whereas normally she tried to keep a low profile, today she apparently wanted to be the center of attention, and she most certainly was. Every eye in the cafe was glued to her every bouncing step.
But her eyes were fixed only on me, like a lioness approaching her helpless prey.
"My usual, bring it to my table when it's ready."
She stood there for a long moment, obviously waiting for my reply. Unsure how else to end the awkward situation, I repeated once again the words that got me into this mess, as loudly as I dared.
"Yes Mistress Rosen."
A few people standing nearby gave me an odd look, one even looked like he might be envious, but thankfully none of my co-workers were nearby, and it was enough to send Daphne to her table. A few minutes later I had her drink ready, and carried it over. Luckily enough time had passed for her novelty to wear off, and the steady buzz of chatter was enough to cover our conversation. I put the coffee on the table, and she gestured to the open chair. For a few minutes we sat in silence as I was yet again subjected to her piercing gaze. Then finally, she spoke.
"You really are a submissive little bitch, aren't you?"
I had no idea how to even begin to respond.
"I mean, what kind of pathetic loser calls a woman his 'Mistress' out of nowhere, then admits to her that she's his 'perfect woman' and that he jacks off to her all the time?"
Again, I had no answer, and just kept my head down, hoping it would end.
"But you don't even have the faintest idea of how lucky you are, because I think I could use a barista bitch like you, but if we're going to do this, it's going to be on my terms, got that subby?"
I couldn't believe what I was hearing, but horniness overrode my every instinct for self-preservation as I meekly nodded.
"Good, now here are the ground rules. First, proper titles. You will refer to me solely as 'Mistress Rosen' unless we are in a public place, in which case you may simply call me 'Miss Rosen'."
She paused and looked at me meaningfully until I said, "Yes, Miss Rosen."
"Second, you are to obey me without question. What I say goes, period. But know that if you obey, wholly and completely, you will know a deeper level of sexual satisfaction than you can dream of."
"Yes Miss Rosen."
"Third, now that I know why you're always disappearing into the bathroom after I come in, I can see that your sexual urges will have to be taken in hand. From now on, you will wear this."
She placed something metal on the table which I quickly recognized as a chastity device. I quickly pulled it off the table amd into my lap before anyone else could see it. I couldn't believe I was going along with this, but with each accession to my Mistress' demands, I became less and less able to resist.
"Yes Miss Rosen."
"Good. Just one more rule. Starting with this cup, you buy my coffee," she said with a wink.
"I'd be happy to Miss Rosen," I answered with a laugh.
"See, I knew I could use a barista bitch. Now get to the bathroom and put on your cage."
It took some work to soften my raging hardon after that, especially since I didn't dare masturbate after what Daphne had said about controlling my 'sexual urges', but after a few minutes of trying to think about baseball I managed to soften enough to squeeze into the uncomfortable metal contraption. The metal was cold and unyielding. A ring around my scrotum held my balls down and away from my cock, which was encased in its' own series of rings. A locking mechanism on the top clicked into place, sending shivers down my spine as I realized that my only way out was in the hands of a stranger.
I exited the bathroom a bit awkwardly, slowly getting the hang of walking without pinching myself in the rings. Daphne watched my mincing steps back to the table with evident glee.
"Alright subby, let's see how good you are at following directions," she said when I got back to the table. "Did you rub your pathetic little cock while you were in there, or did you remember who controls your orgasms?"
"I didn't Miss Rosen, I know you're in control," I answered, grateful that it was the truth.
"And did you lock everything up just like I told you to?" She asked as she reached out and grabbed me to check for herself. The metal rings clacked slightly under her fingernails.
"Good boy," she said with a wicked grin. "I think you might actually work out. Just remember who holds your key." She lifted the chain dangling between her massive breasts, revealing a small key dwarfed in the mountains of her cleavage. "Now get back to work and let me enjoy my coffee."
I went back to my shift and tried to focus on my work, but the experience I'd just been through was hard to keep off my mind, especially when I had to adapt my every move to accommodate my new chastity cage. Did she plan to have me wear this all the time? It was undeniably hot, but I could already feel the cum in my balls begging for release. Whenever I looked over at Daphne's table, she seemed to be more interested in watching me in my discomfort than in whatever else she was feigning interest in, and more than once it looked like the hand she kept under the table might have been working under her dress.
After a couple hours she got up to leave, and waved me over. Relieved, I thought she'd be unlocking me from my prison, but those hopes were quickly crushed. She had me tell her my email address, and told me that I'd be receiving my homework for the night after my shift ended, but she never mentioned unlocking me, and I had the good sense not to ask.
That afternoon when I got off work, I rushed home to check my email. And there it was, waiting for me, a message from my personal fantasy Daphne Rosen. I almost had to pinch myself to believe it. Somehow I'd stumbled into a... relationship? I honestly wasn't sure what exactly to call it, but whatever it was, it was hotter than anything I'd ever experienced. Of course, not everything was ideal, as evidenced by the steel cage around my manhood, but if that's what it took to be with a goddess, so be it.
The email was long, but it was mostly just a series of links. The only text was a short message at the top that said "Start with the first link." I clicked it, and was taken to a video of Daphne talking right to the camera.
"Alright my little barista bitch, now that we're in private, I can start to actually train your sorry ass to serve me. And if you ever want to be released from your little cage, you'll follow every word I say." She lifted the chain around her neck, pulling my key from between her breasts and dangling it in front of the camera.
"Now since you're in your cage for the night, what comes next is going to be quite difficult for you. You're going to go through each of the links I've provided, and you're going to watch each and every one of them. And not only that, you're going to setup your webcam so that I can check in on you whenever I like. If I see you giving me anything less than your full attention, I'll find out, and trust me, you will not enjoy the consequences. Now be a good little boy, setup your camera, and click the next link."
I felt oddly exposed as the light on my webcam blinked on after I linked it to the site Daphne instructed me to. It was kinda hot knowing that she might be watching me right then, but it still felt vaguely unsettling. But my fears vanished when I opened the next link. It was a video of Daphne that I'd never seen before (a rarity given my quasi-obsession with her). She was laying on a bed, fully nude, pumping a large black dildo in and out of her pussy. She wasn't speaking, just staring straight into the camera, but her voice was overlayed on the video. In a steady monotone she told me that I could never satisfy her with my pathetic cock, and teased me over how aroused I must be seeing her pleasuring herself with a real cock. She told me to focus on her body while I let her voice slip into the back of my mind, and I did, subconsciously following her commands to undress and to try to play with myself while fixated on her perfect form. I snapped out of my daze when the video ended with her climaxing as she buried her dildo to the hilt in her pussy. It had been twenty minutes, but it hardly felt as if any time had passed at all. My cock was as hard as it could get in its' cage, aching from being pressed against the steel rings. Precum was starting to drip from the tip.
My computer dinged. Another email from Daphne.
"Next link, no taking breaks from your homework you pathetic slut. And lick up that precum."
She was watching me! Even though it seemed gross, I ran my finger over the tip of my caged dick and licked off my own fluids. Then I clicked the next link. This video was of Daphne in a threesome with two huge black dudes. As I watched, her voice overlaid on top of the video started again, quickly burrowing into my subconscious as I entered a strangely horny zen state. I vaguely remembered seeing her take both black bulls in a range of positions, but honestly it all became a blur as my mind operated more on feeling than active thought. I felt horny. Oh goddess I was so horny. And proud? Yes, that was it. Proud. I was proud to be such a good boy for Mistress Rosen and proud of my mistress for being so skilled in managing both bulls at once. Then as she climaxed while being pumped front and back I felt happy. Grateful even. Mistress Rosen looked so joyful as she rode I couldn't help but feel thankful for the two hung men who were taking care of her needs.
I snapped out of my trance to see the video had ended. At some point I'd apparent set a shot glass under my cage to catch the oozing precum dripping out. I knew instantly what I was to do, and lifted it to my mouth, licking it clean and putting it back in place before clicking the next link.
Video after video flew by. Daphne pegging men with a strapon. Daphne fooling around with another busty model. Daphne staring deeply into my eyes through the screen as her voiceover continued to take me deeper. Finally I'd finished the last link. Hours had passed. I looked down at my shot glass with a note of sadness that it had barely a dribble in it. Apparently over the course of the evening I'd been drained. Still I threw it back and licked it clean, savoring the taste of submission. I checked my email once more, but there were no new messages. Idly I wondered just much of what I'd done had been watched. When I went to sleep I imagined I could still hear her voice echoing in my mind.
The next day at the coffee shop I nearly jumped out of my skin when Mistress Rosen walked in. She was again dressed to kill and pulling the eyes of everyone in the shop, which was a small mercy as nobody but her saw me tremble and shake as the urges to drop to my knees, to run to her and nuzzle up her dress to worship her ass, and to futiley try to jerk off through my chastity cage all flooded my mind at once.



She again ordered her usual drink, smiling broadly as I called her Miss Rosen, then took her seat. When I brought her drink over I thought she might have me sit with her again, but she instead ignored me. Unsure of what to do, I turned to leave and was shocked when a firm hand smacked and squeezed my butt from behind.
"Thanks for the coffee sweet cheeks, go ahead and put it on your tab."
I was mortified, but the rest of my shift passed without incident. When Mistress Rosen got up to leave my heart broke a little. I'd thought that maybe after being such a good boy the night before she'd let me out of my cage. It turned out that I drastically misunderstood our relationship.
That evening I came home to a new email with a new set of links to work though. I dutifully setup my webcam and my shot glass and set to work on my homework. Again video after video of my beautiful mistress in all manner of scenes blurred together, some new to me and what I could only assume were personal footage and others classics I'd masturbated to a hundred times. But like last night I never came, just oozed into my shotglass which I cleaned out between videos. The final link was to an audio only file with instructions to listen as I slept. As I slipped my headphones on I heard Mistress Rosen's soothing voice, praising me for serving her so well. After the firm instructions and domineering tone of her voice overlays in the videos it was like being wrapped in a warm blanket after trudging through a blizzard. I rested my head on my pillow, imagining that it was her lap, and swiftly feel fast asleep as her gentle voice continued to shape my mind for her purposes.
The next week continued in the same pattern. Every morning my beautiful mistress would spend a few hours in the coffee shop teasing me, and every night she'd send me a new set of homework. She came up with all sorts of minor humiliations to put me through while I was working. Any time I walked away from her she took advantage and either groped or swatted me from behind. I felt a sudden sympathy for waitresses back in the 50's. Sometimes she positioned a thumb to slide between my cheeks and prod at my cherry. other times she swung low and gripped my swollen balls, which made a perfect little target thanks to the cage she never let me take off. I knew I should be angry, but instead I felt flattered.
One day she turned her laptop around to show me what she was working on. I was shocked to see the view of myself in my webcam, staring vacantly as I tweaked my nipple with one hand and stroked my chastity cage with the other. When I slammed her laptop shut to try to prevent anyone else from seeing it, I knocked her coffee to the ground, spilling it all over. I held my breath, unable to believe what I'd just done and trembling at the thought of how my mistress might punish me. But she merely smiled at me like the cat who ate the canary.
"Well barista bitch, get down there and clean up your mess."
I dropped to my hands and knees, whipping the towel out from my apron as I frantically started to wipe up the spill. I was taken entirely by surprise when I felt her bare foot slide up my leg. Not daring to turn around, I could only try to stifle my moans as she slid her toes higher and higher and began to brush them against my aching balls and throbbing caged cock. Pleasure and pain swirled together intoxicatingly as she pressed hard, crushing my package against my body. I frantically worked to wipe up the last of it as her foot slid even higher and her toes began to prod at my ass. My cheeks parted for her as she began to force her toe into me. With a shuddering gasp that must have attracted the attention of the nearby patrons I came hard, pumping stream after stream of pent up cum into my pants.
She pulled her foot back then, sliding it back and forth through the cum seeping through my pants, torturing my sensitive cock.
"Hmm, I think you missed a bit on my foot."
I turned on my hands and knees and stared up at her, at the same time feeling like I was right where I belonged and wondering how the hell I had gotten here. I moved to wipe her foot off with my towel, but she viciously kicked it away.
"You'd use that filthy thing to clean the divine body of your goddess? No. Use your tongue you sad little bitch."
I'd like to say that I refused. Or that I at least hesitated for a moment. Or that I even thought about the small crowd that must have been watching the spectacle. But I didn't. I practically lunged at her foot, mouth wide open as I licked, kissed, and sucked every square millimeter of it with the fervor of a thirsting man in the desert finding water and the passion of a man on his wedding night. Her voice commanded, and I obeyed. I wasn't even ashamed as I savored the sweet taste of my submisson, I was thrilled. This was the first time she'd allowed me to touch her in such an intimate way, and the whole world seemed to disappear as I made love to her feet. Once I'd fantasized about sex with Daphne, of kissing her sweet full lips, or of worshipping her amazing tits or ass. But here on my knees I instinctually felt that I was right where I belonged. To worship my goddess' feet was honor beyond imagining as I could almost hear her voice in the back of my mind telling me over and over again.
I have no idea how much time had passed when she finally pulled her foot away. I was bereaved, and felt for a moment as if the light had gone out from the world. I felt like a puppy left home alone by its master as they'd gone out for work. The world slowly came back into focus as I looked up and saw hear beatific face beaming down at me.
"Sit with me, you've earned it."
I stood and reached for the chair across from her, but Mistress Rosen instead slid over in her booth seat and patted the space next to her. I wordlessly took my place and rested my head on her shoulder while she slipped an arm around my back. She opened her laptop again and began shopping online as she continued to rub my back and pat my head, periodically sliding her hand down to give my ass a little love-squeeze. I watched as she browsed through couture lingerie, marveling at the cost as I imagined what it would look like on her. Then she continued shopping for stranger items, including herbal supplements that promised to "make you cum buckets", a home enema kit, a set of sparkling jeweled butt plugs, and finally a large black dildo similar to the one I'd watched her masturbate with in her private videos. I was so engrossed in imagining her using all of her new purchases that I completely missed something she said, and could only stare dumbly as she held out her hand expectantly.
"I said give me your credit card barista bitch. After all, most of this shit is for you. And you should be happy to buy me some pretty lingerie. Maybe one day I'll even let you see me in it."
I handed her my card and tried not to think about how I'd manage the unexpected bill. She punched it in and finished all her purchases, but instead of handing it back she slid it down her cleavage, nestling it against the key still dangling there. The message was clear. Another piece of control had just been transferred into her tight grasp, and I doubted it would ever be returned.
"Well sweet cheeks you'd better get back to your shift. Don't be afraid to flirt a bit, you'll need to earn a lot of tips."
As she left I returned to work with the hardened cum strains on my pants mostly covered by my apron. I did my best to ignore the stares from coworkers and customers alike, thinking only of how sweet it would be to lose myself in my Mistress' voice as soon as I got home.
A couple of days later a few boxes showed up at my door. Mistress Rosen must have had tracking notifications turned on, because her email assignment that day told me to open one of the herbal supplement bottles and put it by my PC and to prepare the dildo as well. I obeyed, setting aside the remaining box and eagerly starting up the first video. When I came to it was dark out. The dildo wobbled in my hand as layers of drool ran down the thick shaft. My aching jaw and throat told me exactly where that saliva had come from, and I vaguely recalled that montage of videos I'd just watched of Mistress Daphne deepthroating monster cock after monster cock. I checked the supplement bottle and saw that it was nearly half empty. Surely the claims of quintupling cum production were just a load of hogwash. but I couldn't help but cringe recalling the price of each bottle and knowing that Mistress Daphne still had my credit card. My computer dinged as an email came in.
"I was so happy to see you take all your medicine and pump it down with a nice thick cock. Now you need to get ready for bed. Use the kit I sent you to get all cleaned out, then use the smallest plug. It's time we began training your body as well as your mind."
Although I'd never done anything like it before, I went to the shower and followed the instructions on the kit, washing out my ass until it was clean as could be. Then I inspected the butt plugs. they were each made from shiny metal and capped with a faceted glass heart. There were six in all, a rainbow that spanned from a dainty little red hearted plug up to a monstrous gleaming impaler nearly the size of my dildo and topped with a cute little purple heart. Taking the red plug in hand I knelt and instinctively lifted my ass high in the air. I couldn't help but think of Mistress Rosen's toes exploring my nether regions a few days before, and I tried to imagine that the cold metal plug was her soft warm toe as it slipped inside of me.
The next morning a new email instructed me to clean again and to wear my new jewellery to work. When she came in to the shop, mistress seemed to enjoy watching me awkwardly wobble around as I tried to get used to the relentless invader massaging my insides. Several times she signaled me to come over, pretended to have forgotten what she wanted, then squeezed a hand between my cheeks to fondle the jeweled cap. I couldn't help but squeeze down on it as she wiggled the plug in my bum, sending waves of unfamiliar pleasure up my spine. It was all I could do to stifle an audible moan, and the oozing strain that appeared on the front of my pants made me wonder whether those supplements actually worked as advertised.
Soon I grew more used to my new accessory, prompting a command from Mistress to upgrade to the yellow plug. I was surprised at how easily it went in after days of training with the red one, but I couldn't imagine that any amount of training would every coax my ass into accepting the largest of the set.
I wasn't sure if it was the supplements taking effect or the new plug pressing on my prostate as I ground my hips into my seat while finishing my homework, but it seemed like I was leaking more and more into my shot glass with every video. What had once been a dribble of clear precum was now a solid shot of creamy white. I never felt the release of an orgasm, but after each video I found a load of cum at least as big as those I used to pump out while masturbating had leaked from my caged dick. I was slowly becoming more attached to my dildo as well, associating it with the pleasure of watching Mistress Rosen and listening to her hypnotic voice for hours at a time. Feeling inspired, one night I tried pouring my shot of milked cum over the head before sucking it off. The next day Mistress giggled in the coffee shop as she loudly asked me if I'd enjoyed sucking the cum off of that big cock last night. Then in a quieter voice she instructed me that I should eat my cum that way from then on. I was utterly embarrassed and turned beet red as every eye in the place was glued to me. But I knew that in spite of my shame that evening I would be licking load after load of cum that dribbled out of my sad little locked up cock off of the dildo I'd been forced to buy for myself all because in one moment of distraction I'd called my crush my mistress and she had made it come true.
A few days later the next set of online purchases from my Mistress showed up on my doorstep. I tried not to think about my growing credit card bill as I rifled through the contents. My first thought was that there must have been some mistake. None of the shirts were long enough to go much past my midriff, the shorts were all super short, and beneath those there was a tangled pile of thongs. Then I saw the note at the bottom.
"Time to get working on earning those tips sweet cheeks. Try on your new uniform and sign in for your homework."
I was sure I'd look totally ridiculous, but I was still curious to see myself dressed in what Mistress Rosen thought would look good on me. After some struggling, I myself into one of the shirts. As I'd expected, it stopped a couple inches above my navel, but the right fabric did feel kinda sexy on me. Choosing to skip the thongs, I tried on a pair of shorts next. They were just as tight as the shirt and extended a mere inch down my thighs. The stretchy fabric wrapped tightly around me, prominently displaying my locked cock in enough detail that a close examination might reveal the metal rings. In the back I felt a slight wedgie as the seam slid between my cheeks, lifting my ass while also spreading it ever so slightly.
I walked over to the mirror to check myself out, expecting to look totally ridiculous, but to my surprise I was kinda hot. With my slight build I looked like a sexy twink. Or maybe even a tomboyish lesbian. The only thing that looked out of place was my boxers sticking out above and below my shorts. I turned from my reflection to pull out a thong to fix that, then suddenly stopped.
What was I doing? Sure, Daphne was a stone cold fox with the body of a goddess and an icy blue stare that pierced my soul, but what on earth did she have me doing? She had my credit card, was probably going to get me fired from my job with the scenes she kept making, had me licking my leaked out cum from a massive dildo, and for over a month she hadn't even let me have a proper orgasm. I'd always made fun of pussy-whipped guys, but at least they were getting pussy. I was gooning for hours each night without any chance of even jerking off. And now she was dressing me up like some femboy twink slut?
I slowly peeled off the shirt and shorts, dressing in my old clothes. I thought about pulling out my jeweled butt plug, but honestly I'd grown to appreciate the feeling of fullness as it constantly pressed against my prostate. Knowing that Daphne would see if I logged in to watch my nightly videos, instead I curled up in bed, hugging a pillow close to my body and trying not to think about what she had done to me. But night after night of routine had trained me like a dog. My balls ached, begging for even the oozing release I got from watching her videos. I looked at the pile of empty herbal supplement bottles, no longer doubting their effectiveness as my trapped balls were plump as plums with backed up cum. In desperation I tried humping the pillow I was holding, slowly at first but soon with frantic energy.
It was no use. Even imaging Daphne being there with me I couldn't squeeze a single drop of cum out without seeing her. My computer regularly dinged with notifications of new emails. I knew she must be wondering where I was. I knew that she was the only hope I had for relieving the pressure in my balls. But most of all I knew that if I gave in now I might never have a moment of lucidity like this again.
I lasted five more minutes before I leapt out of bed, frantically stripped down, and pulled on a thong, booty shorts, and crop top. Opening my email I saw message after message from Mistress, ordering me to turn on my webcam and get to work. When I finally switched on my webcam a notification instantly popped up inviting me to a video chat. When I accepted I saw my Mistress there on the screen, looking me up and down as she judged my new look.
"Was that so hard?" she teased. "You look like a real slut now, and a total sub. Don't worry, before long you'll feel better. Our outside should always match the inside, and it's time for the world to know that you're my bitch."
I nodded weakly, not sure how I felt about that, but immensely relieved just to be staring deeply into my Mistress' eyes once more. With a moan I felt the cum already starting to ooze out of me.
"Sounds like somebody is eager. Listen, I know I've been asking a lot of you, and I want you to know how proud I am of all the work you've done to please me."
"I love you Mistress Rosen," I sobbed out before I could stop myself. "I love you so much."
"I know you do, thank you," she said with a smile. "So tonight lets do something a little different. No links, no videos. Just lean back in your seat and listen to my voice..."
I remember very little of the night after that. I was so used to going into a gooning trance at the sound of her voice that I slipped under quickly. But this was a thousand times more personal. Instead of hearing her while watching her in various sex scenes, now she was right there, softly smiling as she told me over and over what a good boy I was, how hot I looked in my new clothes, how proud she was to be my Mistress.
When I awoke the next morning, my balls no longer ached. I have no idea how long it took through my cage, or how much of my own cum I'd licked off my dildo, but my Mistress must have spent hours helping me to ooze it all out. It made me feel so grateful to her as I slipped into a fresh set of my new clothes. She loved me, I was sure of it. I mean, she hadn't said it, but just look at how good she is to me. Maybe not quite as much as I love her, but she must love me, right?
Right?
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Author's note: this story is a continuation of a choose your own adventure series. I recommend that you begin at Momma Mia - Introduction so that the story will make sense.
"Chico, I think you're ready to take the last step in becoming my perfect lover," Mia said as she took a sip and returned her drink to Tommy's tray.
Tommy waited patiently for Mia to continue, knowing that he would obey whatever she asked.
"I've always wanted a pet that I could love and spoil, and imagine how happy you'll be when you don't have to worry about all those thoughts bothering you. So what do you say Chico, will you be my little puppy?"
Whatever Tommy expected when Mia said she'd make him into her perfect lover, it hadn't been this. Sure, he followed her around the house like a puppy and obeyed her every command like a good boy, but he was still a man, not an animal.
Seeing his hesitation, Mia seized the opportunity to make up what was left of his mind for him.
"Bad boy, puppies don't stand on two legs! Down boy, get down."
Tommy didn't think, he just dropped straight down on all fours.
"Oh, who's Mommy's good boy," Mia cooed as she scratched Tommy's head and pulled his face down into her lap. "You deserve a treat for that, here's Mommy's bone."
Tommy eagerly opened his mouth and began sucking on his stepmother's eight inch cock while kneeling on all fours next to her lounger. As he focused on enjoying his treat he felt his other thoughts slipping slowly away, his last fuzzy thought being that he was a good boy, and that maybe Mia was right that he'd be happier if he didn't have to think at all.
After that, life continued much as before in some ways. Mia still had Tommy wear his milker most of the time, which constantly extracted the cum from his massively swollen balls for her to bottle and sell. He easily produced 2-3 quarts per day now, and had to eat voraciously to keep up his production and his buff physique. Tommy had rarely worn clothes around the house before, so Mia didn't have to do any more work there, though she did have to remind him from time to time that puppies walked on four legs.
At first he resisted that, and would sometimes sneak around on two feet when he thought she wasn't watching, but Mia continued to upload recordings of her hypnotic voice to the earbuds he constantly wore and soon Tommy found that he actually felt more comfortable crawling on all fours. And besides it made Mia happy, and when she was happy she would give him a good bone.
A few days later Mia gave Tommy a present: a black butt plug with a cute curly dog tail. Tommy enjoyed taking Mia's cock when she chose to pound him from behind, but he wasn't sure about wearing a plug full time.
"Just try it Chico, I'm sure you'll learn to love it. Besides, puppies have cute little tails, and you're my puppy, right?
Mia punctuated her question with scritches to the back of. Tommy's head, right by his ear. He LOVED those, though he wasn't quite sure why. He was like putty in Mia's hands as she took a dollop of cum from Tommy's milker to use as lube and pushed his plug in place. He still wasn't sure if he liked it, but then Mia took the looping harness at the bottom of the plug and wrapped it around Tommy's balls. They were the size of tennis balls now, and struggled for space between Tommy's muscled thighs. But now pulled back behind his legs they had room to breathe. Maybe having a tail wouldn't be so bad after all.
As a treat for wearing his tail the rest of the day, except when Mia pulled it out to fuck him doggystyle, Mia let Tommy sleep on the mattress at the foot of her bed that night. It was oddly intimate while also strongly reinforcing her role as the alpha in their relationship. Tommy drifted off to sleep listening to Mia's voice in his earbuds explaining over and over again that puppies don't have lovers, they have masters.
Tommy awoke the next morning to find that one of Mia's feet was nestled against his balls while the other pressed his 11 inch cock up against his abdomen. At first he tried to stay still. Master was sleeping and she wouldn't want to be disturbed. But her feet felt so good. He started slowly, grinding against them, but before long he was humping them with all his might. Mia awoke just as he came, erupting with so much force that he blasted out the collection tube from his milker and sprayed ropes of thick, sticky cum all over.
Mia sat up on bed and looked down at the mess he'd made.
"Bad dog. Bad, bad dog." she scolded. "Clean up your mess, now.
Stricken with guilt, Tommy crawled out of bed and returned with a towel, but Master stopped him before he could wipe.
"Silly puppy," Mia said with a smile. "Doggies don't use their hands, they clean with their tongues."
Tommy didn't know what he'd been thinking. Maybe that was the problem. He'd been thinking. Better to just listen to Master.
Mia lounged back in her bed, slowly stroking herself while she watched her beefcake stepson licking up his puddles of cum from the sheets and her feet, his tail wagging happily as he knelt on all fours. She loved her pet, and loved the power rush that came from training him and shaping him into a sex-obsessed animal that she had wrapped around her finger. As he worked his mouth up and down the soles of her feet and flicked his tongue between each of her toes she felt herself growing more and more excited.
"That's mommy's good boy, now come up here for your treat."
Tommy didn't even think, he just obeyed as he crawled up Master's bed and enjoyed sucking on his bone.
It took some time to fully train Tommy not to use his hands, but Mia had plenty and was willing to work with him constantly. One of his favorite games was when she brought one of her dildos out by the pool and threw it for him to fetch while she tanned in her chair. Each time he would scamper off on all fours, returning proudly holding it in his mouth to present it to her. Eventually when she grew tired of throwing the dildo, she would have him stay beside her and train one of his holes with it.
As days turned into weeks Mia watched Tommy's progress carefully. With her hypnotic conditioning he never willfully used his hands when he could help it, but her goal was to remake him so completely that he simply couldn't. She wanted her puppy to be perfect. Finally when she judged that he was ready, she put him to the test.
After a session of playing fetch the dildo, Mia told Tommy to give her a foot massage and gave him permission to use his hands. Unsure of himself, Tommy sat back on his hindlegs and pawed roughly at Master's beautiful feet. He tried to focus and force his hands to work properly, but he just couldn't do it. He let out a whine of frustration.
"Aw, is my puppy having a hard time using his little paws?"
"Yes Master, I'm sorry, I just can't." Tommy said as he stifled back tears. Stringing together so many words just made him feel worse. It was so hard to think enough to speak.
"How about this puppy, you can give me a massage with your tongue instead, just start at my feet and work your way up."
Tommy didn't have to be told twice, and set to work on Mia's feet with zeal. He licked and nuzzled and licked until his face was covered with his own saliva. Then he remembered Master's instructions and began licking his way up her legs as she lay on her front, soaking in the sun and enjoying his puppy kisses. Finally he reached her tanned, glorious ass. He paused for a moment to take in its beauty, then dove in tongue first. He naturally sniffed as he licked, breathing in the aroma of sex exuding from her every pore. He'd started from the bottom of her cheeks, and worked his way around each, but he gradually found himself following her scent deeper and deeper between her cheeks until his face was buried in her ass.
His tongue probed her hole, which was somehow still tight in spite of her regularly taking rides on her hung doggy. With total focus he rimmed around and around, lapping wetly before pushing his tongue as far as he could reach within her sweet ass. Mia moaned with pleasure, calling back to her pet to just keep licking until she couldn't take it anymore. She pushed Tommy back with her feet pressed firmly into his pecs, ignoring his whimpering as he strained to bury his face in her ass again.
"Sit."
Tommy stopped resisting and sat back on his haunches.
"Beg."
Tommy begin to whine wordlessly, frantically trying to express how much he needed Master's body.
"Fuck."
Mia laughed with glee as her obedient doggy clambered up her back on all fours and expertly thrust his massive cock into her glistening hole without ever once using his hands. He fucked her with such beastial energy that she started to wonder if she'd gone too far and created a sex monster that even she couldn't handle. Then finally Tommy thrust himself to the hilt, slapping his pedulous balls against her hard cock as he leaned back and howled. As he pumped a load of thick cum deep within her ass, Mia shuddered under him, relishing her own pulsing orgasm. Tommy finally slid out panting as Mia made herself comfortable on her lounger once more.
"Lick."
Tommy didn't hesitate, plunging his face once more into the ass he'd just plowed and happily cleaning his beautiful Master.
Life was simple and happy for Tommy after that. He awoke each morning at Master's feet, and if he was good and didn't hump her awake then she let him sleep up on the bed instead of on the floor. After that he spent almost his entire day at Master's side. When she showered, he was right there with her getting washed as well as he licked her clean wherever he could. When she worked out and did yoga, he curled up to watch, sniffing at her delicious sweat and waiting for his opportunity to taste it. When she tanned by the pool she usually either played fetch with him or let him massage her with his tongue. And all throughout the day whenever Master got horny he was always ready to suck her cock, take it up his ass, or if he'd been really good mount her from behind.
Days blended together and on most of them Tommy didn't really have a coherent thought. Just fuzzy feelings and happiness at being a good boy. Master seemed especially happy as she carefully measured how much cream he made for her each day. With space to grow back behind his hindlegs, Tommy's balls had swollen ever larger, and Master praised him with head scritches for all the bottles he filled.
One day Master have him a small wrapped box. He pawed and gnawed at it, but couldn't get it open. She laughed and opened it for him. Inside was a collar with a golden heart tag inscribed with his name: "Chico". He smiled and tried to say thank you, by as his mouth struggled with tge unfamiliar task of forming words Mia took his face in her hands and stopped him.
"Puppies don't speak, Chico. Now let's put your mouth to better use."
Mia pulled her puppy's head down onto her cock, sighing in satisfaction as he eagerly began to give her a slobbery wet blowjob with no thought of human dignity. He didn't even notice as she slipped the collar around his neck, locking it in place and sealing his fate forever.
A couple of weeks later Stan returned from his latest business trip to find his house empty. As much as he'd loved Mia, he knew that there was no way he could keep her forever. He tried to brush off the thought that she might have run away with Tommy, thinking that it must be a coincidence and his son must have been off on another one of his benders.
Across the county Mia and Chico settled into their new lives together. While she wasn't able to afford anything as lavish as Stan's sprawling mansion, they lived quite comfortably together on the steady income from selling Chico's cream, and their days were filled with nothing but sex as happiness as his puppy love for her never faded.
The End
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It all started with the recession. Out of nowhere the economy tanked, and my wife Suzie and I were both laid off in the span of a week. In a moment we'd give gone from living the high life on our dual incomes with no kids to relying on our meager savings to pay bills and the mortgage. We didn't panic for the first month, confident that we'd be able to find work somewhere, but recent changes to FDA guidelines had already weakened the market for pharmaceutical scientists like us, and the downturn in the economy was the last nail in the coffin. Then came a single glimmer of hope from an unlikely source.
Suzie had been casting a wider and wider net in her job applications with no luck when a banner ad caught her attention. It advertised payment of up to $3000 per week for "well-qualified" women. She was sure it would turn out to be porn or something skeezy, but Suzie was desperate enough to take a look. It turned out to be an advertisement seeking freelance wet nurses. Apparently there were enough rich moms in the San Francisco area who wanted their precious little tykes to get the best in nutrition but weren't willing to do it themselves to make a booming market for surrogates. At first Suzie shrugged it off as a curiosity, but after a day of fruitless job hunting, she brought it up as we were going to bed.
"Chris, have you ever heard of wet nursing?"
I'd been staring blankly up at the ceiling, waiting for sleep to come while stressing over the next month's bills, and it took me a moment to register the question.
"You mean, breastfeeding other people's kids? I think I remember hearing about that in some history class."
"Well apparently it's back," Suzie paused for a moment, "and apparently it pays..."
The implication took a moment to sink in.
"But you haven't had kids, can you even... You know..." I asked, gesturing at her tits.
"Make milk? For $3000 a week I sure as hell can!"
The next morning I woke up to find Suzie already at her laptop, furiously typing away and scribbling down notes. I went to make a pot of coffee and waited. I knew that when Suzie was researching it was best to leave her alone until she was ready to share. After a few minutes she sighed contentedly and closed her laptop. Taking my cue, I brought over two cups of coffee and waited for her explanation.
"I told you it could be done," she said, gesturing to her breasts, "and now I know exactly how to do it."
Suzie explained that lactation came down to two simple factors: hormones and demand. Hormones triggered the body to start producing milk, and are normally released by pregnancy. There are ways to simulate that with some herbal mixtures, but Suzie had remembered an experimental drug trial we'd worked on with an odd side effect: it had triggered lactation in rodent test subjects! It had never made it to human trials due to the strong side effect, but odds were it would have a similar effect on humans. And Suzie was sure she could talk some of her old co-workers into giving her some of the archived pills.
"But what about the other factor, demand?" I asked after Suzie finished her explanation.
"That's where you come in lover-boy," she said with a mischievous wink.
After another fruitless day of job hunting for me, Suzie came home with a proud grin on her face. In her hand was a bag full of white pills, each imprinted with the identifier PP-42H. I couldn't believe it. It had to be a felony, or at least a misdemeanor to release experimental medications like that, but somehow Suzie had talked her old co-workers into it. Suzie reached into the bag and pulled out a small handful with a mischievous smile.
"No idea what the dosage should be, but this should be enough to get me started I think!"
I could only imagine what she was getting us into as she tossed back the experimental pills with a glass of water.
"Now then, I've done my part, and it's time for you to do yours."
I gladly followed Suzie to the couch, where she sat and gestured for me to lay down with my head in her lap. As she removed her top and bra without ceremony I felt the same electric thrill I had first felt years ago when I'd first seen her beautiful breasts. They were all-natural D-cups and surprisingly perky given their size. Each prefect orb was adorned with a soft pink puffy areola with a small hard nub of slightly darker nipple in the center. I had always been a tit man, and Suzie's rack had been the first thing that had caught my eye when we'd first met. I had sucked on and played with her breasts countless times over the years, but this was somehow different. Sucking her delightful nipple into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue wasn't foreplay to further passion, it was now the entire point. And there was something about my position laying in her lap instead of climbing on top of her as usual that made me feel oddly submissive, yet also at peace, as if all the cares of lost jobs, mounting bills, and a relentless mortgage fell away as I lay in the lap of this strong, intelligent, beautiful woman and sucked.
Suzie settled in and reached for the remote, switching on a show to keep her occupied while I provided the stimulation she'd decided was necessary. Several times she lightly slapped my cheek and chastised me for playing with her nipple more than sucking on it, reminding me that if we couldn't get her milk flowing fast we'd be out on the street. Eventually I got the hang of it, trying my best to ignore the erotic nature of what we were doing, but when Suzie told me it was time to switch sides, my obvious erection straining in my pants caught her eye.
"Mmm, it looks like my big boy likes sucking on my titties," she said as I settled in on the other side. "Let's see if I can help with that."
Holding my head firmly to her breast with one hand, she undid my belt and slid my pants down with the other, freeing my throbbing cock and stroking it as I continued to stimulate her. Now, the truth was that Suzie had always loved me playing with her tits, almost as much as I'd loved playing with them myself. Her show had kept her distracted for a while, but now that she was giving me a handjob it didn't take long for her to get into it herself, moaning in time with her strokes and my sucks.
"Fuck it, arousal is supposed to help get things going, let's do this."
Usually when we had sex it was either missionary or doggy-style, but something had gotten into Suzie as she flipped me onto the couch and lifted my ankles into the air.
"Hold that cock out for me," she ordered.
Not quite sure what to expect, I did so, and she immediately squatted down, taking it right into her wet pussy as she spread my legs wide to make space. I was instantly lost in pleasure as I surrendered to the strange sensation of my normally demure wife fucking me like an Amazonian warrior. Pressed into the couch, I could hardly move as she had her way with me, humping my cock until with a shuddering gasp she clenched her grip on my ankles even tighter and launched into the throes of orgasm. Her clenching pussy soon sent me over the edge as well, and we ended up in a giggling, sweaty heap on the couch. We both felt too exhausted to continue with stimulating her breasts after that, so we snuggled in and watched TV until it was time to sleep.
The next couple days saw similar scenes play out. Suzie kept taking her pills, estimating the proper dosage as best she could, and in between our ongoing job hunts she would call me in every few hours to do my part to provide appropriate stimulation. In theory Suzie said that we needed to stimulate each breast for at least fifteen minutes every three hours, but in practice, we were lucky if we went five minutes on one before we started fucking like rabbits again. I don't know if it was another side effect of the experimental medication, but Suzie's libido was through the roof and she was becoming much more assertive in satisfying it.
Three days in as we sat together at the kitchen table puzzling over the latest set of unpaid bills, we took stock of our situation. Suzie's breasts had definitely started to grow, to the point where she rarely wore a bra anymore because her old ones didn't fit and new ones costed money we didn't have, but there hadn't been so much as a drop of precious milk yet.
"I think we both know what the problem is," Suzie sighed as she massaged her sore breasts, willing her milk to come in. "Without enough stimulation, half of the equation is missing. If we're going to keep the house we need to start making cash, and fast. I think I have something that will help."
Suzie pulled out a small box and slid it across the table to me. Inside I found a strange metal device, almost like a small cage with metal rings.
"It was a gag gift from my bachelorette party," she explained. "The girls said that if I was ever worried about you sleeping around I could lock you up tight and make sure you stayed well-behaved."
Realization dawned on me. The big ring at the base must be meant to go around my balls, and with the tight series of smaller rings encasing my cock. I doubted if I'd even be able to get hard. I tried to protest, but Suzie was having none of it.
"Look Chris, I've been pumping my body with experimental pills that will do God knows what to me, and we're still going to end up on the streets because we can't stop fucking every time you suck on my tits. So man up, take your pants off, and take care of the problem."
I couldn't argue with her when she'd made her mind up, and that settled it. It took a few minutes of experimentation to get myself into the tiny prison, but finally I managed to turn the key in the lock and pull it out. Suzie held out her hand expectantly, and after a moment of hesitation I did what I knew had to be done and placed the key in her palm.
"Good boy," she said as she threaded the key onto her necklace, letting it dangle between her full breasts. "I know it's a silly little thing, but it's just for a while, and maybe we can let you out to play sometimes. Now make up for lost time and put your mouth to work."
Suzie led me to the couch once again for a repeat of our first session, switching in the TV as I laid in her lap and began to suck. The discomfort was immediate as my cock instantly tried to harden inside its unyielding cage. But Suzie was determined to see this through, refusing to look down at my caged manhood to avoid the temptation and instead focusing on her show while squeezing my head more firmly into her breast to muffle my groans. Whenever I opened my eyes I saw the key to my cage dangling there between her perfect breasts. Unable to handle its silent taunting, I shut my eyes and tried to focus on my role. Suck in as much of Suzie's puffy areola as I could. Try not to think about sex. Press her growing nipple to the roof of my mouth. Try to ignore the tightness of the cage. Release suction to let her nipple slide back out. Try not to hump the couch.
Eventually I lost myself in a zen state, mindlessly serving Suzie's breast as her show ran in the background. I was startled when she pulled her breast away as I started to suck for the millionth time, and surprised to see the end credits scrolling.
"Aw sweetie. I'm so proud of you making up for lost time," she said as she ran a hand through my hair and planted a kiss on my forehead. "How about I start up another episode and you get to work on the other side."
I nodded and complied, not realizing until I stood that in spite of my mind switching off
my body had remained painfully aware of its situation. Every movement was agony as I gingerly laid back down to start on the other side.
"There, there," Suzie whispered softly as she gently stroked my head. "I know how hard this must be for you, and I am so proud of your for doing this for us. Just take my nipple, there you go, that's my good boy. Just suck it in, mind your teeth, that's my good boy."
In spite of my discomfort in my new chastity cage, the hypnotic rhythm of her voice and stroking of my head soon overcame me. Without active thought I found myself sucking to match the rhythm she set, floating just above consciousness as her words drifted deep into my mind. Good boy. So proud. Keep sucking.
When I awoke a few hours later, I found that Suzie must have gotten up after I'd fallen asleep in her lap. My cock still ached in its merciless cage, but perhaps it wasn't quite as bad as before. I could still hear Suzie's voice whispering in my ear, and I wanted nothing more than to make her proud. Just as I was getting ready to stand up from the couch, Suzie walked into the room, already pulling off her shirt and setting her swelling breasts free.
"Oh good, you're up," she said as she resumed her seat on the couch. "You seemed so tired out by all that sucking you did for me, I tried to let you rest as long as I could, but it's time to get to work again. Do you think you can handle that?"
"Yes dear," I said, slightly shocked at the words spilling out of my mouth but also feeling them to be right somehow. "Anything to make you proud."
"That's my good boy," Suzie replied with a radiant smile as she leaned down to kiss me deeply. Then taking my head in one hand and squeezing the front of her breast with the other she pulled me into position. "Now suck on my nipples while I enjoy another episode, I'll let you know when you're done."
After that we began focusing on bringing in Suzie's milk in earnest. There was no point in continuing our fruitless job hunts in this economy, and the promise of a cushy gig as the wet nurse for a rich Bay Area family was our only hope. We spent hours dry-nursing every day, hoping that the regular stimulation combined with her medication would finally trigger her body to lactate. But even though her already large breasts had swollen at least a couple of cup sizes larger since we'd started, Suzie's milk had yet to come in. She continued her research into inducing lactation, and found a couple of other tips to try.
First, she read that stress and physical labor can impede the body in producing milk. During our next nipple-sucking session Suzie explained just what that meant for us. Starting now all the domestic duties of the house would fall to me. I would cook, clean, shop, and manage every detail of the house, freeing her of both the stress and labor. In return she promised that she would do her best to relax and put her mind in the right state. Once I might have protested or felt I was being taken advantage of, but my mind still went blurry whenever I was sucking on her nipples, and as she ran her hands through my hair and told me how proud she was of me for taking care of everything, I nodded along.
Second, she reminded me that arousal was also linked to lactation, flooding the body with the right cocktail of hormones to prime her pump. At first I was thrilled, thinking that I would finally be let out of the silly metal device which had trapped my cock for days. But Suzie explained to me with a sigh that she had far too much work for me to do around the house to let me fuck her then roll over and sleep half the day away. I tried to protest, but she held firm, insisting that I needed to stay motivated and promising that once her milk started she'd let me cum as a reward.
In an instant my life changed completely. Instead of spending each day searching for job postings and tweaking my resume in hope of finally finding work, I found myself busy nearly every waking hour managing housework, serving Suzie's every whim, and every three hours like clockwork dropping whatever I was doing to spend an hour worshipping her breasts, sucking insistently on her nipples and willing milk to come out. True to her word, Suzie did her part, lounging around the house, reading books she hadn't had the time for in years, and bingeing her favorite shows. I knew it must have been hard on her, she was usually always on the go, but after a few days she seemed to relax into it and grow more comfortable with taking care of her own needs while I managed the house. In truth I had never known how much work went into running a house, for years Suzie had made it look easy. I was grateful for her gentle corrections and guidance whenever I did something not quite right, usually delivered with a playful little swat to my rear. In truth, after years of striving in the workforce and months of searching for a job, I had finally found peace and purpose. My role was to serve Miss Susan (she'd decided that 'Suzie' was a little too informal), and I relished it.
Of course housework and dry-nursing were only part of my duties. Miss Susan also called on me regularly for more direct assistance with her arousal. Since I was still locked this usually took the form of oral sex. My jaw already ached from hours each day of nipple stimulation, but she would take none of my protests, pushing me onto the bed, couch, or even the floor and mounting me before grinding herself onto my face. Often she would keep going from orgasm to orgasm until the alarm rang for our next nursing session, giving my poor mouth no break at all. Each evening she would reward me for my day's labor by letting me give her a full-body massage. I would start with her shoulders and her back, work my way down to her curvy ass (which she'd let me kiss a bit if I'd done particularly well that day), all down her legs to her feet. Whenever she was satisfied with her foot massage, Miss Susan would roll over and let me work my way back up her legs before finally finishing by lotioning and massaging her breasts. More than once I passed out from exhaustion on this last step, burying my face between her tits and waking up hours later with the key to my chastity cage imprinted into my face.
Dealing with chastity was undoubtedly the hardest part for me. Serving Miss Susan felt right, and any doubts I felt about that were washed away in the steady stream of affirmations she whispered into my subconscious mind during our sweet hours of nursing every day. But as part of her commitment to relaxation and due to her tits growing out of most of her wardrobe, Miss Susan spent most of her time wearing nothing but a light sheer robe that hugged her every curve. Half of the time she didn't even bother with the sash, just letting it float freely around her as she sashayed past me doing my chores. As a result I was as hard as my cage would allow nearly 24/7. During all of the intimate contact Miss Suzie blessed me with, all I could do was whimper and moan as my manhood strained for freedom. Often when she dismissed me to attend to my chores around the house I would find myself weeping, happy deep down to be serving my wife so well, but sad to be leaving her presence yet again with the worst case of blue balls in history. I could hear her whispered voice in my ear telling me I should be thankful and glad, but it was still so hard not cumming for so long. After a week Miss Susan approached me with a solution.
"Chrissy, darling," she offered as she wiped away my tears from my most recent emotional breakdown (Miss Susan had decided that Chrissy was a much lovelier name for a sweet house husband like myself). "I know chastity is hard, believe me, I wish you could be sharing all the wonderful orgasms you've been giving me with that tongue of yours. You've become so skilled with it lately, it makes me so happy! But we both know how you get after you cum, and I need you to keep on being my good little helper. I can't do this without you."
I sniffled and nodded, burying my face in her bosom for comfort.
"I know you miss fucking me, so I have an idea to help. Will you do it?"
Without waiting for the response she knew was a mere formality, she ducked into her closet and returned holding a rope in one hand and the biggest black dildo I'd ever seen in the other.
"The girls were really wicked with their gifts at my bachelorette party," she said as she wobbled the oversized dido back and forth. "They said I could use this if you didn't 'measure up'. Of course I never needed it before, but maybe we could use it together now?"



I wasn't sure what to think as Miss Susan knelt in front of me and began tying loops of rope around my waist and thighs in an intricate pattern. When she was done she wedged the base of the dildo into a gap in the ropes just above my own caged cock. Looking down was a surreal exercise, as for the first time in what felt like forever I had an erect cock standing out proudly from my body, but it was the wrong color and much larger than mine. I didn't have long to ponder, however, as Miss Susan looked me up and down like a wolf sizing up a slab of meat.
"God I've wanted you to fuck me so bad," she said as she pushed me down onto the bed. "You have no idea how hard its been on me having you in chastity. You really owe me for that!"
We must have fucked for over an hour, slowly at first as Miss Susan got used to the size of it, then faster and harder as we flowed from one position into the next. She climaxed again and again, digging her nails into my back as I railed her with a massive cock that never softened. At first it made my pain and frustration with being locked in chastity even worse, as my caged cock flopped helplessly about. But as I looked into my beautiful wife's eyes as she came again and again, I began to lose myself in her pleasure, feeling proud that I was pleasing her so well with my cock. After all, it was attached to me and that made it mine, right? When Miss Susan finally slid herself off after one least quivering orgasm we lay side by side catching our breath for a few precious minutes until the nursing alarm went off once again. As I slipped into smoothly down into subspace sucking on Miss Susan's swollen nipple, I just barely registered the start of her whispered affirmations.
"You love your new cock. Good boy. Miss Susan's orgasms bring you joy. I'm so proud of you Chrissy. My orgasms are our orgasms..."
Chastity was still hard, and I longed for the day when Miss Susan's milk would come in so I could finally cum, but whenever I seemed a little down she would pull out her rope and dildo and let me fuck my sadness away. Each time she would let me know how many orgasms we'd had together after we finished, and each time it filled me with pride. Miss Susan was so very good to me, and I couldn't think of anytime I'd had so many orgasms in a single day before. So long as I kept on top of my chores around the house, nursing on schedule, and providing personal care with massages and lotioning as Miss Susan requested, she let me spend as much time as I wanted fucking her. Her sky-high libido meant she was always ready, and I was living every man's dream. Of course I was still aware of my swollen blue balls and the loads of cum churning inside them, but I knew that once Miss Susan's milk came in I would finally be free of the chastity cage she'd given me.
It was yet another stressful week of juggling urgent bills and trying to figure out just how we were going to afford to continue living before hope dawned unexpectedly upon us one morning.
I had awakened before the alarm and rolled over to adore Miss Susan's perfect form in the soft morning light when I saw twin beads of beautiful pearlescent milk anointing each of her erect nipples. Her swollen breasts had been growing more and more engorged each day, so we knew it was only a matter of time, but here finally was our financial salvation!
I gently shook Miss Susan awake, hesitant to disturb her rest but eager to share the good news. After a few minutes of gleefully shared joy and giggling hugs, I tentatively reminded her of her promise to let me out of my chastity cage once her milk finally came in.
"Oh my sweet silly little Chrissy," she said as she reached down and fondled my swollen balls. "I never said I would let you out, I think you're behavior has improved far too much for me to even consider that. But I did promise you could cum, so be a dear and fetch me my vibrator."
I pulled back stunned, trying to remember the terms of her promise. Could she really keep me locked up like this?
"Chop chop hubby, that alarm will be going off any minute now, or do you not want to cum just yet?"
I nearly flew out of bed to comply, not wanting to miss my opportunity after waiting for so long. When I returned Miss Susan had me stand by the bed while she sat on the edge facing me. Taking the vibrating wand from me and flicking it on, she gripped my swollen sack from behind as she shoved her vibrator between my balls and the bottom side of my caged cock.
The sensation was immediate and overpowering as the metal cage transmitted and amplified every vibration. After weeks without stimulation I found myself trying to squirm away from the unexpected intensity, but Miss Susan tightened her grip on my balls, freezing me in place. That squeeze sent me careening over the edge, dribbling an unending stream of thick white cum down onto her waiting rack. The whole thing took only a minute at most, and fifty-five seconds of that was my amazing wife squeezing and kneading my balls to ensure that she got every last drop out. I felt none of the floating euphoria that usually came with orgasm, instead feeling nothing but drained as I looked down at the massive load of cum which had been so quickly extracted from my balls to her breasts. Just then the alarm finally went off.
"Well then aren't you a lucky boy!" Miss Susan said as she slid back into bed. "Just beat the clock on that one, now get to work sucking sweetie, you need to make sure my milk comes in fully."
I froze as I looked at the cum glazing every inch of her tits and began to stutter out an excuse.
"Oh I see how it is, I let you cum one time and suddenly you won't do your part? I'm trying to save us Chrissy, now get in here and suck my titties dry!"
"But couldn't I just get you a towel to wipe them off first?"
Her normally playful demeanor changed to ice cold steel in a moment.
"I told you what to do and I expect you to listen. This is too important to mess up. Besides, you won't even taste it now that my milk is flowing. Get in here and suck. Now."
My momentary resistance evaporated as I entered into the now familiar ritual of worshipfully sucking on my wife's breasts. I winced as I first latched on, tasting the salty tang of my seed, but it was soon complimented with the delightful sweetness of Miss Susan's milk. As I nursed she gently massaged her breast from the base all the way down to my mouth, encouraging her stored milk to release. But with each pass she inevitably slid more and more of my cum down onto my lips. There was nothing I could do to avoid it as her other hand firmly pinned my head against her chest, so I simply resigned myself to it as every few mouthfuls of glorious milk were seasoned by another salty dose. All the while her gentle voice continued to burrow through my ear and deep into my subconscious. praising me for wearing the cage for her, telling me how much I loved the flavors she was providing me with, and calling me her good boy for cleaning her titties.
By the time I switched to her other breast thirty minutes later, I latched on with gusto. It was an acquired taste to be sure, but I was coming to appreciate the delicate combination of her sweet milk with my tangy cum. And what better way to show my gratitude to the breasts that would be paying our bills than be licking them clean? After finishing on the second side I asked Miss Susan if I could lick her clean, and she simply nodded with a generous smile. I set to work with joy, carefully licking every square inch of her now enormous breasts to clean off every bit of cum she hadn't already scraped into my mouth. Sometimes I worry that she is too good to me!
Later that day we went to the wet nurse agency, eager to put our financial woes behind us. Dressing to go out posed an unexpected challenge due to the drastic changes to Miss Susan's figure, so we pulled out the tape measure and took stock of where she stood. Her natural D-cups had swollen into H-cup monsters that were at least the size of my head. Marveling at the drastic effects of the experimental medication she'd stolen combined with her draconian overhaul of our lives, I set off to the store on a mission. It took some hunting and spent the last bit of cash we had, but I was able to find a specialty boutique with clothes that would fit. I took them home and watched in rapture as my goddess slid into the sundress I'd found. It did more than contain her new assets, it presented them in glory, revealing as much of her breasts as possible while maintaining a modicum of decency.
As we entered the foyer of the employment agency, I walked a step or two behind Miss Susan while holding her purse, happy to let her take the lead. Our premature joy swiftly dissipated as the receptionist shared her awful news. The agency required a month to test milk samples before they could offer employment. There was no possible way we could hold off our creditors for that long. After all our hard work, we were doomed.
We left a sample for analysis and headed home to recover. As we walked in the door I immediately started into hysterics, panicking over what we would do now that our one hope was tied up in red tape. I was snapped out suddenly by the sting of Miss Susan's full-handed slap across my face.
"That's quite enough of your nonsense Chrissy. As usual I will see to everything. In the meantime you have duties to attend to and your mouth has better uses than yammering on. Now get on your knees and don't speak again unless spoken to."
Miss Susan had never struck me or spoken to me like that before. I half expected a fiery rage to well up from deep within, but when I searched my inner heart I found instead nothing but peace. I didn't need to worry or to think. All I had to do was serve her. She would handle the rest. I could just be her house boy, and what better place for that than on my knees before her.
After looking down at me for a moment, Miss Susan smiled, then gently took a fistful of my hair into her grasp and led me to the couch. As I knelt between her legs she hefted her engorged breasts out of her new dress and pulled me in to nurse. Whether they were our ticket out of bankruptcy or not, all our efforts over the past month had clearly born fruit as her swollen chest was now heavy-laden with milk. By now I'd spent countless hours sucking on Miss Susan's nipples, but this was different. First there was my new kneeling position. Nursing with my head in her lap had felt sweet and comforting, but this felt entirely submissive. I was not her equal, I was not even allowed on the couch beside her. She was above me, just as she should be. Second, after dry nursing for what felt like forever and the first drops of milk this morning, I was now struggling to keep up with the steady flow of sweet cream spraying into my mouth. The taste was heavenly, further inspiring my adoration of the amazing woman before me. As I finally mastered the art of sucking and swallowing in rhythm, I drifted in subconscious bliss as my wonderful wife searched for a solution on her phone.
After I'd finally emptied both sides, Miss Susan wordlessly pushed my head downwards, forcing me to kneel lower. For a moment I nearly asked her how the search was going, but remembering her instructions I instead allowed her to press my head down into her crotch without resistance. I saw that she wasn't wearing any panties under her dress, so taking my cue I set to work tenderly worshipping her sweet pussy. As Miss Susan continued to work on her phone she lifted each of her legs, resting them on my shoulders and trapping my head between her lovely thighs.
Time flowed past without meaning as I licked, punctuated only by her occasional climaxes. Eventually Miss Susan must have tired of even that, as she pressed down with her legs, lifting herself higher by driving me ever further downwards, aligning my face with her rosebud. We'd never done anal (she thought it was demeaning), and I'd never eaten her ass, but in that moment there was no choice. After a first tentatively probing lick sent shudders through her entire body, I dove in like a man possessed. Crossing that final barrier into utter subservience to her body filled me with joy even as my still-caged cock throbbed.
Finally my goddess slid back, freeing my face from its sweet prison. Still kneeling before her, I looked up dreamily, awaiting her instructions.
"Well it's not what I had imagined at the start, but I've found another way for us to make a living off my milk," she announced with a satisfied sigh. "After combing through hundreds of personal ads from pervs and weirdos, I found a lovely couple named Sean and Nyomi Banks who are in search of a wet nurse outside of the usual system. We have an appointment tomorrow morning to interview with them. Draw me a bath so I can relax and ready myself for tomorrow, then you may finish your chores around the house."
The next morning I was nervous and looking forward to another soothing nursing session to help calm myself. But Miss Susan wouldn't let me anywhere near her tits, even though they were leaking from being so full. She wanted to make sure that she had plenty in the tank for the interview, just in case. I am so lucky to have her, she thinks of everything! Instead she told me I could eat her ass again while she
was doing her makeup if that would help to calm my nerves.
For a moment I was taken aback. It was one thing to go down there in the midst of passion. It was something else entirely for her to offer it to me so casually, as if on a whim, and not even for her pleasure, but as some kind of treat or therapy for me. But the supple curve of her ass did seem awfully inviting...
Before I knew what had happened I was kneeling behind Miss Susan as she spread her cheeks wide and sat back on my waiting face. My senses of touch, taste. and smell were instantly overwhelmed as I licked and inhaled her divinity. After gentle chiding to stop squirming I did my best to be a good seat for her, letting my worries melt away as she finished with her makeup.
Completely broke, we had to take public transport to get to the interview. I hadn't been out in public much other than quick shopping trips, and to be honest I felt more than a little uncomfortable with all of the people. Miss Susan, on the other hand, was radiant. She'd always been a stunner, but she seemed to be filled with a newfound confidence that was utterly magnetic. Men and women all around leered at her with undisguised hunger. She drank it all in, flirting and laughing with everyone around her like a celebrity. I tried to quell the jealousy rising up within me, reminding myself that no matter who she flirted with my face was the one that she came home to sit on. But as several of the men around Miss Susan grew emboldened by her flirting and began to handle her curves with wanton familiarity I felt myself hardening in my cage although I didn't fully understand why.
Mercifully our public transit adventure eventually came to an end as our bus deposited us into one of the wealthier neighborhoods in the city. I followed Miss Susan as she led the way to the address, watching as her high heels set her ass swaying in her new dress which I had freshly pressed last night. Feeling my nerves rising again I thought for a moment of asking if I could bury my face in her prefect ass once again before remembering that we were out in public. Even then I wished that I could.
Finally we reached the address, a beautiful mansion, easily several times the size is our home. The door was answered by a beautiful black couple who introduced themselves as Sean and Nyomi. Sean was tall and muscular with a lean, fit frame that was accentuated perfectly by a tightly fitted suit. Combined with his thick rimmed glasses and smooth bald head, they gave the impression of the consumate professional, a picture of perfect success. It was impossible not to compare myself to him, standing nearly six inches shorter on his doorstep, hoping that his generosity to my wife would save us. Nyomi was equality put together in a power-suit that showed off her curves. I may have been a smidge taller than her and Miss Susan barefooted, but both women wore high heels that left me feeling dwarfed. That feeling was lessened somewhat when they invited us in and we all sat together in their living room, but I still couldn't help but feel like a small fish swimming in the shark tank.
I mostly listened as Miss Susan handled business, quickly settling in with Sean and Nyomi as if they were old friends. As it turned out they were both high-power attorneys who were starting to plan out having a family. They knew that Nyomi wouldn't have time to breastfeed but wanted the absolute best for their baby, so they intended to put a wet nurse on retainer and have her live with them until she was needed so that they could ensure she was receiving the best nutrition in the best environment possible. As they discussed the terms of the arrangement I grappled with the idea of moving into a mansion such as this. Even without my own job we would be quite comfortable on the salary they were offering Miss Susan. But of course, there was a catch.
The suite they'd set aside for a wet nurse was simply not suitable for a couple to live in. I tried to protest that surely we could squeeze it and make it work, but Miss Susan stared daggers at me and hissed under her breath that I was embarassing her in front of her new friends. I was utterly dejected, trying to imagine what it would be like living in a house without my goddess and trying not to think what would happen to her living here with the Banks's given the near hypnotic aura of attraction they exuded. Then one last miracle.
"I suppose your husband could apply for the maid position we just posted," Nyomi offered. "It doesn't pay much, and we have very high expectations, but it would mean that your husband could live here as well in his own quarters. What did you say his name was. Chrissy?"
Before I could correct Nyomi and tell her that Chrissy was more of a pet name for my wife, Miss Susan jumped in.
"Oh my sweet little Chrissy is a very hard worker, and I'll be sure to keep him properly motivated. I'm sure he'll make the loveliest maid for you both."
As she spoke Miss Susan turned to fix me with a stare that told me her word was final. I meekly turned and nodded to Sean and Nyomi with a nervous smile, telling myself that serving as their maid wasn't all that different from being Miss Susan's house husband, and at least I'd get to live with her.
Sean produced a pair of contracts from his briefcase and handed one to each of us. I tried to read through mine in spite of the dense legalese, shocked to see just how little I'd be earning after generous deductions for room and board, but Miss Susan quickly signed and returned hers then impatiently instructed me to do the same. I was so flustered that I signed my name as 'Chrissy' in a looping script with a cute little heart above the 'i' just as Miss Susan had been having me practice. Nyomi quickly notarized both contracts, then passed them back to her husband to be safely filed away.
"Well then, all settled," Sean said in his rich baritone. "Welcome to our little family. Come with me Susan, and I will show you to your room. Nyomi, would you please see that little Chrissy is settled in and properly dressed?"
I watched helplessly as Miss Susan took Sean's offered hand and stood, walking with him down the hall and up the stairs as he snaked one arm around her waist to guide her. As she seemed to melt into his half embrace I turned to see Nyomi looking me up and down like a lioness sizing up her prey.
She led me to a small room on the main floor, near the kitchen, and told me to make myself at home. The room was fairly simple with a bed and a small table, but when I opened the closet I was surprised to see a line of nearly hung French Maid uniforms. Nyomi reached over me to pull one down, making me painfully aware of her breasts pressing into my back as she draped it over my front.



"There now my little maid, it looks as if you're just the same size as the last girl who served us. That will save us a pretty penny on having new uniforms made, although per the terms of your contract you will, of course, still be required to pay for them out of your first six months wages."
"But Nyomi, surely you can't expect me to wear this, I'm a man after all."
She spun me around with sudden ferocity, holding me to the wall by my throat.
"Let's get two things straight Chrissy. First, per the contract that you just signed you are to refer to myself and my husband as Mistress Nyomi and Master Sean at all times. Second, it doesn't matter what you think you are, you are my maid, and you will dress the part or I will see you out on the street, do I make myself clear?"
I panicked. Clearly we had been tricked into signing those awful contracts, but I couldn't leave Miss Susan to this fate alone. It was just clothes, I could do this for her.
I nodded and she released her grip on my throat enough to whisper "Yes Mistress Nyomi."
"That's my pretty little maid, I knew you'd see reason Chrissy. Now strip."
Not knowing what else to do I undressed, pausing for a moment before finally removing my boxers and revealing my chastity cage. Mistress Nyomi didn't say anything, but looked down at my caged manhood with an evil smile before handing me the undergarments for my uniform. I'd never worn any of it before, the nylons, panties, and bra were a mystery to me. As I fumbled my way into them Mistress Nyomi informed me of the very detailed stipulations of the contract which I'd signed regarding uniform, and the fact that I'd need to be fully dressed at all times while working, which sounded like it would be nearly every waking hour. Finally I managed to get everything more or less in place and looked up to Mistress Nyomi you see if she approved. She just laughed. And laughed. And laughed. I knew I must look just as ridiculous as I felt, but I was well and truly trapped.
"Come now Chrissy let's go upstairs to the bedrooms and see how Master Sean is getting on with your lovely wife."
I followed my new Mistress as well as I could in my new heels, noting that even with the added height she was still a bit taller than me thanks to her own stilettos. As we crested the top of the stairs I looked down the hall to see Sean leading my wife back out of what I assumed were her new quarters. Compared to her prim perfection after primping this morning while seated on my face, Miss Susan now looked slightly disheveled. I wondered if she'd had to try on uniforms like I had, because her dress wasn't on quite right and one of her breasts was hanging halfway out. As we came closer and made eye contact I saw that she was flushed with what I could only assume was embarrassment at seeing me dressed this way. I could only imagine how foolish I looked in the satin black dress with white lace trim, with a bottom hem that barely reached my wrists when standing straight and exposed my shameful panties if I bent over in the least. A white and black headband topped with a black ribbon bow. sheer nylons, and my wobbly pair of black heels finished my ridiculous ensemble. I tried to hold Miss Susan's eyes and somehow mentally explain that I was doing this all for her, but she was too ashamed to hold my gaze.
"Ah Chrissy," Sean said with a broad smile, "it's good to see that Nyomi has gotten you into your uniform. Has she begun to explain your place in the house?"
"Yes, Master Sean."
"Good. Then there is just one last formality. A demonstration that your beautiful wife will be able to meet our needs. Susan tells me that you're quite skilled at using your mouth Chrissy, why don't you suck on your wife's nipples for us to save yourself a mess."
I couldn't believe what he was asking for so casually, but Miss Susan had already lifted her breasts out from her dress, revealing her dripping nipples. After all the stress of the morning and in all the awkwardness of that moment I wanted nothing more than to nurse from her and forget my worries once again, but I couldn't bring myself to do it in front of these oddly compelling strangers. Until her voice cracked like a whip across my mind.
"Kneel, bitch."
I dropped to my knees in a heartbeat.
"Present your mouth."
I looked up at my goddess and opened my mouth to receive her blessing.
"Don't spill a drop."
I latched on and obeyed, emptying one overfilled breast after the other as I kneeled before her. Mistress Nyomi, Master Sean, and their strange house all faded away as I nursed from Miss Susan, vaguely aware of her voice as she poured loving affirmations into my ears like honey.
"You love to cook and clean. You make such a lovely maid. You want to look pretty in your new uniform. Serving Master Sean and Mistress Nyomi makes me happy. You want to make me happy..."
The Banks graciously gave us the rest of the day to settle in before starting our duties in earnest the following morning. I could tell already that they were going to be a pleasure to serve, and I loved how happy it made Mistress Susan (she told me that she liked how it had sounded for Nyomi, and it was only a small step from calling her Miss Susan after all).
Even with the rest of the day technically off, Mistress Susan kept me quite busy. Her room had also come with a closet filled with clothes, but unlike my identical maid uniforms hers were a wide array of fashionable pieces, all perfectly fitted to her. Apparently she'd sent her new measurements ahead when scheduling our interview and the Banks's had decided to go ahead and prepare a wardrobe for her. So now I got to spend hours helping her into and out of outfit after outfit. Each of them were far tighter and more revealing than anything in her old wardrobe, but coupled with her newfound easy confidence they were perfect for her.
Although I tried to keep my mind on my work, my locked cock was all to aware of my close proximity to the stunning woman that was my wife. Finally I worked up the courage to ask.
"Mistress Susan, now that your milk has come in and we've finally found jobs, do you think we could get rid of this?"
I lifted the front of my skirt to show the bulge from my chastity cage within my precum soaked panties.
"Oh my silly little sweetie, you know I would love to let your little guy out to play," Mistress Susan cooed as she knelt down to inspect it. "It looks so small and cute in your panties, they really suit you."
"But Chrissy, I really need you on your best behavior with the Banks, and I just know if I let you out now you'll be positively useless tomorrow. Perhaps if you can prove to me just how committed you are to being a pretty maid. You know those nylons would look much better with your legs shaved, and a bit of makeup would really help with your complexion. In the meantime, we could certainly share a few orgasms, are you ready to give them to me?"
"Yes Mistress," I replied, trying to conceal my disappointment. "Can I use my big black cock to fuck you please?"
"Hmmm. I think not. It just doesn't seem quite right with your new uniform. I mean, you look like more of a sissy than a hung stud. Lay on the bed. I have a better idea."
I obeyed and Mistress Susan swiftly mounted me, pinning my arms beneath her legs and pulling my face up into her pussy using my hair.
"I have a mess for you to clean up maid," she said sternly. "Now get to work."
It wasn't what I'd hoped for, but I still looked forward to seeing how many of Mistress Susan's orgasms I'd get to share. She was really grinding hard into my face, and her pussy was already dripping wet, so I knew there were going to be a lot. As I dug my tongue deep into her quivering pussy I noted a strangely different creamy taste. As I swallowed down her rich juices I figured that it must have been some leftover taste in my mouth from all of her milk that I'd drunk earlier. Either way, I lapped and swallowed hungrily at her pussy, channeling all my frustrations from chastity into giving her orgasms that we could share.
Once she'd finished riding my face, Mistress Susan had me empty her breasts once more then dismissed me to my room for the night. It was difficult to leave her behind, but at least we were finally financially stable and able to live together in spite of all we'd been through. Laying in my much smaller bed, I couldn't help but think of her suggestion to prove my commitment to being the house maid. If I were going to have to wear the uniform anyway, I might as well look good in it.
The next morning I woke up extra early to prepare. First I shaved my legs, then the rest of my body hair, not knowing exactly where I should stop. Then I did my best with the cosmetics left near the bathroom sink to subtly make myself up, unsure of exactly what I was doing. Finally I took the time to put on my uniform correctly, ensuring that every piece was in place. I had just enough time left to rush to the kitchen and begin preparing breakfast for the house.
Shortly after I'd finished preparations the other three filed into the kitchen together. It seemed they'd already spent some time together this morning, which made sense since their bedrooms were adjoining, and the casual ease which had started between them yesterday had only grown. As they spoke and laughed together it seemed as if one of them was always touching another, resting a hand on a forearm, wrapping an arm around the back, or brushing stray hairs back from a face. I was amazed at Mistress Susan. Less than 24 hours in it seemed she had charmed these wealthy successful people to the point where they treated her like close family. She was clearly doing her best to secure our future here, and I was both grateful and inspired to do the same.
When the happy trio finally noticed me, they all began to laugh. I blushed furiously, not sure where I'd gone wrong.
"Oh Chrissy," Mistress Susan said when she finally caught her breath. "I suggested you try a little makeup, not paint yourself up like a cheap whore."
"Oh, I like it," Master Sean said, coming swiftly to my defense. "If that's how she wishes to present herself, who are we to judge."
"Yes, well perhaps Susan can give her a few tips on the finer points while we are away at work today," Mistress Nyomi suggested.
I was a little taken aback at being referred to with feminine pronouns, but considering my outfit and the effort I'd put into primping myself this morning, I supposed it made sense. I quickly served each of their breakfasts, then stood awkwardly, unsure of what to do next. There were three seats at the table. Master Sean sat at the head, with the two women to either side.
"Don't worry Chrissy, I have your breakfast right here," Mistress Susan said, patting the tops of her breasts. "Do you mind if she eats with us?"
The Banks conferred for a moment before deciding that it would be alright so long as I didn't sit at the table. They didn't want to give me airs or ideas. Taking my cues from Mistress Susan I knelt beneath the table in front of her chair and slid my way up to her chest and began to nurse. I tried to stay focused on my task, but Mistress Nyomi seemed to keep forgetting that I was there, accidentally sliding her foot up between my legs until it rubbed against my panties, teasing either my caged cock or my asshole. I knew it must have been an accident, but the contact still made me aroused. Each time as I grew close to climax and began to moan she seemed to remember that I was there and made her apologies as she withdrew her foot, leaving me teetering on the brink and unable to finish. The final time as the meal was coming to a close a muscle spasm must have caused her to kick forward at just the wrong moment, driving the tip of her high heeled toe through my panties and just into my clenched rosebud.
As I struggled to regain my composure and extricate myself from under the table, the Banks said their goodbyes to Mistress Susan, embracing and kissing each others cheeks in the European style. And with that, we had the house to ourselves.
I didn't dare ask Mistress Susan about being released again so soon, instead throwing myself wholeheartedly into my domestic duties. I was, of course, still responsible for maintaining her supply by nursing regularly and otherwise serving her with massages and oral sex on demand. She still wasn't interested in letting me use my strapon to fuck her like I used to, but I took some consolation in the continuing new deliciousness of eating her creamy pussy. Who knew that drinking her breast milk would affect the flavor so strongly?
As promised, Mistress Susan also took the time to give me some tips on how to apply my makeup. She started by applying her own while letting my face serve as her seat, chatting with me the whole time about what she was doing. Then it was my turn to put all the tips she'd given me while eating out her ass into practice.
In the evening when the Banks arrived home, Master Sean went with Mistress Susan for a swim in the pool while Mistress Nyomi inspected my work for the day. She had a keen eye, spotting minor errors that I'd been entirely unaware of. Then with a wicked grin she informed me of another clause in my contract which I'd neglected to read. She was to supervise my progress each day and to use corporal punishment to handle any failings. At this point I wasn't even surprised, I just hoped that Mistress Susan was having a better time with Master Sean at the pool. I bent over Mistress Nyomi's knee, causing my short skirt to lift right over my pantied ass. I shuddered at her light touch as she slid my panties down my thighs, then cringed as she began to count out her swats, one for each of my failings.
Days blurred together into weeks as I constantly rushed to serve Mistress Susan while also trying to achieve the impossible task of meeting all of Mistress Nyomi's exacting standards to avoid my nightly spanking. I made sure to thank Master Sean regularly for taking care of my wife during these disciplinary sessions, the last thing I wanted her to see was me being bent over by Mistress Nyomi.
As I mastered the art of applying my own makeup, Mistress Susan periodically rewarded me by using her vibrator on my caged cock. It turned out she'd somehow lost the key in the move, or she would have happily unlocked me now that I'd shown my commitment to serving as the Banks' maid. But after so long locked, her vibrator felt like heaven. She even let me cum on her tits or ass, just as long as I cleaned her up with my tongue after. Each time she promised that she's track down the key, but so far she hadn't been able to find it.
In the meantime she was happy to support me in becoming the prettiest maid I could be. My own pay after subtracting room, board, and my uniforms was nearly nothing, just a few dollars a week. But with her support I was able to make minor changes like getting my unruly hair styled into a cute pixie cut and buying some small breastforms to help fill out my uniform a bit better.
Although I didn't come close to Mistress Susan's level of intimacy with the Banks, as I settled into my role our interactions grew slightly more friendly. They were very keen to ensure that I remained in my place as their servant, but they did make small allowances. Mistress Susan had raved about my massages, so I soon found my evenings booked by Mistress Nyomi. Sometimes she was in the mood for a full body massage, but generally she preferred to just have me kneel near her and massage away the stresses of her day from her feet. Master Sean wasn't particularly interested in massages, but as we grew closer he became much more handsy with me. As I nursed from Mistress Susan her voice gently reminded me that he was handsy with her as well and that it didn't mean anything. A back rub here or an ass squeeze there was just his way of showing affection. It still felt a little odd to me, but I supposed it was a good thing that Master Sean liked me.
A bit over a month after we'd joined the Banks household I was having my regular evening review with Mistress Nyomi. I'd gradually reduced the number of swats she'd delivered to my poor little ass each night, but the perfect review had still eluded me. But tonight I had finally done it! I beamed with pride as Mistress Nyomi declared me to be the perfect sissy maid. I couldn't wait to go find Mistress Susan and Master Sean to tell them, but Mistress Nyomi insisted that she reward me first. I waited anxiously for several minutes in the drawing room before she finally returned.
She strode back in wearing tall black leather boots and a matching black leather corset that lifted and displayed her beautiful D-cup breasts, showing just a hint of her dark chocolate nipples. But what gripped my attention most was the large black dildo strapped to her crotch. It looked just like the one I used to use to have sex with Mistress Susan, but it couldn't be!
"You did so well today that I won't be spanking your sorry sissy ass," Mistress. Nyomi said. "Instead I'll give you what you really want and fuck it. Now assume the fucking position!"
I froze for a moment, then bolted out of the room, hurtling up the stairs as fast as I could in my heels with the leather clad dominatrix right behind. I knew Mistress Susan wanted me to please the Banks, but surely this was too much. She couldn't possibly want me to have sex with them!
I slammed open Mistress Susan's door, screaming for her to help me, and saw her kneeling on all fours on her bed completely lost in pleasure as Master Sean railed her from behind.
Utter shock overwhelmed me as i struggled to understand what I was seeing. I felt so betrayed, but at the same time happy to see Mistress Susan enjoying herself so much. I felt inadequate seeing Master Sean's massive cock ramming in and out of my wife's pussy, but at the same time I felt curious to experience it myself and perhaps just slightly jealous of my wife.
In moments, Mistress Nyomi caught up to me, seizing me roughly from behind and pinning my arms back. But I was so taken by the scene before me that I couldn't even recall why I'd been running from her, much less resist. I hardly noticed her pulling down my panties and lining herself up until she thrust her hips forward, driving her strap-on into my ass with one fluid motion.
Fireworks went off in my mind as a moan escaped my lips, but Mistress Nyomi didn't wait to see my reaction, instead thrusting in and out at a pace to match her husband's. I felt so connected to Mistress Susan in that moment. For months we'd shared her orgasms since I was locked away, but now I was able to really feel exactly what she was feeling as we were both being power-fucked from behind by the Banks.
After a few minutes Master Sean lifted my wife up and flipped her onto her back, laying her on the bed. As I marveled at his strength he said, "Bring that sweet little sissy over her and let her put her mouth to work."
Mistress Nyomi began to push me forwards with each thrust, forcing me to shuffle to keep my balance. In that moment I was so grateful that I'd been practicing walking in heels as I was just barely able to maintian my balance. When we reached the edge of the bed, I looked down at my wife as she writhed in ecstacy, her massive breasts jiggling back and forth, spraying sweat milk all over. With her free hand, Mistress Nyomi seized a fistful of my hair and inexorably pushed my head downwards.
"You have a mess to clean up sissy maid. Get to it before I have to take it out on your sweet little ass."
"Yes Mistress Nyomi," I breathed heavily. I took my wife's leaking nipple into my mouth and began to suck, losing myself in the familiar rhythm was my body was ravaged.
I don't know how much time passed like that, but the next thing I knew I felt something liquid slap into the side of my face. I opened my eyes only to have them nearly sealed shut by the jets of thick cum Master Sean was painting my wife's breasts with. Knowing my role, I didn't even need to be told what came next. I began licking every bit of Mistress Susan's breasts clean, and somewhere deep inside I was unsurprised to find that the salty tang of Master Sean's rich cum was the now familiar new taste I'd savored from my wife's pussy more times than I could count in the past month.



And that is the story of how losing our jobs led to my dear wife and I finding just where we belonged. She quickly became another member of the family for the Banks, and I did my best every day to make her proud by being the best sissy maid they could ever dream of.
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I flashed my brightest smile as I took my current customer's order, complimenting her on her good taste before turning to brew it up. As I worked the espresso machine I was sure to pop my ass out and wiggle my hips a bit to give her a good view of my tight booty shorts and the thong I'd made sure was strategically peeking just above their dangerously low waistband. Finally I turned back to her with another megawatt smile, presenting her drink.
"It was just my absolute pleasure to serve you miss, I hope the rest of your day is as beautiful as you are."
She took the drink from my hand without comment and my plastered on smile cracked a bit as I checked the still-empty tip jar on the counter. With all the expenses Mistress Rosen was racking up on the credit card she'd commandeered from me, my meager hourly wage wasn't going to cut it any more. Mistress had said that the new wardrobe she'd bought me would help with getting tips, but so far I wasn't seeing it. I turned to my next customer with a sigh. It was yet another man in a business suit. With our women customers I felt like I had at least a chance to flirt my way into a big tip, but with the men I felt lost and unsure. They all seemed so big and intimidating, while I felt even smaller than usual in my crop top and tight shorts. I was just grateful that my apron covered up the oddly shaped bulge that the metal chastity cage Mistress Rosen kept me locked in made in the front.
When I'd finally finished my last customer's order, I walked gingerly over to Mistress Rosen's table. I was still adapting to the larger yellow-jeweled butt plug that she'd upgraded me to a few days earlier. I savored the way it rubbed against my sensitive prostate with each mincing step, triggering a painfully slow oozing of pent-up cum packed into my swollen balls by the supplements Mistress Rosen had purchased for me. Finally I reached her table, my breath taken away as I soaked in her beauty.
Daphne Rosen. THE Daphne Rosen. Queen of big-titted, monster-assed, hyper-curvy, short-stacked porn stars. She'd been a regular in the coffee shop where I'd worked for years until the fateful day when I accidentally called her "Mistress Rosen" while taking her order and discovered that her dominant persona wasn't just an act for the cameras. If anything, her force of personality and commanding presence were even more intense in person.
"Are you done gawking at me yet bitch-boy," she said with a laugh that sparkled like dew in the sunrise. "These heels are killing my feet, take care of them and we can review your performance this morning."
My mind fizzed and short-circuited at the sound of her voice. No matter how often I heard it, it always had a strong effect on me. But lately it had seemed to grow even stronger. You'd think that I'd have grown used to it with the hours I spent listening to her each night completing my homework, gooning over videos of my Mistress while her voiceover instructed me to swallow the cum that oozed out of my cage or to suck the big black dildo she'd bought for me (I was always a little fuzzy on exactly what it was she had me do). But instead it pushed me over the edge immediately, triggering a spurt of cum to leak from my caged dicklet and spread across the already stained front of my shorts as I fell to my knees and crawled under her table.
I reverently removed her heels and began tenderly massaging one of her feet with both hands, periodically lifting it to my mouth to kiss or suck on her beautiful toes. Mistress leaned back and sighed in contentment as she snaked her other foot between my thighs and hooked her big toe back so that it pressed hard against the jeweled head of my butt plug while grinding the curve of her ankle into my chastity cage. The dual sensation quickly overpowered my senses, leaving me drooling as her instructions rolled over me like waves from the all-powerful ocean washing away the sand castle of my mind. Several times the thought crossed my mind that I was in the perfect position to look up her skirt and see her panties, or possibly more. But each time I felt a sudden wave of disgust at the idea of taking advantage of my Mistress' kindness when she was already allowing me to serve her feet. I don't know how much time had passed when she finally shocked me out of my reverie with a swift little kick to the balls.
"Your customers are starting to line up subby, you'd best go take care of all their needs," Daphne teased as I came too, putting an odd emphasis on 'all their needs'.
"Yes Mist... Miss," I said obediently as I exited the table, just catching myself in time to call her by her preferred public title. "I... I love you Miss."
"Awww, aren't you sweet. I know dear. Now if you really want to show me how much you love me then get flirting with those customers. I need you to start earning more for me, and remember, you'll get a big reward when you finally land a good one."
I quickly made my way back to the counter and surveyed the waiting line of customers. My heart sank a bit as I saw they were all men, but then I heard my Mistress' sweet voice in the back of my mind, reminding me that all men love tits and ass. I might not have tits, but I'd checked my own ass out in the mirror enough times since my wardrobe update that I knew I had plenty to work with in the back. Turning up the charm I beamed up at my first customer and asked breathily if there was "Anything I could do to serve a big strong man like him."
I served customer after customer with a cheery bimbo smile and a bouncing hop in my step that set my tight little ass jiggling. Once when I accidentally dropped a spoon I bent over straight from the hips to pick it up without thinking of how I was flashing the whole line a perfect view of my booty with the unmistakeable outline of my butt plug in the center. That customer gave me my first tip of the day, dropping a few coins into the jar. It wasn't much, particularly given that I'd practically sold a view of my body on display for it, but I was thrilled. I looked over to Mistress Rosen's table for approval and was rewarded by her unmistakeable mouthing of the words "good boy".
An uncontrollable shiver overcame my body as I spurted into my shorts, moaning as I had the closest thing to an orgasm I'd felt since she'd had me lock myself away. The next customer gave me a knowing smile as he placed his order, then left an even larger tip then the last guy. After that I experimented more with 'accidentally' dropping things and working in sexy moans as I worked. Some customers looked at me in disgust, taking their coffee and getting away as fast as they could. Others awkwardly tried to avoid making eye contact and took their drinks without a word. But a growing number seemed to appreciate the show I was putting on, and their appreciation was reflected in my steadily filling tip jar.
Twenty-three dollars and fifteen cents richer from a day of hard-earned tips, I raced home, eager to change into a new thong and a pair of shorts that weren't stained by eight hours of leakage and even more eager to start on the latest round of homework from my Mistress. I gathered up my supplies, a shot glass to gather my oozing dribbles until I was told to drink it down, my jar of 'MaxCum' supplements (whose effectiveness was no longer in any doubt), and of course my beautiful dildo that Mistress had gifted me. As I began to play the first of the videos she'd prepared for me that day, I reflected for a moment on how lucky I was to have a Mistress who cared so deeply for me, then my mind went blank as her divine voice took hold.
That night I went to bed snuggled up with my dildo as had become my habit. It reminded me of Mistress Rosen even after her voice had stopped, leaving me all alone in my small apartment. And there was something so soothing about gently licking up and down it's shaft, then sucking the large tip into my mouth. Tips. That's right, I was thinking about tips. It was so important that I showed Mistress how much I loved her by earning lots of big tips. Maybe then she'd finally say the words back to me that I so desperately needed to hear. I idly continued to suck and play with my dildo while thinking of the men I'd performed for today and running through my mind all the scenes Mistress had sent me that evening of her flirting with her partners. The way she'd suggestively raise an eyebrow, or bite the side of her lip, or sensuously lick her lips while looking them up and down. The way she'd lean in, giving them a view of her cleavage, or bend over, filling their entire view with her perfect ass. The way she giggled and teased, playing the brainless slutty bimbo when I knew all too well the sharp and dominating mind she his behind her smile. I knew I could never hope to match her, but as I drifted off I resolved to do my best to learn from her.
The next day I put the moves I'd learned from watching Mistress' videos to the test. I found that most of the women customers weren't too interested, although a few seemed to find my act amusing in some way. But my flirting seemed to be hitting the mark more and more with the men as the shift went on. A few seemed to find my antics actively distasteful, and many looked at me quizzically, as if trying to put together my flat chest and short hair with my very feminine outfit and unabashed flirting. But for most it was enough that a hot piece of ass was showing blatant interest in them while putting on show. Soon the coins in my tip jar were replaced with small bills, and I took to playfully asking each customer if they'd 'give me their big tip'. After each successful score, I looked over to the corner table where my Mistress sat working on her laptop as usual. She waved me over a few times to instruct me to fetch her a new coffee (on my tab, as usual) or to critique my form in handling customers, but she never clarified just how big of a tip I had to score to earn my big reward, or what that reward would be.
Armed with her advice, I redoubled my efforts, shamelessly slutting it up for each and every customer. I reached across the counter to stroke my fingers up and down their arms whenever I could find a pretext, wishing I had cleavage I could show off as I leaned in. I leaned in and pouted my lips as I handed over orders, seemingly offering a kiss, then pulling away at the last second with a wicked smile. Feeling particularly daring, I even reached around behind myself to wiggle the butt plug permanently parting my thick cheeks, triggering uncontrollable moans as the pressure on my prostate made me cream my shorts like a wanton whore. Then I bashfully apologized to the customer I was serving, explaining as I blushed that he was just so tall and handsome that I'd forgotten where I was for a moment. That little act scored me five dollars and a proud nod from my watching Mistress before she packed up and left for the day.
Over the next few days I continued to hone my craft, practicing flirting with all the men that came through (I didn't bother as much with the women now that I'd seen who the big tippers were), watching my homework videos each evening, and going to sleep sucking on my dildo while dreaming up new ways to get my clients hard so they'd give me their cold hard cash.
One cool morning I was opening up shop and eagerly waiting for my Mistress to drop in. She tended to run a few errands or exercise for the morning before dropping in to check on how her 'sweet little utter twink' was doing. At first I'd hated that nickname, but it was hard to argue it as I flounced around the shop like a slutty little fairy, flirting with every man in sight while wearing tight shorts that exposed the bottom of my cheeks and a crop top that showed off my flat midriff. My doldrums while waiting for Daphne evaporated when I saw Steve walk in.
While I called every man I served tall and handsome, with Steve I really meant it. He was easily six-foot four with wavy blond hair, piercing blue eyes, and a body chiseled from marble. He'd been one of my first tippers, back when I'd been stumbling around like a freshly born foal, and since then he'd become a regular, dropping in for coffee once or twice a day. I felt butterflies in my stomach and I didn't have to fake it as I bit my lip and stared at the perfect bulge in his tight great joggers. For just a moment I wondered what it would be like to release his package and lick it up and down before sucking it into my mouth just like I did with my dildo every night. I swallowed loudly as my mouth flooded with saliva at the thought, then shook my head and smiled up at him while taking his order.
Inspired by more than just the prospect of getting a big tip, I pulled out all the stops to see just how much I could make Steve's bulge swell. Humming a bubblegum pop song while making his drink gave me a rhythm to dance to as I rolled my hips and popped my ass, and I made sure to get a big dollop of whipped cream on my finger to suck off while staring longingly at his throbbing bulge. Sashaying back to the counter with swinging hips I leaned in almost close enough to kiss in my patented closing move, but Steve had fallen victim to that trick one time too many, because this time he whipped an arm out and firmly grasped the back of my head, pulling me in for the real deal.
I panicked as time froze and our lips locked together, struggling to free myself from his strong, manly arm and failing to move myself even a millimeter away. Then I heard Mistress Rosen's angelic voice in the back of my mind, instructing me to be passive, to make men want me, and to give in to pleasure. For a moment I relaxed, then I melted into the kiss, opening my mouth to accept Steve's tongue and soaking in the smell, taste, and feel of his rugged manliness. When he finally released me and stepped back I remained locked in position for a few seconds, unable to believe it was over and unwilling to ever have it end. I opened my eyes to see Steve staring down at me with a smile.
"It's about time that a little slut like you learns to take responsibility for all your teasing," he said in a playfully gruff voice. "I'll see you this afternoon for another cup"
With that he turned to leave, but paused for a moment to dig in his wallet before pulling out a crisp hundred dollar bill and placing it in my tip jar with a wink. With shaking hands I pulled it out, staring at it, trying to make myself believe that it was real. A swirl of emotions bubbled inside of me. Confusion mixed with desire at having kissed a man for the first time. Pride in learning so quickly how to flirt from my Mistress that I was attracting hunks like Steve. Self-assurances that since he'd kissed me it didn't make me gay, especially since I'd done it all for a hottie like Daphne Rosen. The thrill of being desired now that I was dressed like a femboy twink in a way I'd never felt as a man. But most of all I felt quivering anticipation wondering if this would be a big enough tip to show my love to my Mistress and earn the big reward she'd promised.
Minutes crawled into hours as I waited for her to come. Still, I kept my bubbly persona on full display and cheerfully flirted with all my male customers. I'd even started to figure out how to get better tips from the ladies. Instead of trying to seduce it out of them, I learned to act like one of their girlfriends, appraising their look with a sharp eye and openly wishing that I had their sense of style or looks. They still didn't match what the men were tipping me, but it was nice to at least be earning something extra from them.
Finally Daphne entered the shop. As usual, she turned heads as soon as she entered, as would be expected for a beautiful woman with 47-25-47 curves packed onto her 5'3" frame. But today she pulled even more attention than usual as she was wearing a tight pair of yoga pants that left nothing to the imagination and a matching sports bra that struggled futilely to contain her G-cup tits, succeeding only in pressing them together and upwards, forming a perfect platform on which rested the key she held that I hoped would be used today to unlock my caged cock as part of my 'big reward'.
Eyeing the line for a moment, Daphne turned to me and in a commanding voice said, "Bring me one iced coffee on your tab immediately, I need to cool off from my morning workout."
Without waiting for a response, she turned giving the whole store a perfect view of her ass through her stretched out yoga pants that rode between her cheeks like a thong. I mumbled my apologies to the waiting line and made up an excuse about 'V.I.P. customer perks' as I quickly prepared her drink and delivered it to her table. Trying to play it cool, I set it down right next to the hundred dollar bill I'd been tipped earlier.
"My, you have been a busy little boy, haven't you? Flirting with all the big men to get them to give you big tips?"
Daphne folded the bill and slid it down into her sports bra, then began idly twirling the key dangling from her necklace and turning it over in her fingers.
"Well I'm absolutely covered in sweat from my hot yoga class, but I'm assuming that a sweet little utter twink like you wants to have your reward now?"
I nodded mutely as my mouth dried at the prospect of finally getting out of my cage.
"Okay then bitch-boy, let me finish my coffee, then meet me in the women's restroom in fifteen minutes, understood?"
I nodded and rushed back to the counter to soothe my irate customers. Their complaints flowed right past me as I daydreamed about what my reward might be. Surely she was going to unlock me now, and I couldn't imagine the orgasm I'd have after weeks of just oozing out little spurts of cum while the supplements Mistress Rosen made me take turbocharged my production. Maybe we'd even make love, finally consummating the dream I'd cherished ever since she'd first walked into my shop. Maybe after she'd even tell me that she loved me.
Finally after fifteen agonizing minutes of waiting I put up the 'On Break, Back Soon' sign and hurried back to the women's bathroom. I paused at the door for a moment, feeling odd entering that space, but as I considered my look I realized that a stranger might just assume that it's the bathroom I belonged in. And either way, that was where my big reward awaited me. I entered the bathroom and saw Daphne standing at the mirror, touching up her makeup.
"It's about time you showed up, another minute and I would have cancelled your big reward. When I give you orders, I expect your full obedience. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Miss Rosen," I replied meekly.
"Do you see anyone else here? Would you say we are in public right now? Try again. Say my name."
"Yes, Mistress Rosen!"
"Good boy, now lock the door and come over here."
"Yes, Mistress Rosen," I replied again, the familiar cadence of the words sending me drifting into sub-space.
I stood behind her, patiently waiting as she finished touching up her lipstick. Then she reached back with both hands and in one fluid motion rolled her yoga pants down to her knees, exposing her beautiful ass, still dripping with sweat. I marveled at it. For all the countless hours I'd spent watching her porn and jerking off, or more recently watching and gooning locked away in my chastity cage, it was even more perfect in person.
"Well, there it is, your big reward. My beautiful ass," she said smugly. "What are you waiting for? Unless you've changed your mind and don't want your big reward for slutting it up to all those men?"
"No! I mean, no Mistress Rosen. I want it, more than anything! It's just that I'm still locked, and I was hoping..."
In an instant Daphne whirled around and slapped me across the face. "Why you uppity," Slap. "Ungrateful," Slap. "Bitch." Slap.
"That cock is mine, and I never said anything about letting it out to play. Besides, do you really think your little shrimp dick could even make it into my ass? Not a chance. Now if you still want your reward, drop to your knees, shut the fuck up, and worship it."



Unable to believe just how badly I'd fucked up, and how close I'd come to losing my reward, I dropped and penitently bowed my head. Mollified by my contrite response, Daphne mercifully turned again, presenting me once more with her bare, sweaty ass. And this time, I did not hesitate for an instant. I buried my face into one cheek and began kissing, licking, and breathing in the indescribable nectar of her scent. Then I moved to the other, fervently trying to lick up every last drop of her sweat. I had never known it could taste so good, salty, with a sweet fruity undertone that must have come from her lotion. Before long I'd stripped the outer regions of her cheeks of their nectar, pulling me ever closer to the center where her taste grew even stronger. I hesitated for a moment, unsure how far I was allowed to go, and equally unsure of how far I wanted to go.
"Mmm, that's a good little twink," Daphne said as she sensed my hesitation. "My whole ass is your reward, enjoy it fully. Just remember that my pussy is off-limits for you."
With that she reached around to the back of my head, and for the second time that day I found myself being pressed face first into ultimate pleasure. The scent that had been sweet before was now intoxicating, as my mouth and nose were buried deep between her sweaty cheeks. Sensing her desire, I stretched out my tongue and licked at her tight hole, immediately being rewarded with a low moan from the woman of my dreams. At first I struggled to breathe as she pressed my face in and ground her ass into me at the same time, but I soon found the rhythm of it, breathing in time with her hips as I licked, kissed, and sucked for all I was worth, worshipping her ass with all I had.
Before long I became aware of her other hand rubbing furiously between her legs, occasionally stabbing my chin with her fingernails. It was a reminder of just how close I was to her pussy, but I didn't think for an instant of trying to slide down and take advantage of it's proximity. Mistress' instructions had been crystal clear, and as much as I wanted it, that particular pleasure was off-limits for me. I kept going through several shuddering orgasms, each of which caused her ass to clench down on my head, sending waves of euphoria through my body. When she finally had enough and released her grip on the back of my head I slumped down to the bathroom floor, watching her pull her yoga pants back up.
"I..." Daphne started as she looked down at me.
My heart leapt in my chest as I thought that this was it, the moment she'd finally tell me she loved me after I'd proven my love to her.
"I think you might end up being a very good slave for me. Wash up and keep those tips coming in, you'll need them for what I have planned next for you, my sweet little utter twink."
I sat there and watched as she unlocked the door and left, then quickly washed myself clean and smiled. Time to earn for Mistress.
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I stared up at the shelf in my bedroom with trepidation. The butt plugs that Mistress Rosen had purchased for me were arranged neatly in order, from the little red-jeweled plug, barely the size of my pinkie finger which I'd long since outgrown, to the comfortable yellow plug that I'd eventually grown accustomed to, still warm from being freshly pulled from my now winking ass, all the way up to the massive violet-jeweled plug that was at least the size of my fist. My Mistress had informed me that one day I would graduate to that size, as impossible as it seemed, but today I faced with a more immediate issue. I turned the cold steel of the emerald-jeweled plug over and over in my hands. At first I had resisted the idea of plugging my ass at all, but I'd grown to appreciate the feeling of fullness, and the grinding pressure on my prostate was the only way I could drain my overflowing balls since my cock had been unceremoniously locked away. But those first two plugs had seemed in my mind like a little finger or two slipping up my bum. Maybe even my Mistress' fingers. This shining new plug represented something more.
It's girth was well-beyond finger territory, much more similar to a cock, and probably a little bigger around than mine to be honest. The length might not quite have been there, but as I considered where it was meant to go, I couldn't help drawing the connection to having a cock up my ass. Was that really the road I wanted to go down? I mean, I flirted with all my male customers at the coffee shop, but that was just to earn tips to show my love for my Mistress (and to pay for the unending series of purchases she placed on my confiscated credit card). And maybe I'd enjoyed when Steve, one of my regulars, had pulled me in for a rough, sensuous, oh-so-dreamy kiss, but now I just let him and the others kiss me to keep the tips flowing in. I hardly even enjoyed it.
"Well bitch, I haven't got all night," Daphne's voice came through my speakers as the blinking light on my webcam reminded me that she had the power to watch me whenever she wanted. "Are you going to be my sweet little utter twink and shove that big plug up your ass, or do we need to move on to discipline?"
"No Mistress Rosen, that won't be necessary." I replied as I knelt on all fours and prepared myself. My cheeks were still tender and red from the spanking she'd given me earlier that day for taking to long to prepare her coffee, and I didn't want to risk any further punishment.
I gasped as the cold metal tip pressed against my slightly gaping hole. The few minutes my old plug had been removed hadn't been nearly enough for me to tighten up, but the added size of the new, larger plug represented a distinct challenge. I wondered what my Mistress was thinking as she watched through my webcam in silence. Was she proud of me? Of how quickly I had come so far under her instruction? A month ago I would have never thought something of this size could possibly fit inside of me, but now it was almost.... nearly... oh goddess... there!
Once I forced the widest part of the head past my burning, protesting sphincter, the plug rocketed in the rest of the way, slamming into my prostate with mind-numbing force and weight. My whole body spasmed and convulsed as rope after rope of thick cum oozed from my chastity cage, forming a rapidly growing puddle on the floor between my knees. The MaxCum supplements that Mistress Rosen had prescribed me ensured that my caged balls were always swollen and full in spite of their steady leaking. So even though I didn't have a proper orgasm (I could hardly even remember what those were like at this point), the amount of cum that seeped out of me in that moment was several times what my largest nut had ever been.
"My what a good little boy you are for me," came the disembodied voice of my goddess. "Now thank me and clean up that mess you made."
"Oh thank you Mistress Rosen, thank you!" I sighed as I scooted back and began lapping up my spilled seed. And I meant it. She was so good to me, loving me in her own special way, even if she never said it. Honestly I didn't even mind cleaning up my cum at this point, given how used to the taste I was from my nightly gooning homework sessions. It didn't seem right to let it go to waste, and I could almost hear Mistress' sweet voice reminding me over and over that cum belonged in my tummy.
The next morning I woke up early and groggily pulled on my yoga outfit. Like so many other things recently it had shown up first as a charge on my credit card, then as a package on my doorstep. Yoga was Daphne's latest obsession, and she insisted that I join her as the workout and flexibility would be good for me. In truth, I didn't mind it too much, as that meant precious time with her outside the coffee shop, but I did mind the clothes she had me wear. She'd insisted that the tight leggings and racerback tank were unisex, but I had a hard time believing her. The worst part was that unlike the booty shorts she had me wearing to work now, I couldn't rely on an apron to cover the bulge my chastity cage made in the front. I always made sure to wear one of my tighter thongs to keep things tucked away (and to make sure I didn't have any panty lines showing, Mistress Rosen hated those). Perhaps that was enough, because none of the other women in the class ever mentioned the little tucked away outline of my chastity cage stubbornly protruding from the front.
My heart leapt as I stepped into the warm yoga studio. There were a dozen or so women milling about, chatting while they waited for the class to start. Most of them had classic "yoga girl" builds, long toned legs leading up to a cute little butt, flat tummies, a hint of cleavage peeking out from the tops of their sports bras, and nearly universal bottle-blond hair pulled back in a pony tail. But my eyes were pulled straight to the back of the class where due to a twist of fate nearly a month ago the incredible Daphne Rosen was waiting for me. She possessed an undeniable gravity that affected everyone in the room. The other women in the class orbited around her, unable to ignore her presence with their mix of jealous peeks, awestruck glances, and more than a few lustful stares. But they also seemed afraid to approach to closely, as if recognizing her natural dominance and ceding territory to her as the unspoken alpha, leery of being trapped in her web. I, on the other hand, was already enmeshed beyond any hope of escape, and happily threaded my way to the waiting spot for me at her side.
I marveled as I did everytime I saw her at Mistress Rosen's beauty. Her five foot three frame was overloaded with curves, from her powerful legs, up to her glorious ass (each cheek of which was easily bigger than the toned little booties of the Skinny Minnie's in the class), through her narrow waist, and up to her ridiculously gravity-defying G-cup boobs. But the crown above all was her beautiful face, with piercing blue eyes framed by raven-black hair and a broad, imperious smile that exuded utter confidence in her control over me, her happy little bitch.
"You look so cute in those new clothes I bought you," she said as she greeted me with a tight hug.
I groaned as my imprisoned cock strained to get free from it's triple prison of cage, thong, and yoga pants. My arousal at the close contact and affection only increased as she grasped my butt with both hands, squeezing hard as she pulled my cheeks apart and slid her fingers into my exposed crack, confirming that my newly upgraded plug was in place with a little jiggle that sent spasms from my prostate through my entire body.
"Thank you Mistress Rosen," I gasped out, Causing a few blond ponytailed heads to turn back in our direction. As Daphne released me I saw them looking down to my crotch, where to my embarrassment a wet spot was forming.
"Tsk, tsk little slut," Daphne teased, "remember we're in public, you know the rules."
"Yes, Miss Rosen. Sorry Miss Rosen."
Mercifully the other girls quickly lost interest and faced forward once again as the class started. Although I'd initially started yoga just as a way to spend more time with Daphne (and, to be honest, because she'd ordered me to), I'd quickly found myself enjoying the classes for their own merits. I felt graceful and free wearing my 'unisex' workout clothes, and as I developed my flexibility I took pride in matching the instructors fluid motions from pose to pose. I'd never been particularly athletic, but somehow in yoga I found a personal beauty in physical expression that I'd never known before.
Daphne, however, seemed determined to keep me from maintaining a Zen state. She constantly repositioned herself so that in each pose she was giving me a closeup view of her assets, whether bending over and jiggling her ass in front of me, or giving me a view down her cleavage, or spreading her legs wide and drawing my eyes downward. Through it all she maintained a wicked grin like the cat who are the canary, clearly enjoying my discomfort at being unable to resist her allure while also being unable to do anything about my unbearable arousal.
She also made a game out of sneaking in intimate contact with me under the guise of 'correcting my form'. Each time as she moved me into the correct position, she would cup a hand around my ass and play with my butt plug, or reach through my legs to squeeze my bundled up package, or brush her hands across my chest while stealthily tweaking my increasingly sensitive nipples. Today she took it even farther, mounting me from behind while I was in downward facing dog and grabbing me by the hips to 'help me lift them higher so I could really feel it deep'. But while firmly grasping my hips she began thrusting against my helpless ass. Hard. Her dry humping wouldn't have accomplished much, except for that fact that my newly upgraded butt plug was forced in by each thrust, then pushed back out again by my twitching pelvic floor.
The room spun and everything around me blurred as each of her powerful thrusts ground the hard and heavy plug into my sensitive ass. I put every ounce of self-control I had into holding my position and stifling my groans. She didn't have a cock, but my Mistress was fucking my ass anyway, and in public none the less. But she was right. I was her sweet little utter twink. I didn't even think of trying to stop her, even when her anal pounding started making me leak cum with each thrust. Even when the dribbles of cum grew into a steady stream that stained the entire front of my yoga pants. I submissively took her humping until she was satisfied that every drop of cum had been milked from me.
After class I scurried quickly to the bathroom to change into my work clothes. I paused for a moment before I entered, considering both the yoga pants and racerback tank I was wearing and the booty shorts and spaghetti strap crop top I was preparing to change into. In a way it almost made more sense for me to use the women's restroom. After all, if anyone who didn't know me were to see me in either outfit that's probably where they'd assume I belonged... But instead I pushed into the men's restroom, which at least had the giant perk of nobody else using it. Nobody, that is, except for Daphne. She definitely didn't belong there, but insisted that it was fine since there weren't any men in the classes and that she needed my help to clean up after class.
She entered just as I'd finished wiping of the spilled cum (first with my fingers to scoop what I could salvage into my mouth, then with paper towels to finish the job) and gotten dressed in my work clothes. With well practiced routine she walked sensuously up to me, then paused, wordlessly waiting. I feel to my knees and began peeling her sweaty yoga pants down over her ass and all the way down her legs. as she stepped each foot out of them she rested her hands on my shoulders, both balancing herself and reinforcing the natural hierarchy of our relationship.
Then she stepped back and held out her hand. Again, I obeyed her nonverbal instructions without question, fishing around in my bag for $100 in tips I'd collected the previous day. Every dollar represented me flirting and flaunting my twink body for every man that came into the coffee shop like a bimbo nympho slut, and more than a few came from customers who'd 'stolen' a kiss from me while handing over their drink. I'd worked hard for that money, and money was tight with all the purchases Daphne kept putting on my credit card, plus the uptown yoga class fees. But I didn't hesitate for an instant as I held out my love offering, knowing the reward I would receive. After our first experience together in the bathroom at work, Daphne had decided that $100 was a fair price to pay for worshipping her ass, and it turned out she had need of my services often.
She smiled as she tucked the cash into her bra, then turned to face the counter, giving me a second to get into position behind her before she sat down on my face, turning me into her kneeling makeup stool. My money troubles, my earlier embarrassment, and everything else in the world faded away as her beautiful ass encompassed my face. My senses were overwhelmed in an instant. The pressure of her weight pressing through my whole body. The complex bouquet of scents from her sweat mingled with her perfume. The utterly intoxicating taste of her warm skin as I began lapping at her with abandon. The smooth touch of her perfectly curved booty all over my buried face. I was in heaven.
I did my best to be a good stool, straining to hold still as I bore my Mistress. She mostly ignored me as she toweled off, applied her makeup, and touched up her hair. If I moved too much beneath her or if she felt my licking grow too close to her forbidden pussy (she regularly reminded me that it wasn't meant for gooners like me), she would reach a hand back to grab a fistful of my hair and jerk my head back into position or deliver a warning kick with her heel to my tightly caged package. But if was a very good stool then sometimes she would reward me with a gentle pat on the head, calling me her 'good little ass kisser' and rubbing her foot tenderly up and down my crotch. She carefully ensured it was never quite enough stimulation to trigger a release, keeping me right on the edge, but I didn't even care. Her praise and affection meant far more to me than anything else, and the hornier I became the deeper I feel in love with my goddess.
Finally Daphne finished her routine and stood up. For a moment I continued licking the air in confusion, the cold air feeling like the blankets had been ripped off my soul after the warmth of her flesh. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and delivered a sorrowful parting kiss to each of her cheeks as she dismissed me to my dayjob, reminding me that I needed to keep earning well to pay for the next round of things she planned to buy for me.
Later that morning as I started my shift I fretted over how I was possibly going to afford yet more purchases. I hadn't bought anything for myself in the past month besides food, and the daily ass worship fees ate up nearly all of my tips. I was still stressing over that when she walked in wearing her form-fitting dark red halter top dress, one of my absolute favorites. I put her usual drink on my tab and brought it over right away, seeing that she was shopping for couture lingerie on her laptop with my credit card sitting out. It looked beautiful. Classy and sexy at the same time. For a moment I thought about what it would look like on me, but then I saw the price as Daphne added it to her cart and I cringed.
"Miss Rosen, that's so kind of you, but you don't need to buy me those," I offered meekly, hoping to salvage what was left of my budget.
"You think these are for you? You ditzy bimbo," Daphne replied with a scornful laugh. "Your little ass is nowhere near ready for this kind of decoration, I'm buying your gifts for me. You know, the ones you owe me for being so kind to you? And I'm so very, very kind to you that I'm even handling picking them out myself, so all you have to do is pay for them. Isn't that wonderful? Say 'Thank you Miss Rosen.'"
"Thank you Miss Rosen."
"You're welcome my little bitch. Now that's the attitude that I'm looking for. Gratitude. Not whatever that shit was you started with was. Now is there anything else?"
"Um," I hesitated, worried about daring to ask for what I truly wanted.
"I asked you a direct fucking question, and I want a direct fucking answer. None of this 'Um' nonsense. What the fuck is that? Now, is there anything else?"
"May I please see you in them?" I blurted out. "I mean, since I'm kinda buying them for you?"
"See me wearing these? " She laughed again, even harder than before. "You? You couldn't handle seeing me wearing these. Not a chance. But since you asked so nicely, I'll go ahead and let you buy me a new dress too, and maybe if you're good I'll let you see me wear that."
I groaned audibly, realizing I'd just added another bill to the growing pile.
"Ohh, are you worried about paying for all this? Is that your problem?"
"Yes Miss Rosen," I admitted.
"Well don't you worry your pretty little head about that, I've decided to help you increase your earning potential by making some investments in your appearance. You've got to spend money to make money you know, and when I'm through with you you'll be swimming in tips from all the hot guys coming through here."
"Thank you Miss Rosen," I said, operating purely on reflex in my shock as I wondered just what she had in mind.
I didn't have to wonder for long. A couple days later boxes stuffed with new bottles of pills showed up. Unlike the MaxCum supplements Daphne had started me on previously, the labels on these bottles were all in Chinese characters. I tried translating them with my phone, but couldn't make much sense of them. At least I was able to make out the dosages, and knowing what Mistress Rosen would want me to do, I carefully laid out one dose of each and swallowed them down with a glass of water. My initiative was rewarded when I logged onto my webcam and opened my email to find my nightly gooning homework from my Mistress. She praised me for taking my medicine, then instructed me to bring the bottles over to my desk before everything went a little hazy. As usual, I had a vague awareness of watching various videos from Daphne's illustrious porn career, each with a personalized voice over from her that burrowed straight into my unconscious mind. Every once in a while I'd see a video of her speaking directly to me in the camera, or one of her private collection of unreleased sex tapes.
Numbly following her directions I played with myself as I stared, sucking on the large black dildo she'd bought for me as she blew real big black cocks on screen, tweaking my nipples as the men she was with played with and sucked on her tits, fiddling with my chastity cage and squeezing my swollen balls as she rubbed herself to orgasm while riding dick after dick, and sliding my plug in and out as she happily took giant cocks up her hungry ass. I'd always wanted to be with Daphne, even before I meet her when I was just another guy jerking it to her videos. But in my hypnotized mind I found myself for the first time wanting to be her. Or, as that was clearly too lofty of a goal for any mortal, to be like her. To have her magnetism, pulling everyone's gaze to herself. To have her beauty and style. To move like her, with sinuous grace in every swaying step. To make men hard like her... She was a goddess I could never match, but deep in my mind a dream took root. If I couldn't be a goddess, I could at least be a slut.
When I came to I saw my shot glass sitting in front of me on the desk in it's usual spot. Ever since I'd started leaking so badly during my homework, Mistress had me collect my dribbling cum in it so I could drink it down. Without putting much thought into it I casually picked it up and threw it back. Instantly I noted the odd powdery texture mixed in with my treat. looking around my desk I saw signs of crushed white powder everywhere, which I soon traced back to the half-empty pill bottles I'd received just that day. Just how much did she have me take?



Our routine continued over the next several weeks. Morning yoga together with me eating her ass while she cleaned up afterwards (as she loved to remind me, breakfast was the most important meal of the day). Her dropping in on my shifts at the coffee shop to tease me and to observe me working all the men who came through for tips. And evenings blissed out and gooning to her while downing massive doses of my special supplements mixed into my cum. I wasn't sure if it was the workouts or the supplements or both, but my body started changing noticeably in that time.
My arms and legs grew slim and toned, but all the weight they lost seemed to find it's way to my ass. I was grateful for my new wardrobe, as my old jeans would have been a nightmare to get on over my big butt, but my yoga pants and booty shorts were made for it. I was a little concerned, but I figured all the exercise must be building up my glutes, and once they toned up maybe my ass wouldn't look so big. My facial features also seemed to soften a bit, although that may have been partially from the way my longer hair framed my face. It seemed to just keep growing like crazy, and I meant to go get it cut, but I was still strapped for cash and Daphne insisted it looked good on me. The strangest change was the swelling under my tender, puffy nipples. Although I hadn't much cared for it when Daphne had first started tweaking them as a joke, I found myself liking the feeling more and more, to the point that I often caught myself idly rolling them between my fingers until they stiffened. My only complaint was that they tended to itch, although I thought that if I could just find someone to suck on them they'd feel worlds better.
Although the physical changes were surprising, the mental changes were if anything even more drastic. My emerald jeweled butt plug that had once seemed so large and invasive now just whetted my appetite for more. Big asses like mine were meant to be fucked, not just plugged. I found myself daydreaming all the time about it. Usually I just focused on the idea of it, of something big, hard, and warm plunging in and out of my gaping hole. But sometimes I thought about the person giving it to me. Of course I'd seen Mistress Rosen's videos where she wielded a strapon cock with power and skill that would put most male pornstars to shame (I always wondered just how many times she'd had a co-star develop feeling for her after being fucked in the ass like that), so that was easy for me to imagine. But I also found myself thinking about men. Daydreaming about customers like Steve (oh my god, he is so dreamy!) bending me over the counter, pulling down my shorts, and fucking the cum right out of me. Or daydreaming about some of the new videos Mistress had added to my gooning homework, for the first time not featuring her, just strong, powerful men with bulges that made my mouth water. Wondering if I'd be able to fit them in after I'd lubed them up with my saliva...
I always snapped out of it when I remembered that I was straight, but it was just so confusing how wet the idea made me. At least that was easier to hide now that my new supplements had made my cum runnier and clear. You could barely make out the wet spot between my thighs where my thong kept my caged cock tucked safely down and away, even though it was pretty much always leaking like a faucet. Unfortunately they'd also changed the flavor of it to something sweeter and vaguely fruity. Don't get me wrong, I didn't mind it, but I found myself missing the salty tang of how it used to taste.
Fortunately, both the mental and physical changes seemed to really help me get the tips rolling in. The guys seemed to really like my new look, and they were always complimenting my new hair, or saying how they hadn't noticed how beautiful my eyes were until now, or congratulating me on getting fit. But I saw what they were really into. Every last one of them was staring at my ass whenever they got the chance, so I made sure to give it to them. My shorts had been revealing before, but as my ass had grown they'd progressively gotten swallowed up by it more and more, until half of each cheek was hanging out. And every time I 'accidentally' dropped something and bent over at the waist to pick it up, they'd ride a little higher up my crack, revealing even more. I found myself strangely uninhibited as I strutted around the shop, pausing to ask good-looking customers if there was 'anything I could do for them', then grinding my soft booty into their hard crotches before they had a chance to respond. For some of my favorite regulars I even went a little further and sat in their laps while they drank their coffee. Before long they quit using the tip jar altogether and just slid their bills right into my waistband. I thought it was silly, since that's how you'd pay for a lap dance, not tip your barista, but it made them happy so I didn't mind.
Everything was going well, and for the first time in a long time it seemed as if I might just be able to manage to pay my rent and eat while also paying off my mounting credit card bills from all the things Daphne bought for me (and gifts she bought for herself) and of course covering my offerings to thank her for letting me worship her ass every day. Then one day she waved me over to sit next to her while she sipped on the latte I'd bought her. I walked over quickly, but still swinging my hips with every step. I'd learned that my clients were always watching me, and it paid to swing my booty around whenever possible. Besides, it felt like my hips might be widening a bit from all my yoga stretches, so it just felt more natural to walk that way.
"There you are slut," Daphne greeted me with a grin that was equal parts genuinely happy to see me and predatory. I'd asked her a while back if she could call me her S.L.U.T. instead of her "sweet little utter twink", as it rolled off the tongue a little easier and the way she said it made my knees weak. "I have something for you."
I nearly fainted as my Mistress reached behind her head and lifted her necklace, pulling the key to my cage out from deep within her cleavage where it belonged.
"Now listen very carefully," she said as she held it out to me. I nodded mutely, hypnotized by the spinning piece of steel and the freedom it represented. "I don't want to have to explain myself again, or have you make a mistake because you're ditzing out over all these hot guys you've been teasing. You got that?"
"Yes Miss Rosen," I managed to squeak out through my dry throat and lips.
"Good. You've done a good job serving me for the past two months, and I think you deserve something special. Take this, go to the bathroom, unlock yourself, and come right back. No playing around in there, I don't want you to spoil your treat. Understood?"
"Yes Miss Rosen!"
I practically ran to the bathroom, and barely had made it into a stall before I had my shorts down and was inserting my key with shaking hands. I wanted to go quickly, both to get my treat as soon as possible and to make sure that Mistress Rosen didn't think I'd disobeyed her orders. With barely a glance at myself I tucked myself back into my thong and pulled up my shorts. As I reached for the door I paused to see myself in the mirror. I could see why those guys all tipped me, I was sexy as hell, and proud of it. My body was lean and toned, except for my overflowing booty and the persistently growing swelling on my chest. I noted with a smile how much better my shorts looked now that they were smooth across the front, it was so much easier to tuck without all that steel getting in the way!
When I sat down next to Daphne she had my bank website pulled up. She turned to me and whispered breathily in my ear as one of her hands slid up my leg and began playing with the hem of my shorts.
"Listen very carefully. You are not going to cum until I give you permission, do you understand slut?"
"Yes Miss Rosen," I answered, unable to believe that I was finally going to cum and terrified that I wouldn't be able to hold back the flood.
"Good slut," she moaned as she leaned in to suck my earlobe into her mouth, nibbling at it, then flicking her tongue in and out of my ear. "Now log in to your account."
I struggled to maintain enough composure to remember my username and password and type them out. Finally on my third try I managed it as she wrapped her other arm around my back, squeezing my side into her cleavage while pinching roughly at my nipple through my shirt.
"Good slut," she whispered again as she moved her hand in my lap up onto my crotch, squeezing down on my rock hard shaft and beginning to slowly stroke. "Obedience gets rewarded. Now go to account settings and add me as an authorized user."
I hesitated for just a moment and she squeezed hard with both hands, crushing my cock and balls in one while painfully tweaking my puffy nipple with the other. Then as I started the process of adding her she released, resuming her slow pumping of my cock while trailing kisses down my neck. When I finished she bit down and sucked, holding, and holding for glorious second after glorious second until I was left with an angry red hickey on my neck.
"I like to mark my property," she said with a wink. "Now transfer all administrative privileges to my account."
I knew better than to think about consequences now. Obedience gets rewarded, and her hand pumping on my cock had me ready to explode. It was a marvel that I didn't as she left a trail of smaller hickeys on my neck, but somehow it felt like I couldn't cum even if I tried. In a few minutes I'd managed to work my way through the convoluted process.
"Mmmmm, what a very good slut you are for me. Now one last thing. Remove your access to the account."
I froze, and as I did so did her hands. My cock twitched in my shorts, straining for contact, trying desperately to cum. But I couldn't. Right on the edge and desperate to get off, I knew for certain that somehow there was no way I could orgasm in that moment without the permission of my Mistress. After letting me dangle like a fish on the line for a minute, Daphne pressed in again, jerking my cock furiously until my body was begging for release, then stopping and watching me squirm. She repeated the cycle over, and over, each time forcing some of my resistance to fade away as my overstimulated cock begged for release after months of denial. I rationalized. She already had my credit card, what more was this? And if she could make my body unable to cum with just a word, then what was total control of my finances?
Finally I relented, and typed in the commands, quickly clicking through warning after warning that this process was permanent. As if I didn't already know. When I'd finally finished Daphne stopped her game of Red Light Green Light and pumped my cock nonstop, slamming her hand down into my balls with every stroke. Meanwhile she slid her other arm down my back and worked her hand between my plush cheeks until she was pushing on the plug in my ass, forcing it to rub hard against my prostate. I was squirting my sweet-smelling watery cum out like a hose, but still the sweet release of true orgasm rested entirely with her.
"Please..."
"Please what? I want definitive fucking statements. What do you want slut?"
"Please let me cum, Mistress Rosen. Please, I'm begging you, I'll do anything you want."
She pulled both hands up, leaving my cock and ass both twitching uncontrollably, then grabbed my head by the chin with one as hand while the other gripped my neck. Daphne twisted my head and held my gaze in her own staring into my eyes for a long moment.
"I know you will. Now cum for me, bitch."
My body reacted spontaneously to her command. I felt the orgasm coming deep from my swollen balls as stream after stream of thin cum squirted from my twitching cock. With every squirt my pelvic floor contracted, squeezing down on my plug and triggering the next. I couldn't look away as my Mistress held my face while a seemingly unending orgasm wracked my body. She watched as my arousal shifted into confusion then finally into dismay as I felt.... nothing. After months of waiting I was finally experiencing an orgasm at the hands of Daphne Rosen, my goddess, but somehow her furious pumping followed by the pause had completely ruined what was supposed to be the greatest orgasm of my life. I tried frantically to start stroking myself to salvage something, anything from the wreckage, but her hands flew down and seized my wrists, locking them in an iron grip and forcing me to wait it out and stare into her eyes until finally my cock twitched one last time, then shrunk down into the puddle of cum it had released.
"Well, I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did, although somehow I think maybe you didn't. But I did give you exactly what you asked for, so next time be more careful. Now, go back to the bathroom and put this back on," she instructed as she slid my cage back across the table to me. "And when you come back we'll discuss our new arrangement."
Earlier I'd scurried to the bathroom in a tizzy, unable to believe my good fortune. Now I stumbled to the back of the coffee shop in disbelief. That was it? I'd just signed over total financial control for a ruined orgasm? It hadn't even felt that good, and now I was even more desperately horny then before. For a second I felt the urge to flee. I was finally free of the steel cock cage, and maybe I could just slip out the back and start a new life somewhere. But then I imagined how sad Mistress Rosen would be. Even worse, disappointed. I must never disappoint my Mistress. The words echoed in my mind over and over again like rolling thunder. The very thought made my stomach turn. She'd been so very good to me, buying me all the things I never even knew I needed, mentoring me in flirting and teasing all the hot guys that came in for a coffee, and spending hours every day recording nightly videos to help me become who I needed to be. She even, I thought as I turned the chastity cage over in my hands, cared enough to lock away my cock for me so that I could really focus on what was important. And that must be just as hard for her as it is for me, right? I mean, Daphne Rosen clearly LOVES dick. The way her eyes light up when she fishes a big hard cock out of a guys pants and begins to suck it. The way she moans as she takes inch after inch of manly rods up her ass or pussy. I mean, my cock might not quite measure up to the pornstars she used to fuck, but she still probably really wanted it. Now that I thought of it, locking away my cock must be even harder for her. There was no way I could complain about it when I knew how she was sacrificing.
A few minutes later I strode confidently out of the bathroom (after changing into my spare work clothes). To be honest, I just felt safer and more secure in my cage, neatly tucked away, out of sight, out of mind. I placed the key in Daphne's hand, and my heart fluttered as she put back on her necklace and tucked it away safely between her breasts.
"Do I need to check that you locked everything up like a good little bitch?" she asked with a nod to my crotch.
"No Miss Daphne!" I replied, utterly aghast. "I would never, I mean, you can check if you'd like, of course."
"Hmm, I didn't think that'll be necessary. Trust is the foundation of any relationship, and I trust that you know who is in charge, just as you trust me to lead you in everything."
My heart thrilled at her use of the word 'relationship'. We were official! Boyfriend and girlfriend! Or, something like that at least. Our own special thing. But here I was, the one guy in the world lucky enough to be in a relationship with THE Daphne Rosen.
I was still buzzing with joy as Mistress explained how our new arrangement would work. She would handle all of my finances, and my paychecks would still direct deposit. After all the worrying I'd done over making ends meet with my rising expenses, that was a huge relief! Also, since she was handling my accounts, I'd be responsible for covering my rent, food, and other expenses using my tips. Now I felt that familiar stress creeping back as I tried to add up just how much I'd need to earn in tips to cover everything, especially with the $100 ass worship fees I owed virtually every day. Just as I was starting to panic, Daphne took me by the face and pulled me in close.
"Now listen carefully, because this part is really fucking important and I don't want you to miss it. You got that."
I nodded mutely.
"Good. I don't think you're really earning up to your full potential, so I'm going to give you an incentive. If you can earn an extra five thousand dollars in the next month, then I'll let you have my pussy."
Fireworks went off in my mind! I would move heaven and earth for that reward.
"Well, what are you waiting for? The clock is ticking. Quit staring at me and go start earning!"
The next week I worked the hardest I have ever worked in my life. I was a flurry, serving customers at the counter with a smile and doing my best to make each one fall in love with me, bouncing around the cafe area checking on the good tippers to see if there was anything else I could do for them. Some of my coworkers complained about my 'obviously sexual antics', but my manager saw the lines of happy customers and me doing the work of three baristas and said I was fine. At the end of the week, I'd managed to save $548 in tips. Once upon a time, I would have been over the moon to have that much extra cash, but I knew that was nowhere near enough if I wanted to finally have sex with Daphne Rosen and consumate our relationship.
The next morning at yoga, Daphne could tell that I was feeling down. As we headed back to our private bathroom she asked me what was wrong. I quickly explained my situation while kneeling in front of the mirror where she liked to do her makeup while presenting my offering.
"Thank you," she said sweetly as she took my money and her seat on my face. "You're kinda dumb, so let me explain exactly what you need to do. You can't really really right now anyway, so just listen. There's two sides to the problem. First, you're spending too much. Start cutting back on less important things, I bet you could spend a lot less on food, and maybe eventually we'll need to stop you wasting money on rent. Second, you need to earn more. Lucky for you, I'm willing to help."
"You see, you're getting to be a hot little piece of ass, but that's not going to be enough if you really want to get those boys to give it to you. Your body hair is thinning nicely, but laser hair removal will really make your legs pop. Then maybe we can get you started with some basic makeup and do something about that mop of hair. Oh, and some new clothes too, of course. A little variety in your wardrobe will work wonders, you've gotta give the men some new eye candy every once in a while. And don't worry I see this as an investment, so I'll happily pay for all that with your credit card instead of taking it out of your tips."
I could have melted as I lapped at my Mistress' beautiful ass. She was so right, and so good to me.
That weekend we went together to the spa and Daphne supervised as I went through laser hair removal (ouch!) and a visit to the hair stylist. Then she bought me my first ever makeup kit and showed me how to apply the basics. I wasn't sure at first, but when I walked home I basked in all the masculine attention I was receiving, dreaming of how much my new look would boost my tips. When I got home I saw the familiar sight of a few boxes waiting for me, and opened them to find a mix of brightly colored skirts and camis. I wasn't sure about wearing them in public, after all they were women's clothes! They maybe weren't that much more feminine than my unisex outfits I'd been wearing, but it still felt like an important difference.



But that evening during my gooning homework Mistress Rosen explained it all to me so clearly. I was dressing for the male gaze (since men were my best tippers), so of course I should wear womens clothing, that's what men wanted to see! And with all the work I was doing in yoga to tone up my growing ass, plus the painful hair removal I'd just gone through for my legs, I should get to show them off. Skirts were perfect for that! Then there were the cami tops. They were tight through the body, showing my toned midriff, but even better they came with some built-in support in the chest. I'd still been dealing with the strange swelling and tenderness in my chest, which was always sore after running around all day with no support. The funniest part was that the way the support squeezed my chest up and together even gave me the appearance of cleavage. All those silly guys staring at me would think I had tits! Can you imagine?
Mistress was right, of course. Just a few minor changes and my customers were falling over each other to give me their tips. It was a little tricky at first. I had to learn how to squeeze my arms together just right to really make my chest pop as I leaned in. When they finally pulled their eyes up from my chest I didn't have to fake a mischievous smile, it was just so funny! Another challenge was that I was so used to leaning over at the hips to pick things up while I was making drinks. That was fine when I'd been wearing booty shorts. Those were tight, but they basically covered everything, or at least everything important. But with the short, flaring skirts Daphne had picked out for me, every time I did that half the shop saw my full ass with my thong holding in my emerald-jeweled butt plug! I was so embarrassed. But every time it happened one of my customers would invite me to sit on their lap for a bit and tell me that it was okay, and that I should really be proud to show off my body. Just a little wiggle of my hips and those turned into the biggest tips I'd ever been given.
Another two weeks went by, and thanks to Mistress Rosen's generous investments in me I'd managed to save just over two and a half thousand dollars in tips! I'd tried to cut back on unnecessary expenses everywhere I could, especially on food. Maybe with a really killer final week I could still reach my goal, but it was going to be tight.
I was pretty much always hungry, and noticed my arms and legs were slimming down even more while somehow my ass and chest just kept growing. That was strange, but the weirdest thing was the cravings. You'd think I'd want a cheeseburger, or something normal like that, but what I really wanted was cum. White, creamy, salty, tangy, thick, yummy cum! Apparently I'd developed a taste for it when Daphne had started me out on the MaxCum supplements and gotten me in the habit of consuming everything I produced. And of course I was still licking up as much as I could of what constantly leaked out of me, but it was so runny now that you could hardly call it cum, and the sweet fruity flavor was entirely different.
My cravings peaked whenever Steve walked into the shop. He'd been my first kiss when he'd taken matters into his own strong hands and pulled me in as I was teasing him. Since then I'd kissed lots of guys at work, from little pecks on the lips to mini makeout seshes as I handed over their orders. But there was something special in Steve's gentle control, in the way he firmly held me in place while kissing me tenderly. I found myself idly wondering what his cum tasted like. I was sure it would be strong, like him. My mouth watered at the thought. Then one day when he walked in I couldn't take it anymore. His bulge just looked soooo good... I told him I needed a big strong man to help me with something in the back, and he happily followed me into the storeroom. When we got there I wasted no time, whirling around as I dropped to my knees in front of him and tearing down his sweats and boxers in one swift motion. I lifted his hardening manhood in one hand while lovingly cradling his heavy balls in the other. It was beautiful, and the faint scent of his cum filled me.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, "I just need... I really need this."
Before he could pull away I lunged forwards, sucking his cock between his lips and sliding inch after glorious inch over my tongue and down my throat in one smooth motion until my chin slapped against his balls and my nose pressed into him. I made a mental note to thank my Mistress for buying me my training dildo and having me practice deepthroating it every night, she was so very wise. Then I felt Steve's hands on the sides of my head, firmly pushing me back, forcing me to give up inch after inch. I fought him, pressing myself forward, trying to keep as much of his cock in me as I could. But he was so much stronger than me, and soon I had only his head left in my mouth, teasing the bottom of it with my tongue, praying that it wouldn't be taken from me too. My prayers were answered as he pulled my head back down hard. forcing every inch back down my open throat.
Steve set the rhythm as I moaned appreciatively, pushing and pulling on my head as I kneeled in front of him. I sucked, licked, and gagged, knowing I was ruining my makeup, but not caring in the slightest as the first drops of precum touched my tongue. That promise of what was to come made me redouble my efforts. Steve still set the pace as he fucked my face, but I teased his balls with one hand while the other scratched up and down his thighs. My tongue swirled around and around his delicious cock, trying desperately to get to the creamy center. Finally I pushed him to his limit and felt his whole body tense as he fired streams after stream of cum down my throat. I was worried at first that I wouldn't even get a taste, but as his orgasm continued he loosened his grip, allowing me to slide my head back until just the tip of his cock was in my mouth. Those last few dribbling spurts onto my tongue as I squeezed his balls to make sure I got it all out confirmed my suspicion. Steve's cum was delicious.
When he finally pulled his softening member out of my mouth entirely, I gave it one last little kiss, then realized what I had just done. I looked up at him in terror, preparing to explain how hungry I had been and apologizing for forcing myself on him. But before I could say anything he pulled out his wallet and thrust a fistfull of bills down at me.
"Whew, I didn't know that was on the menu too or I'd have ordered it ages ago," he said as he handed me the cash. " I will definitely be seeing you tomorrow for another."
Then Steve pulled his pants back up and walked out whistling a happy tune. Meanwhile I counted the money and realized that the answer for earning enough money to satisfy my Mistress was staring me right in the face. I already knew all the best tippers at the coffee shop and had built up my own personal base of customers who came in regularly to see me. All I had to do was start taking them to the back for quick blowjobs and I'd get more tips than you could shake a dick at! Plus, I thought as I licked my lips, each one would leave me with a mouthful of yummy cum to swallow!
I wasted no time in putting my plan into action, making up excuses to get my clients alone, then sucking them off as fast as I could. As it turned out, I was pretty good at this, who would've thought? Usually just a few minutes alone and I'd be left with a warm feeling in my tummy and a bit more cash. Of course, not all the guys were as hunky as Steve, but I learned to appreciate the wide variety of dicks I could suck and the nuanced flavors of the cum they blessed me with. The biggest problem was that some of my clients weren't quite the gentleman that Steve was either. Especially was word got out and strangers started dropping in and asking if they could see me in the back. Some of them barely even left a tip!
With a few days left until my deadline I was scrambling to suck every cock I could get my hands on to make it to five thousand dollars. So when a rough looking guy came in and told me to meet him in the back, I went with him against my better judgement. As soon as we were alone he threw me down and started forcing his cock into my mouth, pulling my hair and slapping my face as he went. It was awful, and I tried to go somewhere else in my head, thinking of how it would all be worth it when I finally earned my Mistress' pussy. Finally he came, and I choked it all down, but then he turned to leave without giving me a dime.
"Hey, uh, aren't you going to tip me?" I asked hopefully.
"A whore like you," he spat. "You liked it, and it wasn't even that good anyway."
Then he turned to go, surprised to find a furious 5'3" harpy standing in front of him with rage in her eyes. Without warning she drove her knee straight up into his crotch, dropping him straight to the ground.
"That's my bitch you just fucked, you got that," she said as she began kicking him in the stomach. "Nobody treats my bitch like that, nobody!" She glared down at him for a moment. "And nobody fucks her without paying me." She delivered one final kick to his head, then pulled out his wallet and fished out all the cash inside. "Now get the fuck out of here."
He stood and stumbled out, fleeing before he could take any more abuse. Daphne turned and her face softened as she looked down at me crying. She sat next to me and cradled my head against her chest, gently stroking my hair.
"You dumb, dumb little slut," she said with tender affection. "I knew something was up when you kept disappearing back here. Lucky for you I decided to look in on you this time and see what was up. Where you sucking off guys to try to get me my money?"
I sniffled and nodded.
"What a wonderful idea. But you are so naive. You can't just go doing that without some kind of agent, someone to make sure the guys pay, and that they treat you right, and maybe even to help you line up more business. You need someone like that, don't you?"
I nodded again, feeling safe in her arms and thinking of how good it would be to always be protected like that.
"Good. I'll protect you then. You need someone strong like me to take care of you. And to make it fair I'll take half of what you earn."
"Half?" I asked incredulously.
"Yes, half. This is a partnership, and I deserve my cut. Besides, you're going to be earning so much more now with someone to line the guys up for you and to make sure they pay what you're worth. I've invested a lot in you, and now you're finally going to be paying it back."
The last few days of the month showed me just how effective Daphne could be at finding me clients. Several times every hour a new guy would approach me at the shop, and a few minutes of work later he'd stumble back to the front, pay Daphne, and be on his way. At the end of my shift she'd count out my cut and hand it to me. I could hardly believe it, and was so grateful to her every time she gave it to me. She even found a whole new pool of potential clients in our morning yoga class. It turned out a lot of the women in it were either divorced or unhappily married, and either way they just wanted to have a good orgasm for once. Daphne let a few hints drop about how talented I was, and soon a few of them were paying top-dollar to have me eat them out as long as they wanted. At first I was a little worried that it would make Daphne jealous, me being with other women like that, but she explained that it was all just business, and that whether it was with men or women, my job was just to make the clients she set up for me happy.
When the end of the month finally hit, I couldn't believe it, but somehow I had managed to pull together enough. Mistress Rosen gave me her address and told me to bring my offering to her that evening. I raced home from work and got cleaned up, then pulled out some of my old clothes. I wanted to look sharp, and laid out some slacks and a nice button up shirt. But when I pulled on the slacks I couldn't even get them over my ass unbuttoned, much less fasten them. And my shirt looked strange with my little tits (so many of my clients called them that, it kinda stuck in my head at this point) pushing through. Plus I really missed the support of my camis. Running low on time, I made the call and pulled out one of the nicer looking skirt and cami sets that Mistress Rosen had bought for me. I knew she'd just gotten them to help me get more tips at work, but since she picked them out I hoped that she'd like the way I looked.
When the taxi dropped me off at the address Daphne had given me I was shocked. The place was a mansion, and made my tiny little apartment look like a dump. I thought maybe there had been a mistake, but when I knocked at the door my fears were put to rest. She stood there in the dress she'd let me buy her as a gift, utterly radiant. It was bright red and orange with ruffled detailing all around and a long split running all the way up one thigh. I could almost see the prize that I had worked so hard for.
She had me enter, closed the door behind me, then immediately gestured for me to kneel.
"So that's what you choose to wear to impress me, is it?" she asked. "I mean, don't get me wrong, you look hot, but do you really want me to see you as a little bimbo slut? Or as a strong confident man?"
I stammered, unsure how to answer that.
"Definitive fucking answers, remember? But don't worry, I can see exactly what you are, and I think we can make this work out. Now where's my money, bitch?"
I held out all the tips I'd managed to save, just over five thousand dollars.
"How many dicks did you suck to get me this money?" She laughed as she threw a few bills on the floor. "One?" She threw a few more. "Two?" She dropped a bunch. "Twenty?" She threw every hard-earned dollar I'd brought her up in the air. "Hundreds?"
I watched the money fluttering down, thinking of how many times I'd abased myself to earn it for this goddess in her mansion.
"But none of that matters to you, because you would do anything for me, isn't that right?"
"Yes Mistress Rosen, anything! And now I'll finally get to fuck your pussy."
"Fuck me? You? You didn't really think that was going to happen, did you?"
"But. But you promised!"
"I promised I'd let you have my pussy, not fuck it. It's about time I learned what all the girls in yoga were going on about."
She pulled back her dress and grabbed a fistful of my hair, and smothered my face in her pussy.
I'd been close to it before, often, as I worshipped my Mistress' ass. But obedient as I was I'd never snuck a lick of her forbidden fruit. Now I was consumed by it. Her wetness enveloped me as she ground herself up and down my face, smearing her juices all over me. I was too shocked to react, just kneeling before her and taking it in.
"Lick it, bitch. I haven't got all day."
I obeyed immediately with unmatched fervor. Every ounce of love and devotion was poured out as I knelt at her feet, gazing up in sheer adoration as I made love to her holiest of holies with my mouth. Like an unworthy priest I was humbled before her, worshipping my goddess' most intimate parts. My heart raced as she moaned, pleased with my service. Her tight grip on my scalp slackened just enough to give me some freedom of motion, while still ensuring my continued ministration. I took advantage of the freedom to lick, nibble, and suck on her from every possible angle, using every trick I had learned to please her. Gradually her moans grew deeper as my face was bathed in her dripping radiance. I eagerly matched her with increasing pace, desperately hoping to take her all the way to climax.
Finally I felt her waves of energy crescendo as she took hold of my head with both hands and ground herself into it with all her strength. I felt every quivering shudder as she came, and came, and came, riding my face like a sex toy. Only then did I become aware of my hands, which had pulled down my top and were twisting and pulling on my nipples. And my ass, which was ripping and convulsing as I ground the head of my butt plug into the back of my heel. And my cock, which was squirting my watery cum out non-stop. As Daphne's orgasm finally faded her humping of my face slowed and the dribbles of cum running down between my legs ended. I looked up at my Mistress and she looked down on me with a broad smile.
"I knew you'd make a great bottom bitch. Now clean up that mess you made and stack my money on the table before you leave, I have plans tonight."
Without waiting to see if I obeyed she stepped back, settled her dress into place, turned, and left. I watched her swaying ass as she walked away, then put my face you the floor and began to clean.
Fifteen minutes later when I'd carefully stacked all the money I'd brought into a neat pile on the table. Then unsure of what else to do, I left. I didn't have a penny to my name to pay for a ride, so I started walking back to my apartment. Luckily it wasn't too terribly far. Before long I became aware of all the odd looks I was getting from passersby. It took me a minute to realize, but my makeup must have been an utter wreck at that point, and my face was sticky with a mix of Daphne's juices and my own cum. It was far too late to do anything about it, so I did the only thing I could and held my head high as I strutted proudly the whole way home. Yes, I looked like a slut. But that's because I was a slut. Daphne Rosen's slut. And I was proud to be just what she'd made me.
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Author's note: this story is a continuation of a choose your own adventure series. I recommend that you begin at Momma Mia - Introduction so that the story will make sense.
As Stan drove home from the airport he was, as usual, eager to get back to Mia. His old marriage with Julia had been rocky to say the least, but his arrangement with new wife was much more manageable. She got to live in the lap of luxury with the freedom to fuck whoever she wanted while he was away, and he got a bombshell of a wife that was just as horny as he was and who let him explore the kinky fantasies he'd never been able to experience with his prudish ex. He often wondered who exactly she fucked while he was away, but it didn't really bother him. He knew she needed sex multiple times every day, and it's not like he was abstaining while he was gone either. Still, the one-night stands and hookers on his business trips were nothing compared to sex with Mia, and he was ready to strip her clothes off and fuck the second he got in the door. He just hoped that Tommy would make himself scarce. It was hard sometimes to balance his sex drive against weirding out his adult son. Hopefully he'd move out soon, and make things a little easier.
When Stan walked in the front door Mia was there to greet him. He dropped his bags and immediately pulled her in for a kiss, kneading her ass in his hands and grinding against her bulge as they reunited with passion. He began tracing kisses down her neck and onto her chest as he pulled down her dress to reveal her large tits with their chocolate chip nipples, but before he could go any farther Mia pushed him back and rearranged her dress, insisting that she show him her present first. He was reluctant, but there was no denying Mia when she had her mind made up, so Stan contented himself with staring at her swaying ass as she lead him down into the basement. He was about to ask her what the big surprise was, when he looked up and saw something he'd never expected.
That was Julia, his fucking ex, laying on the floor with her legs and arms wrapped around some guy as he pounded her in missionary position. He wasn't even sure if she was aware that they'd walked in, as her eyes were rolled back in her head in ecstacy. She was moaning like a whore, begging him to fuck her harder between gasping breaths. Maybe if she'd acted like that when they'd fucked their marriage might have lasted.
Stan was about to ask Mia just what was going on when she wrapped her arms around him from behind, pressing her tits into his back and her bulge into his ass as she ground herself against him. One arm held his chest, pulling him back into her, while the other deftly released his slacks and fished out his cock, stroking it slowly as he watched the lewd scene continue.
"Doesn't it turn you on?" she whispered in his ear. "Seeing your ex fucking like a whore?"
Stan felt himself hardening in Mia's hand. He had to admit that it was kinda hot. Julia had always been a prude, shooting down his ideas to spice up their sex life and treating sex with him as a chore or a bargaining chip. Seeing her laying there, so lost in sex that she didn't even notice him? The old Julia wouldn't hated it. So he absolutely loved it. The only thing he didn't love was that they guy she was fucking looked to be half his age, if that. He'd heard that she'd been running through a string of younger boytoys since the divorce, using his money and the new tits she'd bought. From the looks of things her most recent one had some crazy stamina. She kept having orgasm after orgasm (unless she was faking those like she'd told him she'd done with him after the divorce), while he was going strong as ever.
"Mmmm, do you want to see that young stud cum in your ex-wife's pussy?" Mia asked as she continued stroking Stan.
Stan could only moan as he thought about seeing his ex degraded like that.
"Okay then, I hope you enjoy your gift." Mia said. "Tommy, you may cum now."
Stan's eyes went wide with recognition as Mia gave the order, but he couldn't look away as his son blasted his pent-up load of cum into his ex-wife. Mia kept stroking his cock with one hand while the other held his chin facing forwards, forcing him to take it all in as she nibbled at his earlobe.
"What the fuck is this?" Stan finally asked as he stared at Tommy and Julia kissing and rolling on the floor with their limbs still entwined.
"You know our arrangement," Mia replied. "I get to fuck whoever I'd like while you're gone. And it turns out these two are even bigger sluts for my cock then you are."
"I know you fuck around, but my wife? My son?" Stan shot back.
"Ex-wife. Besides, I have them both completely broken in for you. Watch. Tommy, lay down on your back and let Julia ride on top you."
Stan stared dumbfounded as they moved to obey. He still hadn't gotten off, and in spite of how wrong this all was, he was too aroused to care. Tommy was already hard again, and even knowing that he was there, Julia straddled him and slid herself down onto his cock with a low moan.
"Just imagine all the fun we can have with them," Mia offered as she released Stan and positioned herself in front of Julia. "I want you two sluts to please me with your mouths while you fuck. Be sure to really put on a show for Stan over there."
Julia glanced over at Stan for a moment, her face betraying her shame, then she turned back to Mia and lifted up the bottom of her dress, pulling her cock out from her panties and obediently kissing the tip. Mia lowered herself down on Tommy's face, sighing with pleasure as he began eating her ass and Julia began sucking her cock. Then, staring over at Stan, she began grinding her hips, rolling her ass crack back and forth over Tommy's face and occasionally allowing him to suck in her dangling balls as she facefucked his mom.
"Come on dear," she called seductively to her husband. "You know you want to try out your gift. Didn't you tell me you always wanted to fuck your ex's ass after what she did to you in the divorce."
Stan held back, stroking his cock as he watched the scene before him, but unwilling to join in the depravity. Then Mia took Julia by the hair and pulled her mouth off her cock and spit in her face.
"Bitch, you're ruining my homecoming gift for my husband. Beg him to fuck your sorry ass."
Julia didn't hesitate for a moment, and began desperately begging Stan to fuck her ass, insisting that she'd always wanted him to, all the while desperately trying to get Mia's cock back in her mouth. Stan couldn't believe it, and the last of his resistance faded. He knelt behind his ex-wife as she got fucked by his boytoy son and his new wife and took in the scene for a moment, then he looked up at Mia and held her gaze.
"This is the best gift ever honey."
"I know dear, now let's fuck this bitch together."
Julia felt something deep inside her snap as Stan buried his cock in her ass. It wasn't taking it up the ass that was the problem, she'd secretly enjoyed that even when she'd denied her ass to Stan as a way to fet back at him for cheating. It wasn't even getting fucked by Tommy, as she'd long since accepted that her son was her lover. It was knowing that after breaking it off from that asshole now she'd never be anything more than his fucktoy. She took solace the only way she knew how, lunging forward to suck in Mia's delicious cock once again, stuffing her last hole and abandoned herself to pleasure.
Stan cut way back on his business travel after that, telling his coworkers that family was more important than anything. His career didn't suffer in the slightest, however, because he took to regularly entertaining clients at his home, where he offered them all the pleasures of the estate. Tommy and Julia had no shame, fucking for the enjoyment of Stan's guests and happily pleasuring them whenever they decided to join in. Every day when he woke up with Mia at his side and Tommy and Julia at his feet, ready to serve them both, Stan would roll over and kiss his beautiful wife, thanking her for making him the luckiest guy in the world.
THE END!
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Author's note: this story is a continuation of a choose your own adventure series. I recommend that you begin at Momma Mia - Introduction so that the story will make sense.
Mia walked in on Tommy and Julia fucking in the kitchen. As usual, both were naked, giving her an excellent view as her stepson railed his busty mother from behind. At eighteen Tommy was fit and muscular with the type of lean tone that made girls swoon. And Julia was a gym bunny milf with bolted-on 34E boobs that were now being smashed into the counter as Tommy anchored his thrusts with one hand on the back of her neck and the other on her hips. Her hands were out of sight, and as Mia circled them to take it all in, she saw that Julia was furiously rubbing her clit as she moaned through orgasm after orgasm. She'd once preferred to be on top during sex, controlling the pace as she used her body to manipulate men. But every since she'd spent a week in Mia's basement bound and fucked doggystyle, she'd preferred a more primal approach.
Mia sipped her coffee and smiled with pride as she watched her brainwashed sex slaves obliviously continue fucking, then eased her own cock out of her robe and began slowly stroking herself until she reached her full 8-inch length. The show continued on and on, as Julia had been made into an insatiable slut by her programming and Tommy was completely unable to cum without Mia's explicit permission. Mia didn't know how long they'd been going at it this time, but judging by the puddle of Julia's juices pooling between her legs, it had been a while. As she grew increasingly aroused, she decided that it was time she joined the in the fun.
She stepped behind Tommy and took a firm grasp on his hips, digging her sharp fingernails in and making him gasp with pained pleasure. Then she thrust herself into his ass, impaling him fully as he pulled back from his mother's dripping pussy. Mia held him there for a moment, savoring the way he ground himself against her while Julia whined in wordless frustration as Tommy's cockhead teased her. Then Mia took mercy on both, releasing her grip on Tommy's hips and standing still behind him, allowing him to fuck his own ass on her massive rod while resuming his pounding of Julia with renewed fervor. Mia ran her nails up and down her stepson's back, happy to sit back and enjoy the fruits of all the work she'd put in to create her perfect fucking family. Finally she was ready to finish, so she wrapped her hands around Tommy's neck and pulled his head back to hers, whispering in his ear "Cum for me, Chico."
The result was immediate. Tommy's entire body convulsed as he pumped the load he'd been building up all morning into Julia. Once he'd finished, Mia pulled her cock from his ass and pushed him to the side, then stepped forward and thrust herself into Julia's ass. Tommy watched in awe as his stepmother fucked his mother to yet another orgasm. Then as Mia pulled out, he dropped immediately to his knees, first licking his Mistress' quivering rod entirely clean, then turning to lick and suck the cum from his mother's pussy and ass. Julia stood slightly, sitting on her son's face and pushing as much as she could to force the mixed cum out of her and into his mouth, begging him not to swallow yet. When she finally felt the last of it ooze out, she turned and dropped to her knees in front of him, kissing him ravenously as they shared the collected cum back and forth. When they'd finally determined that each had enough, they swallowed, licked each other's faces clean, and shared one final lingering kiss before looking up at their shared Mistress in adoration.
"Oh, aren't you two just the most precious little slaves," Mia said with a wicked grin. "Come help me get dressed, then I have something special to show you."
They did so, following Mia up to the Master Suite where Julia had once lived, back when she'd been married to Tommy's dad, Stan. Mia doffed her robe and stepped into the shower, enjoying the steamy water as her well-trained slaves took turns washing her and pleasuring her. Then after they'd dried Mia off, they lotioned her body and helped get her dressed before following her down to the basement.
Julia always felt a twinge of anxiety going down here. Her memories were vague, but she knew that sometime something terrible had happened here, even though now it was a happy place where she came to stay whenever Stan came home for reinforcement training. She liked that, even though machine-powered dildos couldn't compare to the real thing, but still her hazy memories made her nervous. So she clung tightly to Tommy's side as they walked down the stairs, feeling his warmth and savoring his muscled body. Like a safety blanket he made her feel more secure, and the fingers she used to idly play with herself helped too. It was better not to think too much, and being horny helped with that. Once they reached the bottom, she saw Mia standing in front of her bondage bench, and another just like it.
"I decided that you two needed some real mother/son bonding time, so I got another bench setup for Tommy, come on up," Mia said as she patted each bench.
Tommy and Julia climbed on and waited obediently as Mia strapped each of them down into place, then began preparing their accessories. Julia sighed with relief as Mia guided each of her machine-powered dildos into place, filling her achingly empty holes. As Mia walked around to her front, Julia opened her mouth, hoping to give her Mistress a blowjob, but was disappointed to have another mechanical dildo inserted instead, this one with an open slit in the tip, which she automatically began licking. That kept her from really seeing Mia's final step of attaching a large cup over each of her hanging tits which suctioned themselves into place. Julia wondered what they might be for, but studiously was sure not to think about it too much as she enjoyed having all three holes filled.
Next Mia prepared Tommy. He had seen Julia mounted on her bench many times, and had even helped to secure her there. But that didn't prepare him for the powerless feeling that came from being unable to move while Mia slathered his ass with lube, then slid a large mechanical dildo of his own into his unresisting hole. The feeling of fullness made his cock spring to life and harden even before Mia slid it into a tube that applied gentle suction as she attached stickers to each of his hanging balls. Finally she came around to his front, and inserted another dildo with a slit in the tip into his mouth, just as she'd done for his mom.
Mia stepped back, looking down at her helpless slaves as they started back up at her, mute due to the twin dildos filling their mouths.
"Now, one last thing and you two will be ready for your bonding time."
Mia stepped forward once more and affixed VR headsets and earphones onto both, leaving them unable to see or hear anything but what she wanted them to. Then she turned both stations on, and watched the result of her work.
Julia writhed with familiar pleasure as all three dildos began pumping in and out of her. She wished she could throw her ass back, impaling herself even harder on the dual cocks behind her, but all she could do was kneel motionless on her bench taking it in. The sensation on her breasts, however, was new. The cups alternated between low and high suction, making her skin tingle and making her nipples painfully erect. To take her mind off the pain, she focused on the cock in her mouth, giving it a proper licking instead of just allowing it to fuck her throat. She was rewarded with a delicious cream oozing from the tip, which only made her redouble her efforts.
Tommy, meanwhile, found himself in completely uncharted lands. He'd had both his face and his ass fucked by Mia countless times since his stepmother had first dominated him into becoming her personal fucktoy. But he'd never gotten it from both ends at once. It was disorienting, making his mind feel fuzzy. What's more, when Mia fucked him with her smooth and powerful strokes he could feel the South American rhythm in her hips building up to a crescendo. But the machines fucked him at a steady pace, not as fast, but with a surety that they would keep going and going. As he found himself selling into the groove, he began to notice his swollen cock more and more. The vacuum in the tube surrounding it had him harder than he'd ever been, and the stickers attached to his balls must have held electrical leads, because pulses of buzzing power kept making them twitch and twinge, forcing his pelvic floor to contact over and over as if he were cumming. But of course, his mental programming prevented that without receiving Mia's blessing.
Satisfied by their moans and grunts that her slaves were set in their stations, Mia switched on their VR sets and left the basement, wondering how she'd amuse herself while their final transformation was completed.
Julia was a cow, a happy little cow. She knew she was because the sultry, seductive voice in her head. She looked all around at her field, happy to be in such a good place and so well cared for. She didn't have to think, her Mistress and the stablehands that cared for her took care of that. Just like they took care of her holes, fucking her all the time to keep her happy. It felt soooo good. And happy cows moo when they feel good. So she mooed. Whenever the cocks stuffing her made her feel good, she mooed. Because she was a good happy cow. But her tits, um, her udders hurt sometimes. It wasn't good to hurt. She should feel good and be a happy cow. But they were so big and swollen, and there wasn't anything she could do about it. So she tried to focus on the cocks and feeling good and mooing as her udders grew bigger and bigger and felt more and more swollen. Then finally she felt something else. Sweet relief that felt almost as good as the cocks inside her. A faint dribble from her udders, just enough to take the edge off the pressure. Then that dribble became a stream, and she mooed, louder than she ever had before. It felt so good, cows were meant to make milk, and she was making milk, and that made her a happy cow. She just wished that she wasn't so alone.
Tommy was alone in an open field. He needed to run, to jump, to fight, to fuck. Oh how he needed to fuck. He was so horny he couldn't even think straight. It constantly seemed like he was about to finally cum, but somehow he couldn't. And it drove him crazy. Constantly on the edge he felt feral and wild, filled with energy he couldn't release. So he pushed his body to the limits, working out to the point of exhaustion, growing stronger and stronger, trying to focus only on that, not on the need for release boiling uncontrollably inside his belly. The voice in his mind told him that he was meant to protect and to serve. But who? He was all alone. So he focused on getting stronger, not thinking. Thinking was hard. But he could be strong.
A month into their training, Mia checked on her final experiment. Julia was dripping front and back as she orgasmed again and again on the cocks fucking her relentlessly. And the drugs and physical stimulation seemed to be having their desired effect as her breasts had swollen several sizes and looked to be engorged with milk. Each time the suction in her milking cups increased, twin pearlescent streams erupted from her nipples and she writhed in her restraints as an even more powerful orgasm took her. Mia laughed to herself as she caught a muffled series of 'moos' coming from around the dildo stuffing Julia's mouth. Tommy's changes were no less impressive. He'd been fit before, but the steroids and protein pumping down his throat coupled with electrical muscle stimulation were packing on pounds of muscle to his fit frame. What's more, the non-stop stimulation without release had made his balls swell as they filled with seed. Mia cradled one in each hand, pulling and squeezing on them gently as her stepson squirmed in his harness.
It was time to finish this. Mia carefully unstrapped one of each of her pets' arms, then entered the instructions for the final simulation into their headsets.
She looked across the field and marveled at the size of the new bull. He was so big and strong, and yet there was something familiar about him. Some kind of connection. She knew instinctively that he would protect her, and mooed loudly to get his attention.
He saw her crawling on all fours like an animal, her hanging tits swaying as she lifted her head and mooed at him from across the field. That was strange, didn't cows moo? He wasn't sure, but maybe she was a cow. Would that make him a bull? He was big and strong like a bull. Maybe that was right?
She knew she needed to attract his interest before another cow took him, so she turned and pointed her back to him, dropping her face low into the grass until her udders were smashed wide onto the ground, lifting her backside and swaying it back and forth.
He saw her ass in the air and felt the ever present need for release deep down inside. Maybe with her he'd finally be able to achieve it. He started walking over, then began to crawl instead. He was a bull, and that cow needed him.
She mooed in ecstacy as he mounted her from behind, her body trembling under his weight. He was huge, with rippling muscles to protect her. But more importantly his cock was huge. She was dripping wet, but she still had to wiggle and squirm to fit him in. As the first orgasm took her, she felt protected and safe for the first time she could remember.
He felt her shuddering beneath him and knew he was doing a good job caring for his cow. Still, he wished he could feel release from this pressure inside him. He reached down to hold her hand, taking it in his own and mentally promising to always take care of her.
Mia watched her slaves thrashing against their restraints in abject ecstasy, then smiled as she saw their flailing arms finally connect, finding each other's hands and holding on as the simulation continued to fuck their brains out. She walked over to her stepson, lightly running her fingers over his incredibly muscled frame, then leaned down and whispered in his ear.
He suddenly felt different. His whole body arced with electricity as his long sought after release finally came. He thrusted again and again into the cow he'd mounted. His cow. And filled her with his seed. He could feel it flowing out of her, forced out by each thrust as he pumped more and more in. This was what he was meant for. He was a bull, and he would protect his cow forever.
Stan was shocked, to say the least, when he came home from his business trip and saw his son and his ex-wife naked in the backyard fucking like animals. It was like a scene out of a porno. Tommy was massively ripped with a huge cock and even bigger balls, mounting Julia from behind and fucking her with incredible stamina. Julia, meanwhile, was squeezing her tits, which looked even bigger than the last time he'd seen her in court, and was that milk coming out of them?
Before he could do anything rash, Mia intercepted him, dropping his pants and sucking his cock into her mouth. He came a few minutes later, undeniably aroused by the exotic display. Then Mia had him return the favor, sucking her off while she explained what she'd done behind his back.
At first Stan was upset, but soon his arousal blurred his judgement. He fucked his new wife's luscious ass while watching his ex-wife crawl around on all fours with her swollen tits nearly grazing the tall grass. He'd called her a 'fat-titted cow' at their divorce hearing, and now Mia had turned her into just that. Later on as he sat on Mia's lap and rode her, he watched as Tommy crawled all around Julia, watching for danger as she offered her ass to him like a bitch in a heat. The boy had always taken her side, and it seemed fitting that Mia had put him in that role permanently.
Mia took his face in her hands and pulled it back to her own, kissing him as she released her cum deep into his bowels.
"I did this for you, mi amor. Come, do you want to meet our slaves?"
Tommy seemed unwilling to let the stranger near his cow at first, but when Mia positioned herself behind him and began fucking his ass he relented, losing himself in pleasure. With the path clear, Stan approached Julia, savoring the sight of his degraded ex-wife.
"Well, it looks like I won't be the first, but I'm finally going to fuck your ass Julia, and from the looks of it you're going to love it."
Before long Stan and Mia repositioned so that Tommy and Julia were side by side and facing in opposite directions. Then they kissed deep and long as they fucked their slaves together for the first time of many, many to come.
THE END!
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With my face buried in my latest client's ass, I can't help but remember how relaxing yoga class used to be. Just a month ago I would slip quietly into the back of the class for a calming workout beside my beautiful Mistress, Daphne Rosen. Sure, she'd tease me with her curvaceous body, and 'accidentally' bump and grind into my caged cock with her plump ass or sexy feet, but that was just how our relationship worked, and I was still able to enjoy a peaceful, centering workout.
I slid my face up and down my client's crack as she held her downward dog position, licking all the way from her wet pussy up to her winking asshole. Finally she came, covering my face in even more of her juices. I sat back on my heels and caught my breath as I toweled off, but before I could resume my workout, another of the MILFy gym bunnies in the class tapped my shoulder. I looked back to my Mistress and she gave me the nod to let me know that she'd already collected payment.
Forcing a pleasant smile, I turned back, looked up, and asked, "How may I serve you today?"
By the end of class I'd serviced four clients and actually worked out for maybe five minutes. But I suppose it was just as well, as the swelling in my chest continued I had found that the base level of support provided by my racerback tank just wasn't cutting it anymore, leaving me tender and sore from the way I jiggled with every motion. I winced and cupped my hands over my heaving chest as I hurried back to the private restroom for my regular post-yoga rendezvous. A few minutes later, Daphne walked in, still glistening from her workout and counting out the roll of bills in her hands.
"Good work out there, that tongue of yours really lines those ladies up," Daphne said as she started to strip down. "Here's your cut."
She peeled off a few of the bills and held them out to me, but as I reached out my hand, she pulled them away.
"Actually, on second thought, maybe it's better if I hold onto this for you. I mean, we both know that the first thing you're going to do with it is pay my ass worship fees anyway. Why go through all the fuss?"
"But... but Mistress, you already took my bank accounts, my share of the tips is so the money I have now."
"That's true, but dumb little bottom bitches like you don't really need money, do you? If you need anything you can just ask me, and I'll buy it for you out of your earnings. Isn't that simpler? You can think of what you'd like while I do my makeup."
I knew the discussion was over, and so I kneeled in my customary place in front of the mirror and tilted my head back, still feeling the same rush as I did every time my Mistress sat on my face. The excitement quickly triggered me to start squeezing down on my plug, sending steady dribbles of my watery squirt down my thighs. It felt good, but somehow I'd adjusted to the plug in my ass. Once it has seemed insurmountable, but now I find myself wondering if the next size up would be big enough to make me actually cum. I massaged my chest, both to relieve the chronic soreness there and to simulate my nipples. They'd grown puffy and sensitive, and the added stimulation was almost enough to push me over the edge. Almost.
When Daphne had finished with her makeup, I knew just what to ask for.
"Mistress Rosen, my chest is so sore all the time, do you think that I could maybe have something to help with that?"
"What do you mean? Does my sweet little bitch need a bra for her bitch titties?"
"A bra? I suppose that would help. But they're not titties, it's just the swelling from those supplements you gave me. I don't have..."
"Boobs. Take a good fucking look," she replied with a laugh. "They're called tits. Women have them. They're boobs."
I looked down. Like, really looked down. I saw cleavage. I had boobs. She was right.
"But the swelling is temporary, right? These will go away, right?"
"Not a chance sugar-tits! If anything I'll have to see about upping your dose." She reached down and squeezed one of my breasts in each hand. "I'd say you're maybe a B-cup, I can buy you some bras for now, and I'll just get you more once I decide you're at your final size."
"But why? Why would you do this to me?"
Daphne squeezed hard, driving her nails deep into my sensitive breasts.
"Don't ask why, you didn't get to ask questions. I gave you tits because I wanted to, and because I like my bitch better this way. Besides, don't you like all the attention you get from the men at the coffee shop? And don't you want to be more like me?"
I looked up at her massive chest, each boob easily the size of my head, and gulped as I wondered if I was really going to end up that well-endowed. And if that was what I really wanted. But I knew that what I wanted didn't really matter anymore.
"Yes Mistress Rosen."
"Good, now is there anything else you'd like to ask for?"
"Umm. I was wondering if maybe I could go up to a bigger butt plug?"
After a long shift of brewing coffee and sucking cocks in the backroom, I finally made it back to my small apartment. I didn't even bother taking off my skirt, it was short enough that it wouldn't get in the way. I just dropped my thong panties to the floor, stepped out of them, and raced to my bookshelf where the treasure my Mistress had authorized me to use lay waiting for me.
I reached behind me and tugged on the green-jeweled head of my plug, clamping down as I pulled it out to give a satisfying 'pop'. Goddess that felt good! Way more stimulating than just holding the plug in, or even rocking my hips while sitting to grind it in a bit. Experimentally I pushed it back in and repeated the process a few times, moaning in pleasure at the sensation of pressure as I pushed it in, followed by the feeling of tension as I gripped the plug in my ass and fought to keep it in. I wanted to keep going, but I needed to hurry so that I could start on my nightly homework assignment.
I took the sapphire-gemmed butt plug down from the shelf and rolled it from hand to hand. It had such a weight to it, I knew it was going to feel so good pressing against my special spot. But now that I held it in my hands I couldn't believe that I'd actually asked my Mistress to use this monster. My fingertips could just barely touch around the widest point, and even at its neck it was a full inch across. I wanted it in me, giving me that delightful feeling of fullness once again, but could I manage it? I reached for my bottle of lube, then decided to try something a little different. I knelt and licked up the puddle that had oozed from my cock while playing with my old plug, then carefully snowballed it onto the new one, coating it in a shimmering sheen of my slippery sperm. Then before I could lose my nerve, I balanced it on the ground behind me and sat on it with all my weight.
Stars exploded in my vision as my ass stretched around the head of the plug, then stuck halfway down. Tears welled in my eyes as I felt the ring of fire explode behind me, and for an instant I started to lift up, but then I thought of how disappointed Mistress Rosen would be in me if I quit, especially on something I'd specifically asked for. Pressing through the pain, I ground down on the steel invader, rolling my hips back and forth, then rolling them around in a circle. Millimeter by millimeter I forced my way down, my tears of pain gradually shifting into tears of joy as my hole stretched to accommodate. Finally I passed the widest point, savoring the smooth feeling as it slid through my tortured sphincter, then I landed flat on my plump ass, unable to move, much less stand up, as my muscles clenched and pushed involuntarily, trying to force out the impossibly large plug. Eventually the spasms receded, and I stood, walking on wobbly tip toe over to my computer. Only then did I notice that the light on my webcam was blinking, and a request for video chat was awaiting me.
"I can't fucking believe you actually got that thing all the way in! When I bought that set I meant the last two sizes as a joke, but you did it!"
"Muuhh.... Mmmuuuuhhh." I tried to respond, but I still couldn't manage to speak.
"Shhh, you don't need to thank me. Like I said, I'll handle all the money, you just tell me when you need something, and I'll take care of you. It's almost like I'm your pimp, and you're my dear, sweet, loving bottom bitch. But don't worry about that now, just listen to my voice and feel sleepy.... so stupid and sleepy."
My mind went fuzzy then. I gooned over the videos she sent me as her voice continued to burrow deeply into my subconscious. There were so many big dicks. Beautiful, thick, veiny cocks of every shape and color, waiting to be sucked. I knew Daphne would enter the scenes eventually, she always had me goon to videos of her, but she never appeared. Instead more and more videos of rock hard men continued. Someone had to take care of them. Those cocks needed to be held, caressed, sucked, and fucked. I could take care of them. Oh goddess how I'd take care of them. I needed them in me, pumping me full of their warm cum.
Cum. I snapped out of my trance as I felt something warm in my seat. I'd set up cup in front of my chastity cage as usual to catch my drips, but the new plug seemed to really be affecting me, as the cup had overflowed onto my seat. I quickly lifted it to my lips and drank down eight ounces of sweet sissy spurt, wishing that it was the thick, salty cum that the men in those videos made. I licked my chair clean as best I could, then went to bed, my ass still tingling as I dreamed of cock.
A couple days later a new batch of boxes arrived at my apartment. I wasn't surprised to find an array of bras in my size, and immediately started trying them on, marveling at how good it felt to have actual support for my boobs. Now that I'd accepted that's what they were and asked my Mistress for help, I had just what I needed. But at the bottom of the box was something I hadn't expected. It was a bright red dog bowl, and around the rim in block letters it read "DAPHNE'S BOTTOM BITCH." Not sure what to think of that, I set it to the side, slipped on a comfy bra that boosted my cleavage, and got ready for work.
It was a busy morning at the coffee shop, a few of my regulars came in for their usual latte and a BJ (they'd worked out electronic transfers with Daphne so I could serve them even when she wasn't around), plus the regular rush of people just wanting their morning drink and maybe to flirt with the busty barista. I didn't mind the busyness, and it was always nice to see my regulars (especially Steve, he made my insides feel so creamy and warm). But I was having a real crisis of conscience. I'd been sucking cocks for a while, partially because I liked the cum, but mostly because I knew I had to do my part in my partnership with Daphne. But I was starting to like them. Like, really like them. Honestly I'd probably suck off most of my customers even if they didn't pay. But I was in a relationship with Mistress Rosen. Was I being unfaithful to her by enjoying the cocks she had me suck too much?
When she finally came into the shop later that morning to check on me, I rushed over to her sobbing, tearfully apologizing for loving dick when I should only love her. That drew a few odd looks from the patrons around us, including a couple curious ones, but I didn't care. Without a word she took me by the hand and began walking to the back room, gesturing to the curious men on her way. When the four of us were all there, she addressed them.
"Pants down so this horny bitch can suck your cocks. Hurry the fuck up, I don't have all day."
They did, and my mouth watered as they began to stroke them, making their rods harden.
"You want them, don't you? Two strangers you've never met before in your life, but when they pull their cocks out your little slut brain shuts down. But that's okay."
I turned and looked into my Mistress' eyes with disbelief.
"It doesn't matter who fucks your face, or how much you enjoy it, as long as you remember who owns you. Now, whose bottom bitch are you?"
"Yours, Mistress Rosen. I'm your bottom bitch."
"That's right you are. Now go suck those cocks for me."
After an all too brief double blowjob, Daphne collected her fee and we took a seat together while she drank her coffee.
"Now tell me, did you enjoy sucking the cream out of those hard cocks for me?"
"I... ummm... I guess so?"
Daphne's hand shot up my skirt and seized my swollen balls in a merciless grip.
"I asked you a direct fucking question, and I want a direct fucking answer. Did you enjoy sucking those guys cocks? Yes or no?"
"Yes, Miss Rosen!"
"Yes what?" She asked as she twisted her grip. "Be specific."
"Yes I enjoyed sucking on those hard cocks for you Miss Rosen. I enjoyed feeling them twitch and pulse in my mouth. I enjoyed their taste and the feel of them on my tongue. I enjoyed swallowing down their hot cum."
"Good, that's more like it." Her grip eased and she began gently rolling my sack in her hand, so close to my caged cock, but separated by cruel steel. "You know what your problem is? You overthink things. You need to let me do the thinking. And I think you'll be a lot happier if you just start thinking of yourself as a girl."
"A... a girl?"
"Yes dummy, a girl. A girl with juicy tits and a big fat ass who gets to suck all the cock she wants."
"But I'm... I have a..."
"A cock?" Daphne laughed as she clicked her nails against my cage. "Cocks are big and hard. Cocks are made for fucking bottom bitches like you. No, what you have is a sensitive little clitty, because you're a girl, isn't that right?"
It was all so confusing. I knew deep down I was a boy, but it was so hard to disagree with Mistress Rosen. Especially when she was rubbing my clitty like that. And my mouth watered at her promise of all the cocks I could suck.
"I suppose I could be a girl for you Miss Rosen."
"See? Isn't it easier when you let me do your thinking for you? What a good girl you are for me."
At her words the warm ball of energy that had been building up from the plug pressing against my prostate exploded and I felt my clitty twitch violently. When my spasms finally stopped, Daphne pulled her hand from my skirt and let me lick it clean. I was so happy to finally know who I was: Daphne Rosen's good girl.
Being a girl felt so good, it was like my head was full of bubblegum and cotton candy all the time, just letting Mistress handle everything for me. I changed my name and transitioned socially, but it seemed like most people were just confused that I used to think I was a boy. As a treat, Mistress took me shopping for more girly clothes to round out my wardrobe, and took me on another trip to the salon to finally get a proper girly haircut and to learn how to really do my makeup. My eyes goggled at the price tags, but I didn't have to think about money anymore, and Mistress said it was her job as my pimp to make sure her Bottom Bitch was happy. And oh was I happy. Because all those changes made me even more popular at work. At least, with my customers. I hardly ever left the backroom now, sucking cock after cock from all the guys that Mistress found for me. My co-workers complained about me never actually working the counter, but Mistress worked out a deal with my manager. He was my first blowjob of each day, a nice little warmup for me before serving my paying customers.
Another change came with my nightly gooning homework. While Mistress Rosen's comforting voice still guided me through it every night as usual, my fuzzy recollection of the scenes I watched was less and less of her. Instead, I vaguely remembered seeing more and more of girls like me with little clitties safely caged or flopping around flaccidly (I felt so sorry for those ones, it looked like it must really hurt to be loose like that, and the poor girls must've not had caring Mistresses like mine to keep them safe and secure). There were lots of scenes of them sucking cocks, of course, since girls like me love sucking cock. But they really seemed to love being fucked in their ass-pussies even more. It was all a blur to me afterwards, but I felt like I was almost one of them, riding on a big hard juicy cock until it exploded into my ass. Goddess it looked like it felt so good. That was how good girls were supposed to cum, the voice in my head reminded me over and over again. And I was Mistress Rosen'a good girl.
After each session I would kneel on the floor and lick my drippies from the doggie bowl that Mistress had bought for me. It felt a little silly, I was a girl, not a dog. But it also felt a little like I was Mistress' pet. She was in charge and she took care of me and in return I loved her unconditionally. Also it was just so much easier to catch everything in the wider bowl that the silly little cup I'd been using. Especially with the way my bigger plug and the videos of all those hard cocks pounding girls booties made my clitty spurt. But the best part was hearing Mistress Rosen's voice praising me as I licked up my cummies. She seemed to really like the idea of me being her pet, so I was sure to put on a show for her, wagging my "tail" and even barking a little. It felt awkward at first, but it was so much easier to just make those simple sounds to show her how happy I was instead of trying to think of so many hard words.
After a few weeks of being a girl I found myself getting distracted while sucking cocks in the backroom. The guys seemed happy enough with my work, and Mistress said I was earning decently for her, so I should have been happy. But all those images of girls like me being fucked in their asses until their eyes rolled back in their heads made me wonder. I squeezed down on my plug as I sucked, relishing the feeling of fullness in my backdoor, but how good would it feel if I popped my plug out and let my customer fuck my ass instead? He'd probably be okay with that, right? He had been checking it out before, and had even cupped my cheeks under my flaring skirt before I'd gotten down to business. I almost stood and offered, but then he lost control and came in my mouth. I was almost disappointed as I swallowed.
When Mistress Rosen came in to check on me between customers, I gathered up the courage to finally pop the question.
"Mistress, do you think maybe you could find a guy to fuck me? Like, really fuck me, up the ass? If that's okay with you."
"Oh, my sweet, stupid, slutty bottom bitch," Daphne approached me like a lioness on the prowl, then pounced, pulling my ass cheeks apart to revel my plug, then playfully pulling it in and out. "Of course I can help you with popping your cherry. But it's not going to be with some random guy. This. Ass. Is. MINE."
I was a little taken aback by her sudden ferocity, but at the same time felt myself melting into her arms at her possessive dominance.
"I'll be the one that fucks your virgin ass, but if you really want it that bad, you're going to need to do something for me."
"Anything Mistress, anything please!"
"You're going to have to move in with me first, it's about time I stopped wasting my money paying rent for that dump of an apartment you call home."
"Move in? With you? Goddess, yes, I'll do it today!"
"Not so fast. I don't have space for all your stupid crap. If you're moving in, you're going to need to sell everything you own, except for what I've bought for you. Bring me the cash, and we'll call it your deposit."
It took me two days to sell everything I'd ever owned before meeting my Mistress. I showed up on her doorstep with two bags stuffed with girls clothes, my butt plug collection, my practice dildo, and of course my dog bowl. She met me at the door of her mansion, taking the fistful of bills I presented. It wasn't much, as I'd sold everything as cheap as I could to move it quickly, but it represented the last tether to my old life.



She led me to my bedroom first. I thought I'd be sharing the master suite with her, but she says she was a very light sleeper and needed her beauty sleep. My room was small, and on the main floor towards the back. Apparently this house had been built in the old British estate style with 'servants quarters'. After we'd dropped off my bags in my room and my doggie bowl beside her seat in the dining room, Daphne sent me to my room to get ready, with instructions to meet her back in the dining room in half an hour for dinner.
Constant butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I touched up my makeup and picked out a cute outfit to wear. I wasn't sure how formal dinner would be, so I settled on a semi-casual skirt and top. I knew better than to remind my Mistress of her promise, but I desperately wanted to know when I would finally get fucked by her. Like any girl I was nervous about losing my virginity, but I knew that my Mistress would take care of me.
Dinner was another surprise. It turned out that Daphne only had dishes for herself, so I would have to eat my dinner from my bowl. And Daphne insisted that I keep it on the floor where it belonged. I was hesitant, but she pointed out how much closer and more intimate we'd be with me at her feet instead of all the way across the table. Not seeing any other option, I got on all fours and began to eat. It was tricky, as Daphne insisted I not use my 'paws' and just eat directly from the bowl, but as I ate she told me stories about her beloved childhood pets and how much she missed them. As she did, she began petting the back of my head and scritching the back of my neck. I felt so loved. She still had never actually said that she loved me, but as Daphne described how much she loved her pets I could feel the warmth of it in my heart.
When we'd finished eating I began to stand, but Mistress gripped the scruff of my neck, pushing me back down.
"Just stay down there a little longer, my pet, and I'll go get you your bone."
A few minutes later she came back into the room. The dress she'd been wearing was gone, replaced with a black leather corset that pressed her breasts up into an impossible to ignore plateau of cleavage. But my eyes were fixed below, where a massive black dildo jutted from her crotch, held in place by metal rings and black leather straps.
"A big girl like me needs to have a big dick, don't you agree? I had this one made based on the biggest guy I ever fucked. Believe me, you're in for a ride you'll never forget."
Daphne knelt behind me, and I could feel her massive cock between my thighs, slapping against my dangling balls and my dripping clitty. Could I really handle that? She put one hand on my back to brace herself and pulled on my plug with the other. I'd had a while to get used to this one now, but it was still a struggle to open wide enough to release it. But there was no resisting the inexorable force with which my Mistress pulled it out. I felt my hole trying to clamp shut, being so used to being stuffed full, but failing to close much at all. The emptiness felt wrong, and I was so eager to give my virginity over to my Mistress. I began grinding back against her, wishing for her cock to go from between my thighs to inside me.
"You really want this, don't you slut? Well be a good little pet. Beg."
Unable to form words I whimpered and moaned, pouring out my soul, praying that my need to be filled would be met. Daphne slid back painstakingly slowly, pulling her cock from between my legs inch by girthy inch. Then she lifted it and positioned the tip right against my winking hole, firmly gripping my hips to prevent me from impaling myself on it.
"Good bitch. Now take my cock like a good doggie."
She started slowly, rolling her powerful hips around and around as she worked her way in. Even with all my anal training, her cock was hard to take in. For a moment I was jealous of her for getting to fuck the real thing, but then I felt surprisingly happy for her, knowing how much she must have enjoyed it. The girth was large, bigger around than most of the cocks I'd sucked at the coffee shop, but that's wasn't a problem thanks to my butt plugs. The real challenge was handling her length. The knobby head made me quiver as it pressed and slid past my happy button, but then it continued deeper and deeper, far further than any of my plugs had reached. I cried tears of joy and pain together as I felt my insides rearrange to handle the constant thrusting pressure. The rolling action of my Mistress' glorious hips was slow, but forceful, pushing in a little further with every cycle. Then finally I felt it. Her thighs were pressed against mine. The plastic ballsack at the base of her cock was pressed (hard) into mine. She'd bottomed out. I'd managed to take every inch of her massive cock.
She held it there for a minute, not pulling out a millimeter, but rolling her hips around, drawing moans from deep within me. Then she began to stand, getting her feet beneath her while staying fully sheathed in my ass. Finally she was standing in a wide squat, forcing me to lift my ass higher in the air and pressing my face down into my empty doggie bowl.
"Now it's time for you to get fucked, bitch."
I'd thought she was fucking me before, but I was wrong. That was slow and gentle foreplay to get me warm. Now she was fucking me like the raging storm, pummeling my ass with bolts of lightning and rolling thunder. I came in seconds, then again a few minutes later. But she never stopped or even slowed. Her powerful thighs flexed and pressed as she delivered deep thrusts into me at an impossibly high tempo. Unable to take anymore I tried to scramble away, but she pushed my head back down into my bowl without missing a beat, forcing me to endure. After a few more orgasms I began to lose focus, floating as I dissociated. I was only brought back some time later by the sound of Daphne having an orgasm of her own as she fingered herself to climax while still fucking my ass.
I groaned as she stood, pulling her cock all the way out of me. A moment later I felt the familiar sensation of my plug sliding in, although it seemed to go in far more easily than I would have thought possible.
"Whew, I love popping my subs cherries, but that was something special," Daphne said as she slapped me hard on the ass. "I'm going to go take a shower and freshen up, you go pull out that fancy lingerie you bought me and pick out a nice dress, something slutty. You can lay them both out on my bed."
"Are we going out somewhere tonight?" I asked as I struggled to catch my breath.
"Us? No. But I have a date with my boyfriend tonight. Don't bother staying up, we're definitely going back to his place after, I could really use a good fuck after that."
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I was all alone in Mistress Rosen's mansion with nothing but my thoughts to keep me company. After I'd laid out her lingerie and dress she'd dismissed me from the bathroom, telling me to return to my room for the evening. I heard her moving around, and I imagined her wearing the lacy couture lingerie she'd bought herself with my credit card, and walling around in the skimpy clubbing dress I'd chosen for her, but I didn't see her again. Then she left me.
She'd never mentioned a boyfriend before, and I had kinda just assumed that we were exclusive. I mean, she'd said we were in a relationship, but I guess she never actually called me her boyfriend. Maybe it was just a casual thing with this guy? But she had said she wouldn't be home today, so did that mean they were... fucking? But casual sex doesn't mean as much as a committed relationship like ours. And to be fair, she let's me fuck around with lots of men and women, so it's not like I'm being one hundred percent exclusive either. Well, maybe I'm not exactly fucking them, I thought as I rubbed my aching clitty through my cage, but my mouth is getting tons of action. And maybe now that Mistress has popped my cherry, she'll let me take men's cocks in my ass too?
My ass. Thinking of it brought an avalanche of feelings down on me. Mistress Rosen had fucked me. I mean, she had really fucked me. I reached a hand back, popping out my plug and fingering myself as I remembered it. The way she'd forced in inch after inch. The way she'd pressed my face down, forcing my ass high in the air. The power of her thrusts, sending shuddering waves of pain and pleasure through my body. My fingers weren't enough. I needed something more.
I'd been allowed to bring so little, it only took me a moment to find the dildo Daphne had bought me. It was maybe a bit smaller than her strapon cock, but it would do. I balanced it on the floor of my room and lowered myself onto it, sighing with satisfaction as it slid deep within me. I lifted myself, then squatted back down even deeper. Before long, I was bouncing up and down wildly. My hands roamed over my body, trying and failing to simulate my flopping caged clitty, before settling in on my breasts. My nipples had grown so tender lately, and as I rolled them between my fingers and began to experimentally pinch them I found new avenues of pleasure opening before me.
Frustratingly it wasn't quite enough to bring to climax, but it felt good nonetheless. I knew that girls didn't always orgasm, at least that's what I'd read online, so maybe that was okay. Eventually I grew to tired, so I laid on my side in my bed with my dildo still stuffing my backside. With a pillow behind my back it almost felt like I was being spooned, so I didn't feel so alone. I reached behind myself to grab the base of my dildo, slowly fucking myself to sleep as I wondered what my Mistress was doing.
The next morning I rose and set about preparing for my day. Daphne didn't look to have come home in the night, so I found a shower, cleaned myself up, and got dressed for our morning yoga class, hoping I'd see her there.
My spirits lifted when I entered the studio and saw her standing there, surrounded by a few of the other women listening to her tell a story. She was positively glowing, and I listened eagerly as I approached.
"...not too serious, but a girl's gotta get laid, right? And let me tell you, he could really lay some pipe. I mean, he was..." she looked up and made eye contact with me as I got close to the circle. "Well it's about time you showed up, Brandi was wanting a pre-workout warmup, and class is about to start. Chop chop!"
I hurried over to Brandi, rolled down her yoga pants, and started in on eating her ass, trying to hear the rest of the conversation over her contented moaning and occasional instructions, and managing to catch snippets.
"really knew how to hit all the right spots"
"nickname is Rod"
"hours and hours"
"of course I let him go there"
Ask through class as I was passed from client to client, I heard bits and pieces. Apparently her date had gone well. Really well. So well that they headed back to his place early. And then it has apparently gotten even better. I knew from watching her videos that Mistress Rosen had a thing for big dicks, and from the sound of it she'd taken full advantage of this one last night. I was... happy for her? Being in a relationship meant wanting your partner to be happy, right? And she'd looked positively radiant this morning. Whatever 'Rod' had dinner for her had clearly made her very happy. I tried to hold onto that thought instead of thinking back to my evening cuddling with a pillow and my dildo. Finally class ended, and I forced a smile as Daphne approached me.
"Did you miss me last night? Well come on bitch, I really need a good cleaning this morning."
I followed her back to the bathroom, where she stood waiting for me to kneel in my usual spot in front of the mirror.
"I'm waiting. Are you going to let me sit on your face, or do we have a problem here?"
"No problem Mistress Rosen, " I replied quickly. "It's just, did you and your... your..."
"My boyfriend?"
"Yes, your boyfriend. Did you two make love last night?"
"Make love? Did we make love? What is this, a medieval romance? No, we fucked. All over his apartment."
"But, I thought that. Aren't we in a relationship?"
"Of course we are. I'm your pimp, and you're my sweet little bottom bitch. Who's supposed to be cleaning my ass right now, not asking me inappropriate questions about my personal life."
"I just thought that maybe I was your boyfriend?"
"You? Are you fucking kidding me? Look at yourself. Really take a good hard look. You're a sissy girl. You're a nice set of tits and ass that can't keep cocks out of her mouth and whose limp little clitty is locked away because it could never satisfy a real woman like me. Now, any more issues you'd like to bring up?"
"Did you shower after you and your boyfriend.... I mean... I can't."
"Seriously? That's what your hold up is? If Rod was here right now you'd be begging me to let you suck his cock and swallow his cream. But don't worry slut, I saved some for you."
Daphne pushed me down to my knees and rolled down her yoga pants and panties. As she did, sticky tendrils of splooge stretched from her body to the crotch of her panties. Before I could protest anymore she grabbed my ponytail and forced my face into her, grinding up and down, smearing my face with a mix of stale cum, pussy juice, and sweat. I tried to hate it. I tried to stand firm and not enjoy licking up the leftovers if another man having sex with my divine Mistress. But I failed. In under a minute I was lapping eagerly at her ass and pussy, trying desperately to suck out every drop.
After that I never questioned my Mistress' other relationships again. If she was happy, then I was happy. I just hoped that she'd never decide that she was done with our relationship. I tried to make myself useful around the house, cooking and cleaning and always making sure she had what she needed, at least when I wasn't working. Whenever my chores were done Daphne would let me serve her in more personal ways. Giving her massages and pedicures became common, and when she was watching a movie or browsing Tinder she'd often let me eat her ass or pussy as long as I wasn't too distracting. But the best was after her dates when she came back and let me clean her holes while she told me about everything they did together. All those other guys thought they were on the inside track, but little did they know that in the end I was the one she always came home to.
Of course, the other thing we did was train my ass. I asked Mistress if she could find some clients to really fuck me now that she'd claimed my anal virginity, but she insisted that as my pimp it was her responsibility to make sure that I was really ready to give my clients a high quality fuck before she could allow that. So every day she made time to put on her strapon and ride my ass. She put me through every conceivable position, pounding my prostate from every angle, but I found that my favorite was always the classic doggystyle, just like our very first time.
Our anal training sessions were also the perfect time to get in my audio training. Mistress bought me the cutest set of pink headphones with fuzzy cat ears on the top, which was perfect because every time I put them on it made my brain feel all pink and fuzzy too. Mistress' sweet voice echoed in my empty mind, coaching me on how to squeeze and open my pussy in time with the thrusts to give my partner the most pleasure possible. At the end of each session, Mistress would heft my violet-jeweled plug, the largest in the set she'd bought me, and try to seat it in my gaping ass. It took weeks, but one day as she pressed down on it with enough force that I thought I'd split in two, it finally went in. I stood, balancing unsteadily from the sheet mass of steel filling me, then looked up at my Mistress with pride.
"That'll do, slut. That'll do." She said with a broad smile. "I'll see if I can't find someone willing to take your ass for a spin now."
The next day at the coffee shop I made my way to the back room where I did my business and waited. I hoped Mistress would find me a good man to give me my first real cock in my ass. Someone handsome, and hung, of course. And I wanted it to be romantic. Mistress Rosen owned me, body and soul, but a girl could dream about a strong, tall man sweeping her off her feet and making tender love to her secret place. Someone like...
The door opened, and in walked Steve. He was the one! It was just like I'd dreamed, Steve and I would make sweet love and...
Behind him man after man stepped into the room. I recognized them as many of my regulars, and by the time the last had shut the door behind him there must have been nearly twenty. I gulped nervously. I'd wanted a real man to fuck my ass, but I'd thought it would be something special and intimate, at least for my first time. Just Steve and his strong, gentle hands, bending me over as he slid his meat into my eager backside.
"Daphne said you had something new on the menu," Steve said as he approached. "It seemed only right that I get the first taste."
He spun me around and bent me over the table, his touch gentle, but irresistible. My skirt was so short that bending over exposed my entire ass to the roomful of eager men, showing no panties, just a purple-gemmed plug embedded in my plump ass. I panicked at first as he pulled on it, clamping down hard. But Steve leaned in and whispered in my ear, telling me that he knew I wanted this. I breathed deeply and relaxed, allowing him to force the behemoth out of me. I felt him maneuver into place behind me, firmly pinning me in place with a hand on each hip, and I held my breath in anticipation of what was to come.
Steve's first thrust hilted all seven glorious, warm, throbbing, veiny, living, pulsating inches of his cock fully into my sissy pussy. The air was blasted from my lungs by the force of his impact, as my well-stretched ass needed no warmup before handling any man alive. As he started to pump in and out I could hear Mistress' voice in my mind, directing me to squeeze and release on his cock at all the right times to make it feel like I was sucking him into me and trying to never let him go. With my body pinned to the table by his, Steve's hands moved up from my hips, tracing along my sides until he was cupping my sensitive breasts, squeezing and kneading them under his strong fingers. It was too much, and I felt a warmth within blossom into an earthshaking orgasm. My convulsing ass was apparently too much for Steve too, because at the same moment I felt the delicious warmth of him depositing his load deep inside me.
I wanted to lay there forever, or at least until Steve was hard again and ready for another round, but he stumbled backwards and in an instant a fresh cock filled me. My moment was gone, and my dream of a romantic first time was dashed, but with a cock in me I couldn't resist my Mistress' voice instructing me to use every tool she'd given me to give him the ride of his life. Man after man stepped up behind me, and man after man deposited his warm, salty cum in my eager ass. I lost focus, and lost all track of time, continuing to milk the cocks inside me by sheer instinct and muscle memory. Finally I must have satisfied them all, because I felt Mistress Rosen's unmistakeable touch as she spread my ass and reinserted my plug.
"Wouldn't want your hard-earned reward to drip out, now would we? What do you say to me for finding all these hard cocks to fuck your ass?"
"Thank you Mistress Rosen," I managed to murmur, barely coherent.
"You're welcome, bitch. And you made me a couple thousand bucks while you were at it, so I'd say it worked out okay all around."
Just then the door opened and another man walked in. It was my manager.
"Look," he said awkwardly avoiding eye contact with me, "This isn't working out. I know we had an arrangement, but you just can't work here anymore."
I was shell shocked.
"But, you said it was alright before! The customers love me, and I take care of you first thing every morning."
"I know, but it's just not working out."
"Is it because I let all those guys fuck my ass? Do you want that too? I'll let you. I'm really good, I promise!"
He looked genuinely torn, and from the corner of my eye it looked like he was making eye contact with Daphne, who was gently shaking her head.
"I'm sorry, I really am, but you're fired. Clean up and go home."
Daphne was so sweet, consoling me on the way home and assuring me that she'd find a new place for me to meet my clients. I just didn't understand why my manager had fired me, when it seemed like he really just wanted to keep our arrangement going. Maybe someone from HR talked to him. But whatever the case, I was now out of a job, and as Daphne reminded me I needed to do my fair share to cover my rent in her home.
"You know, I think I know just the thing for you. No need to look elsewhere for employment, you can start work as my maid."
"Your maid? Isn't that a little weird?"
"I mean, you already handle most of the cooking and cleaning around the house anyway, and technically your bedroom is the original servants quarters. Besides, I like the idea of always having you around in case I need you. Your place is here, in my home, at my side, and under my foot."
The thought was captivating. Mistress Rosen's personal servant, focused wholely on serving her.
"And as the cherry on top, I have the cutest little uniform for you to wear!"
There was no saying no to her, and in short order I was dressed in a classic, though particularly revealingly cut, French Maid uniform. Oh my goddess, it was so cute! I adored the little lace touches and the way it's flattering cut showed off my new body. Even better, Mistress Rosen seemed to appreciate it too. As I set about my chores she made a show of casual disinterest, playing the role of the haughty mistress of the estate, far above noticing the help. But when the bending and lifting that came with many of my tasks made my ruffled skirt lift above my plump cheeks, or have her a view down the low-cut top to my cleavage, she ogled me openly. Before long she had shifted her role from the haughty mistress of the house to the lecherous master, groping and swatting my ass at every opportunity. Finally she declared she needed to inspect the quality of my work, finding faults here and there which were handled with a disciplinary pegging, reminding me to be grateful that she was putting a roof over my head.
That night in my room while Mistress was off on her date, I imagined we were living in Victorian England, with her as the master of the estate and me as the poor servant girl. In my fantasy the domineering master gradually developed feelings of true affection for her servant, transforming their relationship from sex and servitude into budding love, finally culminating in marriage. One hand played with my breasts as I daydreamed, while the other tried unsuccessfully to play with my clitty under my skirts. Mistress still wore the key to my cage safely tucked between her breasts. She even said that some of her dates asked her about it. But she hadn't offered to unlock me in ages. So instead I caressed my tight little balls while squeezing the plug in my ass, imagining the powerful master of the estate taking me into her bed on our wedding night, making love to me not just as her servant but as her bride. Before long I had another mess to clean up.
While I loved the dynamic that came with being Mistress Rosen's live-in maid when it was just the two of us, things got a little trickier when others got involved. Daphne seemed to really enjoy hosting little get togethers for her friends and having me serve everyone. Inevitably what started as me serving tea and sandwiches turned into Daphne telling her friends all about how skilled of a servant I was, which turned into her friends asking her if they could take me for a spin, which turned into all of them watching and laughing as I was forced to put on a striptease, or serve them orally, or even lift my skirts and let them have their way with me as they borrowed Mistress' strapons. It was humiliating, and just didn't feel proper for a dignified servant. But serving my Mistress meant serving her friends as well, so I smiled and curtsied my way through it all.
Serving Mistress' friends also extended as to serving her boyfriends, as she started bringing them back to her place more regularly. At first I was just serving them drinks or dinner, popping in and out, trying to maintain my composure while watching their hands working their way up her dress. And seeing her eyes roll back as she ground herself into their exploring fingers. And hearing them kiss deeply. But Mistress decided that it was too much bother having to call me when something was needed, so instead she had me stand quietly in the corner of the room they were in at all times. And so I watched even more. Daphne fishing out their big cocks and sucking them off. Daphne climbing atop of them and guiding their throbbing meat into her pussy. Daphne crying out in ecstacy as they came together. Then they would leave, and I would do my job and clean up.
Something on my face must have eventually betrayed my discomfort, because Mistress eventually asked me if it was hard to stand there and watch her with her lovers. When I admitted that it was, she told me that she'd make it easier on me by letting me do more than just watch. The next time she had a man over, she waved me over while they were kissing, pulled out his cock, and put her hand on the back of my head, forcing me to blow him and get him ready for her. A part of me hated it, resenting that this man who would never love Mistress like I did was going to fuck her, but a bigger part of me was hungry for his delicious cock.
Ever since I'd started as Mistress' maid, I'd barely had a chance to see my old clients. She said that my first duty was to her, and that if I wanted to go whore myself out, I'd need to do it on one of my exceedingly rare days off. So while the blowjob started with Mistress forcing my head down, it ended with her pulling me off as I struggled to keep the yummy man-meat in my mouth as long as possible. After that I had no trouble with Mistress bringing her lovers over. It was so kind of her to share, and to let me suck on their cocks for her before helping her out while they fucked by supporting her legs, or licking her ass, or just cradling her beautiful head in my lap. Sometimes if they were the more adventurous sort, she'd even let her boyfriends fuck my ass.
All was well, until one day while cleaning the living room I saw a stack of magazines on the coffee table. Bridal magazines. I flipped through them in a panic. I could see in my mind's eye just how beautiful Mistress Rosen would look in a white dress, walking down the aisle to the luckiest man in the world. I wondered which of her lovers she had chosen and returned to my work, doing the best I could to stifle my tears.



That evening it was just the two of us for dinner. Mistress was dressed in lounge clothes, enjoying the night off, though she still had me wear my uniform, my work day didn't end until after the final meal of the day. As was usual when it was just the two of us, we ate side by side, her seated at the formal head of the dining room table with me kneeling beside her eating from my dog bowl. She said it was a helpful reminder that even if she wasn't pimping me out, I was still "Daphne's Bottom Bitch". I didn't mind though, it kept me close enough for her to often pet my head when I sat up, or caress my exposed ass when I pushed my face down into my bowl to eat. Sometimes if she was feeling especially playful, she'd even run her toes through my food, letting me lick them clean from under the table. But tonight she could tell something was wrong.
"Out with it bitch, what's bothering you," she finally asked while turning my head up to face her.
"May I ask you something? Please Mistress?"
"If it'll stop you from moping all night."
"When you... when you marry him, whoever he is, can I still be your maid? Please? I'll serve you both, I promise, just please don't leave me, I love you Mistress."
She held my gaze for a long moment, then threw her head back and laughed.
"Somebody has been snooping while cleaning I see," she said. "Oh well, I suppose you've spoiled your own surprise. Do you want to know who I'm marrying?"
I nodded, hoping that it was at least one of the kinder men, the ones who didn't mind fucking my ass.
"It's you, dummy. Listen, I could never marry just one man, I need a stable of lovers to keep me satisfied. But what we have is something truly special, and you can be the one to lick me clean after every man I'm with for the rest of our days. I'm going to make you my bride. Would you like that?"
Tears welled in my eyes as I struggled to process her words. It was just like the fairytale I'd imagined. The master of the house was going to make me her loving bride. Overcome with joy I dropped back down and began kissing her feet, until Mistress pulled me up again.
"That's enough of that, I'll take that as a yes. Now go fetch my cock for me so we can really celebrate. Tomorrow we're going shopping for your wedding dress."
As Mistress pounded my ass all I could feel was gratitude that she'd decided to make me her blushing bride.
The next day as promised we set out wedding shopping. My heart raced as Daphne led me into a ritzy wedding dress store. All the staff were elegantly dressed, and led us to a sitting area where they asked Daphne a litany of questions as to what she had in mind for her wedding. To be honest, I spaced out a bit, looking around the store at the gorgeous dresses on display. I was snapped abruptly back to reality by Mistress' voice.
"Did you hear me bitch? Stand up and strip so these ladies can see what they're working with."
I nearly leapt from my seat, and had my dress down around my ankles before I even registered what I was doing. The collected staff were all staring at me, and a couple looked to be tittering behind cupped hands. I reached behind myself and unclasped my bra, holding it up for a moment before letting that drop as well. I didn't mind that part really, I was proud of my tits, and glad for any opportunity to show off my perky D-cups. But I was less proud of what my panties hid. My round ass was already exposed by my thong, but I didn't feel entirely comfortable showing my caged clitty to a roomful of beautiful, elegant women.
"Don't worry, they've seen it all before, though maybe not one as small as yours. Now strip," Mistress commanded firmly.
I obeyed, hooking my thumbs into my panties and bending over from the waist as I lowered them to the floor. It wasn't until I heard the giggles from behind me that I realized I'd just shown my jeweled plug to half the gathered staff. I stepped out of my pile of discarded clothes and stood nude, feeling the cold A/C harden my nipples and further shrink my clit. The staff quickly approached and began their assessment, encircling me and poking, prodding, and inspecting every part of me. They moved me around and posed me like a living doll, observing my body from every angle. Their soft hands ran all over me, lifting my breasts and moving them into different positions, squeezing and cupping my ass to observe how it moved, even pressing my clitty cage back into my tight little ballsack to see how it would tuck. It was humiliating, but I closed my eyes and tried to focus on how beautiful I would look. instead of how good their hands felt as they brushed against my erect nipples, and the electric thrill that ran through me as one accidentally brushed the head of my butt plug, and the drips forced from my clitty as it was smooshed into my balls.
Finally they finished their inspection, and disappeared into the back, returning with the most beautiful dress I'd ever seen. They helped me into it, zipping me up, then stepped back to admire their work. It was beautiful. I was beautiful. I felt like a fairy tale princess! It was a ball gown cut, strapless, tastefully showing off my cleavage without being unduly provocative. The bodice was lavishly decorated with lace and pearls, and layers and layers of translucent skirts flared out below. I held my breath and bit my lip as I looked to Mistress for her approval.
She shook her head, and a dozen deft hands quickly stripped away the dress of my dreams. I was dressed and undressed several more times, each time thinking that surely this was the one, and each time seeing the disappointing head shake from Daphne.
"These are all far too classy for a little slut like you, you're lucky I'm even letting you wear white for this given all the dicks you've sucked and fucked. Let's go, I have another store in mind that might suit you better."
I blushed wildly and did my best to dress quickly, then followed Daphne out of the store. She took us to another, much less fancy wedding dress store where shoppers browsed racks of dresses and tried them on themselves in the changing rooms. I followed Daphne as she picked out a handful, but when we went to the changing rooms they were all full.
"Well I don't have all day," Daphne said impatiently. "Go ahead and try these on here."
I tried to ignore the stares and laughter from the various bridal parties waiting near the changing rooms as I complied, again exposing myself in front of a room full of strangers. Instead I focused once again on the prize awaiting me, meeting my Mistress at the altar as she made me her bride. Unfortunately, the first few dresses were again discarded swiftly, though Daphne took her time considering the final option she'd selected. It was a mermaid cut, tightly hugging my body from my chest all the way down to my knees. The strapless v-cut left my breasts mostly exposed, just barely covering my nipples in a way that made me nervous I would expose myself if I breathed too deeply. The deeply scooped back started just as my ass did, and I could have sworn that a bit of my crack was sticking out from the breeze I felt. It likely would've slid off entirely if it weren't for how tightly it encased me from my hips to just below my knees, displaying every curve of my legs. As Daphne approached me I felt like the helpless prey of a powerful constricter snake, unable to move as she ran her hands down my back, inspecting me with a calculating eye.
"It's slutty enough, and I love the idea of you all bound up and unable to move," she said, then she slid a hand down my ass, nearly ripping the fabric as she openly groped me. "But I'm afraid it just doesn't give me the access I'll need during the ceremony. Come on, I'm taking you to the store we should've gone to in the first place."
My heart sank as we parked in a strip mall in front of an adult store. Did they even sell dresses in a place like this? We walked inside and I breathed in the stale air. I saw a number of patrons perusing shelves of sex toys, costumes, and row after row of DVDs. Their eyes quickly lifted to take us in as we entered, it seemed like there weren't many women in the store, and none of them had the raw sex appeal of my Mistress and I. But Daphne paid them no mind, walking straight up to the counter with me in tow.
"Hey Trixie, I've got a custom order for you. Take my Bitch's measurements and I'll give you all the details in the back."
Trixie stepped out from behind the counter. She was rocking a goth look, and eyed me appraisingly, clearly waiting for something. By this point I knew what was expected. Trying not to draw anymore attention, I quietly slipped out of my clothes, praying that nobody would look my way. Once I was naked, Trixie stepped in, taking my measurements with the smooth efficiency of a practiced professional while also helping herself to a gratuitous grab here and there.
"Wait here, and don't move a muscle," Daphne ordered. "We'll be right back."
I stood there, helpless and exposed, watching my Mistress and her goth friend disappear into the back office. Moments later, I heard the familiar sound of beating meat coming from a few aisles over. Another joined it. And another. And another. I wanted desperately to run, or at least to redress myself, but I felt Mistress' voice resting on me, commanding me to stand still. The sounds grew closer and closer until they were right on top of me. I could see them only out of the corner of my eye as a group of men encircled me from behind like a pack of wolves stalking their prey. The stroking behind me increased in intensity, rising to a climax, then suddenly I felt something warm and wet hit my backside and begin sliding down into my crack. Soon another joined it, and I felt the warmth dripping from me. I couldn't stand it. I fought against her command, straining with all my might to move, just a little. Bit by bit I finally managed, reaching back to grip my full ass-cheeks, pulling them apart as I forced myself to bend slightly forwards.
"Please...." I whispered through parched lips.
I felt strong hands pull out my plug and the cum from the first two men slid down to lubricate my winking hole. Then he was inside me, pumping me hard until he exploded in passion. Another followed him, then another. But before the third could finish I saw Daphne and Trixie walking back to me. I tried again to move, but couldn't, and I was forced to stand there and watch the bemused looks on their faces as the final man came in my ass, then ran as they finally stood in front of me.
"My what a busy slut you are, I just can't take you anywhere, can I? Don't worry though, Trixie is going to make you the perfect dress to show the whole world just what you are."
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Having hot mom sucks, and Bailey knew that better then most. He loved her, and she was all the family he had since his dad had bounced long before he'd been born (all Bailey had to remember him by was his middle name 'Jay' and his mom's story that he'd been named after the drink he'd been conceived to), but that didn't make being her son any easier. When he was younger it wasn't too bad. Sure, sometimes one of his friends would suddenly ghost him because their mom thought their dad was being a little too friendly with his mom, but at least there was a consistent male figure in his life. Well, more accurately a consistent series of male figures. Women like Ava Devine didn't stay single for long.
She had a bubbly, outgoing personality and an electrifying smile with soft brown eyes, waves of rich, slightly curly, auburn hair, and dusky skin that gave her a slight exotic vibe. But what really brought the guys around was her figure. At 5'4" and a trim 135 lbs, Ava packed a surprisingly curvy 34G-24-36 build onto her tiny frame. By the summer after graduating High School when Bailey was 18, he had learned exactly what that made her. A certifiable MILF.
That was about the time that all his male friends started getting really weird. They always wanted to come over and hang at his house, but honestly didn't seem all that interested in doing anything with him. Instead, they made excuses to be anywhere they could see Ava, openly ogling her as she tanned in the back by the pool in her bikini, or when she came in sweaty wearing form-fitting yoga pants and a sports bra after a jog. All the perving on his mom made Bailey feel awkward, and he quickly found himself spending more and more time hanging with girls. He'd never been particularly masculine, standing a bit shorter than the other boys his age with a slight frame and narrow waist that made it seem as if most of his weight was in his cute bubble butt. Combined with his beautiful almond-shaped green-blue eyes and lustrous dark brown hair that he preferred to keep long, most of his friends parents actually thought he was a girl until he corrected them.
Once Bailey figured out why so many men were into his mom, and just what was happening when they 'wrestled in mommy's bedroom', he tried his best to be anywhere else. Usually that meant crashing with his girlfriends for sleepovers. At first some of their parents had been a little leery of letting an 18 year old boy spend the night, but in general they quickly came to the conclusion that their daughters were honestly probably safer with him they they were on their own. For all of his mom's reputation around town, Bailey was known for being sweet and a little shy.
All that meant that although they'd once been close, Ava and Bailey gradually drifted apart, until finally as Bailey was getting ready to leave for college after the summer he turned eighteen the thing he was most excited for was finally getting out of his mother's shadow and living his own life. And the second most exciting thing...
Well, Bailey had always been curious, trying on his mother's clothes when she wasn't around, enjoying their soft touch and the euphoric swishy swishy of twirling in a skirt. During his sleepovers with his girlfriends they'd always been painting each other's nails, or styling each other's hair, or trying on outfits and modeling them for each other. At first he'd just watched, but they were always eager to dress him up too and really give their makeover skills a challenge, and before long he spent most of his time at friends' houses in 'girl-mode' before changing back to his drab boys clothes when he headed home. Ava was just too much, and he wasn't ready to come out to her about his curiosity, but college was the perfect opportunity for Bailey to really see how the other half lived. He signed up for a girl's dorm, thankful that his name was androgynous enough to pass, and spent the summer secretly amassing a new wardrobe of girls clothes, dreaming of exploring new horizons on his own.
Bailey and Ava rode together in awkward silence down the highway. Ava had insisted on dropping 'her little boy' off at college, and was cheerfully asking him all sorts of questions about what his plans were. Bailey kept his answers short as possible, eager to finally be on his way. When they got to campus, he tried to grab his bags and run, but Ava popped out of the parked car and started waving to the upperclassmen who were waiting around to help unload. Bailey felt all the nightmares of growing up with the town MILF return as Ava flirted with them, asking if big, strong men like them would be able to help with their bags while touching each of them with oohs and aahs.
Ava wanted to come along to see Bailey setup in his dorm room, but he insisted that they say goodbye there. Ava pouted a bit, then relented and pulled Bailey in for a tight hug. In spite of the distance that had grown between them there was something immediately relaxing in being hugged by Ava. Bailey stood maybe an inch taller than her now, but with her stiletto heels Ava still had a few inches on him, and she wrapped one hand around the back of his head, caressing his long dark hair as she pushed his cheek down until it rested on her chest. The expanse of exposed skin on the top of her large breasts was soft and warm from being kissed by the afternoon sun. Bailey melted a bit, wondering for a second how he'd let things get so weird between them. Then he heard the guys holding his bags catcalling, asking when they got their hug and making motorboating noises. He stepped away from his mom, ready to finally start a new chapter all on his own.
The upperclassmen helping Bailey gave him an odd look when he told them he was assigned to Aubrey Hall.
"You know that dorms for girls, right bro?"
"Yeah, I do," Bailey shot back, pitching his voice high. "Now are you guys going to take me there or not?"
They looked him up and down for a moment, clearly not quite sure what to make of him. Bailey had worn his most androgynous clothes for the trip, and had hoped for the chance to change before meeting anyone on campus.
"Lots of hot chicks in Audrey, maybe some of them can rub off on you."
Bailey sighed and tried to take it in stride, following them until they finally reached his new dorm. He rushed through the check-in process as fast as he could manage, trying to keep his head down and make as little impression as possible on all the girls swirling around him. He wanted the chance to be one of them. To really be one of them, not just the token guy at the sleepover that the girls thought it was funny to dress up. He didn't even know if it was possible, but he didn't want to mess it up on his first day. Fortunately, nobody took much notice of him, and before long Bailey was carrying his bags into Room 265 in Audrey Hall, his new home.
Not wanting to raise any further questions, Bailey quickly unpacked and changed into new clothes, discarding his saggy jeans and boxers and replacing them with a plaid skirt and white cotton panties with a cute little pink bow in the back. Then he took off his shirt and put on the training bra with gel forms he'd saved up for. He'd tried on panties and bras at the sleepovers a few times to fit in, but this was the first time he had the proper padding to give himself just a bit of a bust. He quickly pulled back on a new tee, this one much tighter through the body, and admired the way it hugged the new curves on his chest. Finally he setup shop in front of the bathroom mirror and began doing his makeup. He had plenty of practice at doing it for his girlfriends, and he'd been on the receiving end of more than a few makeovers, but this was the first time putting on his own face, choosing just how he wanted to look. He was just putting on the finishing touches when he heard a key turn in the lock and the door open. Bailey turned with a smile, eager to meet his new roomie.
"Hey roomie, nice to meet you, I'm sure we're going to be the best of friends!"
Bailey couldn't believe his ears. Then he couldn't believe his eyes. It was Ava! What was his mother doing here in his room, and how on earth had she found him? It was probably those dumb meatheads she'd been flirting with.
"Mom, what the hell are you doing here?"
"Mom?" Ava asked, looking confused before beginning to inspect her son more closely. "Wait, Bailey? Is that you? You look so pretty! What happened to you, what happened to your clothes?"
"I..." Bailey scrambled to think of a plausible lie. "Those guys you were flirting with stole all my stuff, some of the girls here helped me out by giving me some of theirs."
"But honey, why are you in a girls dorm in the first place? Was there some kind of mistake?"
"Yes, there must have been. But how did you find me here, and why are you here at all?"
Ava gestured sheepishly to her own suitcases to either side of her.
"Well you know I never finished my degree after you were born, and I thought that now would be the perfect time to jump back in. I thought that we might even bump into each other on campus or share a class together. I didn't think we'd be roommates! How wonderful!"
Bailey paled. After all those years living in Ava's shadow now she finally had the chance to live on his own and experiment a little, but some cruel twist of karmic fate had set them up as roomies. He took his mom's hand and marched with her to the administrative building. It was a total zoo, and when they finally got to see a housing coordinator she struggled to answer their questions. Bailey's question of how they'd been assigned to room together seemed to be something to do with the system assuming they were sisters due to sharing the same last name and home address. Ava's questions of why her son was placed in a girl's dorm caused even more puzzlement, with the admin eventually concluding it must have been a clerical error due to Bailey's androgynous first name while eying his clearly feminine look. The only firm response they got was to their question as to whether anything could be done about it.
"Absolutely not. All housing assignments are final for the semester, you'll just have to make due. Thankfully since you're mother and son it won't be a problem for you to room together, and we'll just let the rest of the girls in the dorm know about Bailey's situation, and ask them to extend him every courtesy while he's a guest in Aubrey Hall. Just do your best to fit in Bailey, and I'm sure you'll have a marvelous first semester."
Bailey had to be scraped up from his chair by Ava as she took him back to their dorm room and began making plans for their semester together. Less than an hour in his new life had imploded.
Back in Aubrey Hall, Bailey quickly tossed his stash of girl clothes and accessories, still unwilling to open up to his mom about that side of him. After a trip to the thrift store he managed to cobble together enough clothes to make it between laundry days. After that brief glorious moment in the mirror before Ava had come crashing into their room, it almost hurt to go back to drab, boring boy clothes. Fortunately, the girls in Audrey Hall mostly took well to the news if their lone male resident, treating him like their collective little brother and making him into something of a dorm mascot. Any concerns they had about a boy living in their dorm quickly evaporated when they saw him, and were entirely forgotten when they learned he would be chaperoned in the dorm by his mother.
And how they all loved his mother. Ava quickly became the unofficial dorm mom. All the girls went to her for fashion advice and for tips on how to handle boys. Bailey was forced to listen and blush as Ava coached girls on how to make sure guys got just the right view down their cleavage or up their skirts, and how to 'accidentally' rub up against the boys they liked, and even tips on how to give the best blowjob their boyfriends would ever get. The girls always told Bailey how lucky he was to have the coolest mom ever, but he just wanted to run and hide.
But if Ava was popular with the girls in the dorm, she was an absolute rockstar with the boys on campus. Word of the hot new MILF freshman in Aubrey Hall spread like wildfire, and Ava and Bailey's room was soon inundated with guys stopping by to say hi and ask if there was anything they could do to welcome them to campus. Of course, they showed no actual interest in Bailey, but ate up Ava's constant flirtations with a spoon. He them throw themselves at Ava and saw how she teased them with little glimpses just like she'd taught the girls in the dorm, keeping them interested and easy to control. But it clearly wasn't just a one way street. Bailey could tell that his mom was loving all the young male attention, and he quickly learned to make himself scarce when she made up a reason for him to leave the room. He didn't want to know what she was doing with half the male student body in their room, though he'd overheard enough growing up with her to have a decent guess.
After the first couple weeks, Bailey got a little more adventurous with his clothing, still not going full girl-mode, but definitely crossing into the feminine side of androgynous with some basic leggings and tops with more flattering cuts that accentuated his waist and hips. He hoped it wouldn't be enough for Ava to notice, but of course she did, she loved fashion almost as much as she loved the attention of young studs.
"Bailey, that outfit looks so cute on you, I just love the way it makes your little tush pop." Bailey tried vainly to brush away Ava's hands as she gave his backside a little squeeze. Even after all these years he hadn't gotten used to how handsy his mom was and her total lack of personal boundaries.
"Ummm... Thanks Mom, just thought I'd try something a little different."
"Oh good, I was wondering if some of those bigger boys were teasing you again by stealing your clothes. You know I can always talk to them for you, they seem to like me."
"No, it's fine, really. I just thought maybe now that I'm in college I could try some new things."
"Well you look lovely. Did you pick those clothes out all by yourself?"
"No, Riley from down the hall helped me," Bailey admitted shyly.
"Well I'll have to thank her later for making my sweet little boy look so cute."
Bailey wasn't sure just how much thanks Riley would need. She was a Junior with sparkling green eyes and brown hair with bangs, and she was a petite 5'3", but there was something subtly forceful about her that made Bailey feel weak in the knees. She'd spotted Bailey in the halls when he and Ava had gone to the administrative office to try to sort out their room situation, then had seen him later on presenting as a boy. She'd cornered him at a dorm social and asked about the crossdressing incident she'd observed. He tried to tell her the same story he'd told Ava, but she clearly didn't believe it.
After that, Riley had taken a definite interest in Bailey. She had actually been the one to buy him his new clothes, insisting that he would be so much more comfortable in them, and that the girls would really like his new look. She forced him to try them on right in front of her, and Bailey thought that he caught her biting her lip as she watched. But she was right, Bailey did feel more comfortable in them, and if Ava didn't mind, then he supposed he could experiment just a little. Maybe it would even be enough to get Riley interested in him as more than a project to dress up. Bailey had experienced plenty of being the dress up doll for girls at sleepovers growing up, but he wanted something more. As intimidating as Riley was, the thought of her liking Bailey's new look was enough to power through the odd stares he got at times on campus.
After a week of wearing leggings and tops that Riley insisted were totally unisex, Bailey's cravings for more bubbled over. He wanted the swishing feeling of a skirt around his legs and the soft touch of panties against his skin. His all too brief moment of freedom had been ruined when Ava had come crashing through the door, so he decided it was only fair that she be the solution to his current needs. He started raiding his mom's panty drawer.
Bailey buried her face in piles of sweetly perfumed satin and lace, trying to ignore the fact that all of them belonged to his own mother. Finally he forced himself to choose a single pair and stole them to wear for the day. Then the next day he slipped them into the laundry basket and took another. Then another. Then just stealing her panties wasn't enough. Bailey knew Ava's class schedule, so he waited until she left for her morning history class, then raised her closet.
He started with a matching lavender bra and panty set, checking himself out in the mirror. His ass looked amazing in the lacy thong, but the bra looked ridiculous on him with the massive G-cups sticking way out from his chest. Bailey grabbed fistfuls of Ava's panties and stuffed them into the cups, filling them out. Then he looked through the rest of her clothes until he found a cute little sundress that made him feel giddy inside. Bailey tried to block out his memories of Ava wearing that dress while flirting with his classmates that she'd gotten to more their lawn for free last summer. And he especially tried to block out the memory of finding the same dress on the living room floor later that afternoon while loud sounds echoed from the master suite down the hall.
For all his past memories of the dress, today it was perfect. As Bailey took in his reflection, he felt himself getting hard in his mom's panties. Masturbation was another activity that she had severely curtailed by becoming his roommate, and the euphoria Bailey was feeling had him ready to blow. He checked the time, still half and hour until Ava would be back from class, or longer if she stayed behind to flirt with the professor again. He pulled out his laptop, browsed to some porn, lifted up the front of his dress, and started jerking himself off. Within a minute Bailey felt he was ready to blow, but he didn't want it to be over so quickly, so he brought himself to the edge, then stopped stroking, reveling in the feel of the thong rubbing between his ass. Then he started again, building up to the edge, then backing off while breathing deeply, savoring the scent of Ava's perfume wafting up from his stuffed bra.
Bailey checked the clock again, still fifteen minutes until the earliest Ava might be back. It was time for the big finish. He began stroking hard, ready to finally let loose. But just as he was about to finish, Bailey heard the unmistakeable sound of a key in the door. He slammed his laptop shut and stuffed his crying dick back down into his panties, frantically looking around the room for a place to hide. Just as the door cracked open Bailey took the only available option, diving under his bed. He fought to calm his breathing as he heard Ava enter, giggling with a companion.
"Well it looks like my roommate isn't here, so it's just the two of us. All alone."
"You know I've got a girlfriend, right Mrs. Devine?" Bailey heard a male voice answer back.
"Call me Ava. And I've heard all about your girlfriend. The other boys were telling me that you think she gives the best head on campus?"
"Well yeah Mrs. Devine, I mean Ava. She's really good, and she's the best I've ever had. And she's my girlfriend."
Bailey could see two sets of feet standing inches away from his face. He wanted to run, but knew that his only hope was to hide here and hope they didn't notice him.
"I think that's your problem. You've never been with a woman before. Here, let me show you what you've been missing."
Bailey heard the guy's startled exclamation as Ava dropped to her knees, deftly undoing his belt and zipper on the way down. Her never had a chance, as before he could even think of an answer his cock had been sucked deep into Ava's throat. The sounds reaching Bailey under his bed were primal and inescapable. Ava's blowjob was sloppy and wet as she gagged herself on the cock she was eagerly devouring. And her helpless prey was moaning loudly as she nearly sucked the soul from his body. All of which made Bailey painfully aware of what his mom had interrupted when she came back early from class.



The sounds of hot sex had Bailey's dick rock hard. He tried to ignore it, pushing down on the hem of his stolen dress, but after edging twice he needed to cum. Now. It didn't matter that it was his mom sucking on that cock, he told himself as he began to quietly stroke under the bed. It was just like watching porn, but somehow even better. Bailey had to see more. He slid towards the edge, peeking out and up to see the scene before him.
Ava was kneeling in front of him, one hand moving furiously up her black leather skirt while the other was playing with her nipples after having freed her breasts from her white top. Bailey had seen Ava in various states of undress, but he'd never gotten a view of her tits fully out in the open before. They were so big and round, and they looked soft. He found he was squeezing his panty-stuffed bra with one hand while he stroked with the other, wondering what it would be like to have boobs like those. Then Bailey saw the hard cock Ava was lavishing with attention. It looked huge. He'd always figured the guys in porn were way above average, and that they used camera angles to make things like bigger, but looking up at the rod his mom was sucking Bailey couldn't help but feel inadequate. His small hand easily fit around his dick as he stroked it, but as he imagined trying to fit his hand around that monster he knew there was no way. And Ava sucked it down so easily, throating it until the balls were resting on her chin.
Before long Ava was ready for something more. She stood and guided her man over to her bed, then bent over and lifted up her skirt.
"I want you to fuck me right in my ass with that big cock of yours. I bet your little girlfriend doesn't let you do that."
Bailey watched as the lust-drunk man complied, lining himself up and mounting Ava from behind. She kept a steady stream of dirty talk running back to him, telling him to fuck her harder and make her his dirty anal slut while she plunged her fingers deep into her pussy. God, it was the hottest thing he'd ever seen in his life, and he felt himself on the edge once again as he continued to stroke while watching his mom take it up the ass. Finally her latest boy toy reached his limit, erupting into her while reaching around and groping her tits. Bailey timed his orgasm for the same moment, spurting into the front of his dress as he watched Ava finger herself to climax.
After all the noise and chaos a quiet hush fell over the room. For a moment Bailey was worried that he'd been too loud and had been discovered, but Ava just slid forwards on the bed to lay prone, bringing her latest conquest along with her as his softening cock still spasmed inside her twitching ass. They began to kiss, gently at first, then with increasing passion as they got ready for another round. Feeling the full shame of post-nut-clarity, Bailey knew this was his chance to escape. He waited until Ava and her lover's heads were turned, then quietly slipped out from under the bed and then into the hallway, Finally breathing a sigh of relief.
Meanwhile, Ava did her best to rouse the dumb hunk's cock again so she could satisfy the burning desire deep within her. She'd noticed her disheveled closet and drawers the second she'd come in, and had spotted Bailey out of the corner of her eye during the blowjob. The nerve of that boy, stealing her clothes, then hiding to watch her private moments. She wanted to really teach him a lesson, which was why she'd put on such a show, but the thought of her little boy watching her and getting off awakened something deep inside her, and when she heard his pathetic whimper as he came, it had pushed her over the edge and left her wanting more. It was too bad that Bailey had left, but at least she still had this stud too scratch the itch deep inside her, and he was again hard as a rock. God she loved young cock. She'd figure out what to do with Bailey later...
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Bailey leaned back against the dorm wall outside his room, catching his breath in deep gasps. His chest heaved, causing the panty-stuffed cleavage of the bra he'd stolen from his mom to rise and fall under the flowery sundress he'd nearly been caught wearing. Actually, nearly been caught masturbating in. His mom, Ava, had the worst habit of coming crashing into his dorm room without warning, going all the way back to his first day on campus when his hopes of crossdressing and blending in with the girls on campus to satisfy his curiosity has been dashed. Instead he found himself here, hiding in the hallway after having watched his slutty mom give a sloppy blowjob to the biggest cock he'd ever seen in his life, then begging the college stud she'd bagged to fuck her ass. It was the hottest thing he'd ever seen in his life, and he'd been so horny from edging and gooning, he hadn't been able to resist... Bailey looked down at the wet cum stain on the front of his mother's dress. At least he'd gotten away without being caught.
"Well, well, what do we have here?" Bailey cringed at the sound of Riley's familiar voice. "Looks like a new girl in the dorm who just creamed herself out of excitement."
"Riley, I can explain, it's not what it..."
The junior stepped in and put one finger on Bailey's mouth.
"Shh shh shh. Not here. let's get to my room where it's safe, then you can tell me all about how this is just a big misunderstanding."
Not liking any of his options but knowing he couldn't stay in the hallway and he couldn't go back into his room where Ava was probably already trying for another round, Bailey meekly allowed himself to be led into Riley's lair. He stepped in behind her and let the door close, then dropped his jaw when he saw Riley with her phone out, grinning like the Cheshire Cat as she snapped picture after picture of him.
"Wait, what? Why are you taking pictures of me, I thought you were helping me!" Bailey protested.
"Oh I'm helping you alright, believe me. But these pics are my fee to enjoy later on my own. Plus, a little insurance to make sure you keep playing along."
"Playing along with what?"
"With whatever I tell you to do. I'm helping you, remember? But if you don't let me help you then I might just accidentally upload these pics of you wearing your mom's dress with a big splooge stain on the front online."
"I... You wouldn't." Bailey protested weakly.
"I would. I own you now. So sit your pretty little ass down in that chair."
Bailey sat as instructed.
"Good, I think this is going to work out just fine. You know, I'd planned to get you in dresses eventually, but it seems like you were eager to skip ahead. Now why don't you tell me just how you ended up in that dress and quivering out in the hallway like a deer in the headlights."
Bailey started to spill, telling Riley about how he'd raided his mom's closet while she was off at class, then edged to porn for a while, then was forced to hide under the bed when his mom got back early with another student. But when he got to the part where Ava dropped to her knees and started sucking his cock, Bailey froze.
Riley stepped forward and sat down on Bailey's lap, facing him and straddling his legs. She took his chin in her hand, tilting his head back to look up at hers and came in close, almost close enough to kiss him. Bailey felt his cock stirring to life again in his panties.
"Tell me. What happened. Now." Riley commanded in a stern whisper as she held Bailey's gaze from mere inches away.
"She pulled out his cock and started sucking it." Bailey admitted.
"And you watched from under the bed?"
Bailey nodded in shame.
"So you saw his cock then. What did you think of it?"
"It was... Big. It was so big, and wet, and hard."
"Mmmm, I bet it was." Bailey couldn't look down with Riley's hand firmly cupped under his chin, but he thought he felt her other hand briefly between his legs before sliding up under her skirt. "Your mom seems like the type to really like big hard cocks, doesn't she?"
Bailey thought about all the men he'd seen with his mom over the years. About the size of the bulges he'd seen in their pants. About the ways he'd overheard her describing them to her girlfriends.
"Doesn't she?" Riley asked again, squeezing Bailey's cheeks.
"She does." Bailey admitted.
"Good for her, a MILF like that deserves to be satisfied. Did you get a good view of her body too?"
"Mmhmm."
"Did you see her tits? God your mom has great tits, don't you think?"
"I did, she does. They're so big and round."
"Perving on your mom's tits while watching her suck big dicks." Riley clucked her tongue, but Bailey could hear her fingering herself as she sat on top of him. "Then what did that slut do?"
"She took him to the bed and she... she asked him to fuck her ass."
Riley moaned, and Bailey could hear her fingers pumping in and out of her wet pussy even faster.
"God what a total slut, I bet she took that big cock right up her ass with no trouble, didn't she?"
"It went right in," Bailey confirmed, "and then she started telling him to fuck her harder, and to make her his dirty anal slut."
"Fuck, I knew it. I've got to get her on my strap-on." Bailey heard the rising sexual tension in Riley's voice. "Did your whore mom cum from taking it up the ass? Did she?"
"Yes," Bailey admitted. "And that's when I came too."
"Aww fuck, that's too fucking hot!"
Bailey felt his legs clamp together as Riley's legs spasmed violently, and he was forced to look her deep in the eyes as she climaxed from his description of watching his mom get fucked. He had to sit still and watch as his own cock twitched in excitement from watching a second woman orgasm today, then wait for Riley to come down from her climax.
"Phew, I needed that. Now, it sounds like you're going to need a place to hide out and someone to help sneak you back into your room when the coast is clear, am I right?"
Bailey took quick stock of his situation, and nodded.
"Well lucky for you, I'm helping you out. There's just a couple requirements in going to need you to play along with."
Bailey thought back to the photos Riley had taken of him for security and knew he had no choice but to agree.
"First, I've gotta say I like you in panties and a bra, they really seem to suit you, and I know how you really want to dress. So I'm going to help you. From now on, you're going to wear girls underwear all the time, understood?"
"But I don't have any," Bailey protested.
"Well, it looks like your mom has plenty for both of you," Riley reached down the front of Bailey's dress and pulled out double fistfuls of panties he'd stuffed into his bra. "God, what kind of slut needs this many pairs of 'fuck-me' panties. She'll never miss a few. I want you wearing them every day."
"But what about bras? I can't just wear hers, they're massive."
"Hmm, you've got a point there, your mom gave you some big cups to fill. I'll provide you with some training bras, just to get you used to wearing them. But you will wear them, understood?"
"Yes Riley."
"Good. Now for the other requirement for my help. From now on whenever you spy on your mom getting fucked, you're going to come right to my room to tell me all about it. I want all the juicy details."
Bailey was shocked. He hadn't thought about watching Ava a second time, he hadn't even meant to watch her the first time. He couldn't do that again. Or could he? As he felt the continuing twitching between his legs he knew that's exactly what he was going to end up doing.
"But why? Why do you need to know about that?"
"I've taken responsibility for you as the new kid on campus," Riley explained. "And if I'm going to help you like I promised then I need to know exactly what's happening in your dorm room. That's the deal. You want my help, then you need to find a way to watch and let me know exactly who and what Ava is doing."
Bailey paused for just a moment, then nodded in defeat. Riley leaned in even closer, bringing her lips millimeters away from Bailey's as he felt every neuron fire wildly for the kiss that was about to come. But Riley stopped just short, holding Bailey's face firmly so he couldn't close the last small distance between them.
"Good girl." Riley whispered, and Bailey nearly fainted from the wave of euphoria that washed over him.
After that Riley had Bailey strip out of his dress so she could wash it, then had him try on all the different panties he'd stuffed in his bra, modeling each pair for her in turn as she sat back and laughed at his discomfort. The first few pairs felt humiliating, but after a while Bailey started to gain confidence. Riley offered the occasional compliment on how a pair made his ass pop, or tucked away his little dick nicely, or matched his green eyes. Each one made his confidence grow, and before long Bailey was digging through the pile of his mom's stolen panties, looking for ones he could wear that would earn Riley's approval. Finally Riley told Bailey that it was time for her to hold up her end of the bargain, leaving him behind while she went and scouted out his room. She returned a few minutes later with an armful of his clothes and a broad smile.
"Whew, it looks like those two must have fucked everywhere in that room, including on your bed. Next time I want to to watch until you're sure they're done so I can get the full story. Now get dressed."
As Bailey was pulling his leggings on over the fresh pair of his mom's panties that he'd chosen with Riley's feedback, she unclasped her bra and started tucking her arms into her shirt to free them from the straps before sliding it out through one sleeve. She handed it to Bailey just as he finished fumbling through removing his mom's massive bra.
"Here, I'll buy you one that fits better soon, but for now you can borrow mine," Riley said. "Good thing we're both members of the Itty Bitty Titty Committee, at least for now."
Bailey slid his arms through the straps and Riley stepped behind to help him fasten the band. Compared to Ava's massive cups, the warm and gentle touch of Riley's bra felt comforting and secure.
"You'll have to figure out how to do this on your own, but I can help you this time. Now get your top on and get out of here, I've got other shit to do."
Bailey stepped out and hustled down the hall to return the rest of Ava's stolen underwear before she noticed it was gone, hoping that nobody would be able to notice bra lines under his shirt.
When Ava came back to their room later that evening she was sure to take her time between unlocking the door and walking into the room. When she did, she found Bailey there studying on his bed. She felt a pang of guilt as she remembered how she'd deliberately put on a show for him when she'd realized he was hiding under his bed, and another when she thought about how she'd had her stud fuck her a second time right on top of Bailey's bed after he'd slipped away. She had been so mad at him for violating her privacy and raiding her closet, but being fucked while he watched had awoken something new deep inside of her.
"Come here sweetie, give your mom a big hug." Ava said as she held her arms out wide.
Bailey wasn't sure how to respond. Ava was still wearing the same tight black leather shirt and fuzzy white sweater she'd been wearing earlier, and all he could see when he looked at her was her kneeling on the ground with a cock down her throat, one hand up her skirt, and the other playing with her beautiful big breasts. But he couldn't just say no, so Bailey stood and submitted to Ava's embrace. She wrapped him tightly in her arms, pulling him tightly into her chest and kissing him on the cheek. Bailey thought he could still smell the cock on her breath.
"I know it can't be easy rooming with your old mom, but I want you to know that you can tell me anything, okay honey? I promise you I won't judge you or get upset. Is there anything you want to tell me?"
Bailey stared deeply into Ava's beautiful brown eyes, admiring the beauty of her cherubic face. She was so beautiful, the sexiest woman he'd ever seen, and he'd just gotten to watch her fuck like a pornstar.
"I... I really don't mind rooming with you Mom." Bailey finally said. "I did at first, but it's been nice getting to really connect with you more."
"Oh you sweet little boy, come here." Ava said as she pressed Bailey's head down until his cheek was held against her deep cleavage. She rubbed one hand down his head over and over, petting his long hair while the other arm stayed wrapped around his back. Ava savored the sweet moment of connection, while wondering in the back of her mind if that was a bra strap she felt under her son's 'unisex' top.
After that things started going much more smoothly for Ava and Bailey. Ava appreciated Bailey's newfound sense of style, complimenting him on all the cute shorts and leggings he'd started wearing and the fitted tops that narrowed his waist while accentuating his hips and even his chest. Her suspicions that Bailey had started wearing a bra were confirmed, but she never mentioned it, and secretly appreciated the extra bit of curve it gave him. She also noticed that some of her favorite pairs of panties would go missing for a few days at a time, before mysteriously reappearing a few days later. Combined with the panty lines she saw under Bailey's leggings, it didn't take a sleuth to figure out what was going on, but she took it as just another way to connect with her dear son, and at least he had good taste.
The other change that Ava made was very clearly letting Bailey know when she would be expecting to 'have company' in their room. She told herself that she was letting Bailey know so that he could be sure to clear the room, but secretly she hoped each time that he would be watching from under his bed when the time came. And every time her hopes were fulfilled.
Bailey didn't know why Ava had started telling him so directly when she'd be fooling around with another student in their room, but he made sure to hide under his bed a little beforehand to make sure he didn't miss anything. He was amazed at how often she brought guys back to their room, and she never let one leave without fucking him at least twice. She seemed absolutely ravenous, and he could only assume that part of why she went through so many men was that even the young college jocks she picked up couldn't keep up with her sexual appetites.
After each hookup once Ava and her lover had either left or fallen asleep, Bailey slipped out of her hiding place and went down the hall to tell Riley what had happened, following the procedure that Riley dictated. Bailey would strip down to his bra and panties so that Riley could inspect him and make sure he was following her rules, then he would sit in a chair and allow Riley to straddle him. She liked that the added height from sitting on his lap allowed her to look slightly down at him, and it left her free to pleasure herself as he described the sexual carnage he'd watched his mom indulge in.
Riley always pressed Bailey for additional details, forcing him to describe at length the raw sexual beauty of Ava's body and how aroused that made him, and how it made him feel seeing his mom act like such a slut, and what he thought of the hunks that he watched fuck his mom. Bailey soon developed a general appreciation for the beauty of the male form as he described their glistening muscles, and their tight asses, and their big, hard cocks. When he described them to Riley she always got more and more excited, often cumming in his lap as he told her about the men that his mom had bedded.
One day while telling Riley about a threesome his mom had with two of the players from the basketball team, describing how she'd taken their cocks deep in both holes while sandwiched between them, Bailey had surprisingly climaxed at the same time as Riley, cumming in his panties without any external stimulation.
"You're a little slut, just like your mother, aren't you?" Riley asked as she stood and turned to get something from her nightstand. "Getting off from talking about your own mother getting double-stuffed by a couple of big black cocks? I bet you jerk your little dick under the bed every time you watch her, don't you?"
Bailey blushed beet red and nodded in shame.
"Well fortunately for you I'm here to help you. I can't have you jerking off to your mom like a shameless slut, so from now on you're going to be wearing this."
Riley held up a steel device in her hand, then used a small key to separate it into two pieces. She knelt in front of the shocked Bailey and pulled his panties down around his ankles, revealing his rapidly shrinking dick. She deftly slid the base ring over Bailey's whole package, then began forcing the front plate down over his flaccid penis. Before he fully understood what was happening, Bailey was securely locked in a flat cage with his manhood forced away inside his body. As everything came into focus he saw Riley dangle the key over the trash can, then giggle as she leaned over and attached it onto her anklet.
"There, nice and secure," she said with a smile. "Now get down on your hands and knees and kiss my key to thank me for helping you stop jerking off to your mom."
Bailey dropped to all fours, feeling the unfamiliar sensation of nothing dangling between his legs, and his penis was locked snugly into his body and his tight little balls were held back tightly by his anus. He started kissing the key on Riley's ankle, hoping that she might let him out sooner if he was obedient, then began to trail kisses downwards until he was kissing and sucking on her toes. Riley sat back and let him lavish attention on her feet, unable to believe how easily she'd broken him.
Ava had always been promiscuous, loving the feeling of pleasing a man with her body, moving from conquest to conquest to satisfy her sexual desires. But she'd never been as horny as she was now. She tried to tell herself that it was because she was surrounded by so many hunky college boys that were eager to fuck a mature woman like herself that knew how to do it so much better than the college girls that were just learning how to please a man. But deep down she knew that the real reason was Bailey watching her from under his bed. She'd always put on a bit of a performance during sex, talking dirty and playing the part of a wanton slut to drive her men wild, but now she found that she wasn't performing for the men she was with, she was doing it for Bailey. Wanting to give him a real show and eagerly listening for the telltale whimper that came from beneath his bed when she finally made him pop. The men she fucked never knew the difference, always leaving satisfied, thinking that her performance had been for them. But each lover she took only made the fire in her burn hotter, driving her to bring another back to their room as quickly as she could.
That evening she had a new boytoy to try out. He was in one of the frats on campus and had a reputation for swinging a big pipe. Ava had a reputation of her own by this point, and she had no trouble getting his attention. Her only challenge was getting him back to her room where she knew Bailey would be waiting before he pulled her into a shadowy nook for a quickie. Finally she made it through her door with his hand down the back of her pants fingering her ass. She resisted the urge to grind back into him as his other hand reached around and mauled her breasts, pushing forward and dragging him behind her into the main room where she knew Bailey would be able to see. Then she let him have his way with her.
As the frat boy pushed Ava down to the floor in the face-down, ass-up position, she turned her body slightly to make sure Bailey would have a good side-view from the bed. He seemed to really appreciate when she brought back really hung guys judging by the little sounds she heard, so she wanted to be sure he was able to see the large specimen she'd found today as he pumped in and out of her. Once he started fucking her ass, Ava was sure to moan appreciatively, and removed her top to begin playing with her nipples. She wished Bailey was able to rest his sweet face on them like he did when they hugged, the sweetness would have been the perfect compliment to the rough ride she was getting from behind.



Ava was enjoying herself, but was honestly a little surprised that she hadn't heard Bailey cum yet, and unfortunately although her lover was hung, his cardio seemed to be a little lacking as he was barely even thrusting into her ass anymore. Ava lifted herself up and guided her winded boytoy down onto his back, positioning the top of his head near Bailey's bed so he wouldn't see her son watching and so the Bailey would have the perfect view of what came next. Ava squatted over her lover, holding his 9-inch cock straight up to guide it into her ass, then lowered herself slowly, taking every inch of him in until she was sitting on his thighs. Then she began to bounce and grind, fingering herself as she rode him cowgirl with her tits swinging free. She should just make out Bailey's moans over her lovers, and threw herself into it, listening and hoping to time her orgasm with her son's. But it never came, and she could feel the cock inside of her twitching and getting ready to blow. Desperate to get Bailey there before her toy gave out, Ava bounced off his cock and slid down his body, sucking the monster that had just been in her ass down her throat in one smooth motion. She felt the cum pumping into her stomach instantly as the frat boy howled in pleasure, and Ava just hoped as she fingered herself to completion that it had been enough for Bailey to finish.
Meanwhile under his bed Bailey tried to stifle his tears of frustration. Ava had just put on the performance of a lifetime, it seemed like she was really into this guy, which confirmed Riley's observation that his mother was a total size queen. He'd rubbed his cock cage furiously while watching, but hadn't been able to cum, even when his mom had gone ass to mouth and sucked that delicious cock right down. It had been so hot, but he hadn't managed to cum, and now he could only watch as Ava nuzzled the softening, but still impressive man meat and licked the last drops of cum from the tip. Once they finally got dressed and left, Bailey limped his way gingerly down the hall to Riley's room with the worst case of blue balls in his life.
He described everything that had happened, just as usual, but broke down sobbing at the end, begging and pleading with Riley to let him cum next time he watched.
"Look, I never said you couldn't cum, you silly slut. Just that you couldn't jerk off. The thought of you jerking it to your mom gives me the ick, but if you wanna cum then you've got other options."
"Other options? What are you talking about?"
"Lay down on my bed face-down and ass-up, just like your mom did, and I'll show you."
Bailey was too horny to ask questions, and assumed the position and waited. Before long Riley approached him from behind and instructed him to bite down on her pillow. Once he did, she put one foot on the back of his head, pushing him down into it, then gripped his sack in her hand.
"That should help keep you from being too loud and remind you of who's in control here. Now let's see if you're as big an anal slut as your mom is."
Before Bailey could respond, he felt a sudden pressure against his ass, then an explosion of sensation as a vibrating dildo was thrust into him. His screams were muffled by the pillow as Riley's foot pressed into the back of his head, and he could feel the key on her anklet pressing into the back of his neck as she fucked his ass with her toy. What had started off as cries of pain rapidly transformed into cries of pleasure as the vibrating head found a secret place inside of Bailey that he'd never explored before while the rabbit ears on the dildo sent shivering sensations through his sack that seemed to reach all the way deep inside him to his trapped penis. It didn't take long for him to cum, filling his thong panties as he squirted out of his cage. Once he did Riley stood up, leaving him with her dildo vibrating in his ass while he recovered. She placed her foot on the bed in front of his face, and he instinctively knew what was expected, kissing the key on her anklet and thanking her for helping him yet again.
The next time Ava had a man over she was happy to hear Bailey's muffled whimpers of pleasure over and over as she sucked on her lover's cock. Apparently whatever issue her sweet boy had before had been overcome.
Near the end of the Fall semester, Ava came up with the idea for a dorm slumber party for Aubrey Hall. Her idea was that all the girls would get together for one last night of bonding and fun before the big push for finals. Thanks to her popularity with the residents as the unofficial dorm mom, she soon had the hallways plastered with posters, inviting everyone to come to the social event of the season. Bailey thought it sounded like fun, reminding him of how he'd first started hanging out with the girls back in high school when his guy friends had gotten obsessed over his mom, but he wasn't sure if he could go to a "girls slumber party" hosted by his mom. When the night came, Bailey was moping around their room while Ava was putting on her makeup. She was wearing a leopard-print satin romper with a deeply scooped back that nearly left the top curve of her ass exposed and high-cut shorts that let the bottom half of each cheek peek out when she moved. It wasn't any more modest in the front, as the loosely held v-cut fabric floated around her massive tits, exposing at least a part of them no matter how she adjusted it.
"Well what are you staring at little mister," Ava ahead when she caught Bailey eyeing her for the third time in as many minutes. "Do you like the way your old mom looks in her pajamas?"
"You're not old, mom. You look better than most of the girls half your age."
"Then why the glum face dear?"
"I just hate feeling left out." Bailey struggled to keep the whine out of his voice. "The party tonight sounds like fun, but I'm the only one in the dorm who can't go."
"Oh sweetheart, I never meant to exclude you!"
Bailey struggled to keep his eyes up as Ava's breasts jiggled under the loose satin fabric of her romper. He had been having a harder and harder time not thinking of her sexually, but he still didn't want to ogle her while she could see him.
"You know, it's technically a girl's pajama party. I think that means that as long as you're wearing girls pajamas, you can come."
"Is that really how that works?" Bailey asked incredulously.
"Sure. After all, it's my party. And besides, you haven't exactly been dressing like a man for a while now. Now let's see what I have for you."
Ava dug around in her closet and came out with a light blue babydoll with lace detailing on the cups. She insisted that Bailey try it on, turning around to give him privacy, but peeking in the mirror as he disrobed to confirm her suspicions that he was wearing a bra and a pair of her panties. She turned around and looked when he signaled he was ready and had to stifle a laugh. The huge cups on her lingerie looked ridiculous on Bailey, and he looked nearly ready to cry.
"Oh, I know, I'm sure your friend Riley has something in your size. Didn't you say she helped you pick out some clothes earlier?"
Bailey tried to protest and tried to change back into his clothes, but Ava insisted there wasn't any time if they were going to make it to her own party. She dragged him down the hall to Riley's room and knocked.
"Mrs. Devine, it's so nice to see you," Riley said as she opened the door. She pulled Ava into a close hug, sliding her hands down her bare back, over her round ass, then under each cheek while winking lewdly at Bailey over his mom's shoulder.
"Oh, umm, thank you Riley." Ava replied as she felt her wandering hands. To be honest there was something about Riley that was a little off-putting to Ava, but at the same time while she was generally straight, Riley was the sort of dominant girl that Ava could see taking a roll in the hay with. Plus she was just glad that she was such a good friend to her dear Bailey.
"We need your help Riley, Bailey wants to join in on the girls pajama party tonight, but obviously my pajamas are no good on him. Do you have something he could wear?"
"Hah, that lame girls night thing? Sure, I can probably find something that'll fit him, come on in."
Bailey naturally moved toward the chair where Riley always had him sit while reporting on his mom's sexcapades before catching himself. It was so weird to be in Riley's room with Ava standing right there, he almost forgot that he was still wearing her babydoll while waiting for Riley to find him something that fit.
"Here you are, one set of girls pajamas so you can go to the party," Riley announced, holding out a pair of pink shorts with black lace trim and a matching cami.
Bailey took the clothes, at least they'd be better than Ava's babydoll. He went to the bathroom to get changed, and when he came out he drew an appreciative whistle from Riley.
"Damn, if all the girls at the party look as hot as you two, maybe I'll need to find a pair of pajamas for myself and join you."
As much as Bailey appreciated Riley's compliment, Ava was the one whose approval he was really looking for. He slowly turned to see her reaction, and was completely ambushed by one of her classic tight hugs.
"Oh Bailey, you look so pretty darling, it just means so much to me that you're willing to do this to support me and my party."
Bailey melted into the hug, but also saw Riley standing behind his mom, making a cupping gesture with her hands and winking. Seeing that Bailey wasn't getting it, Riley stepped in and took him by the wrists, moving his hands down Ava's back until they were cupping her exposed cheeks. Although Riley had to initiate the contact, once Bailey felt the soft, warm flesh of Ava's ass he automatically began squeezing and kneading his fingers into it. He imagined all the cocks he'd seen fucking this ass, and how close he was to fingering his mom's holes. It didn't even feel like she was wearing panties. If he just...
"Well, we'd best run before we're late to our own party," Ava said as she abruptly ended the hug. "Thanks so much for your help Riley, you're so sweet to my little boy."
With that, Ava took Bailey's hand and they walked together downstairs to the common room, giggling all the way.
Bailey's heart leapt in his chest when he walked in. A dozen or so Aubrey Hall residents were already there, and when he walked in with Ava they were immediately swarmed. The girls were thrilled to drop all the stresses of the end of the semester and party together, and they seemed equally excited to have their 'little brother Bailey' joining in on the fun. He was immediately whisked away to the makeover station they'd setup, where a team of three girls fussed and fiddled over how to style his long hair, and what makeup would work best for his face. They finally settled on a sporty look as Bailey asked them to not do anything too girly, pulling his hair back into a high ponytail and giving him just a bit of eye shadow and bright pink lip gloss. As the girls hovered around him, pressing their breasts into his head, Bailey was grateful for the flat chastity cage Riley had given him, as it was the only thing stopping him from springing the most embarrassing boner of his life in his tight pajama shorts.
After his makeover, Bailey joined in the game of Truth or Dare that was going in a circle across the room. At first he was nervous that he would get a tough one, but it seemed like everyone was mostly interested in asking Ava questions about the guys on campus that she'd banged. So Bailey mostly got to listen and laugh along as Ava shared with the girls graphic descriptions of each guys body, especially their dicks, and which ones wanted anal, and how long each could last. The girls giggled and laughed, while Bailey took a trip down memory lane, recalling each of the men his mom had banged and comparing his notes on their performances to hers.
About an hour into the party, Riley walked in. She was wearing a white cotton shirt with fabric so thin you could see her perky breasts and nipples clearly through it, along with a pair of bright pink panties that had "Eat Me" printed across the front and the back. Most of the girls were wearing basic pajama pants and old tee shirts, and Bailey had noted a while ago that he probably would have fit in just fine wearing his usual pajamas, so Riley's provocative outfit drew some stares.
"Hey, usually I sleep in the nude, and someone borrowed my one decent pair of pajamas, so I had to figure something out," Riley said in response to the looks. "Now who's ready for some real fun?"
Riley joined the circle and set a bottle into the middle. Warmed up as they were by hearing the stories of Ava's conquests, the girls needed little encouragement to jump in to a raucous game of Spin the Bottle. With every spin Riley egged the lucky two girls on, encouraging them to really get into it and see if they were like spaghetti, totally straight until they got wet. When it was finally Riley's turn to spin Bailey held his breath as the bottle spun, spun, and slowed as it approached him. He'd wanted to kiss Riley so badly during their sessions when she teased him into telling her all of Ava's dirty secrets, and now as the bottle wobbled to a stop in front of him he knew his moment had finally come.
But the bottle took one last fateful wobble before finally coming to a rest, pointed directly at Ava. Riley, who was seated to Bailey's left, leaned over to meet Ava, who was seated to Bailey's right. The two ended up meeting directly in front if Bailey, locking lips passionately as he watched from his front row seat. Bailey didn't have much personal experience, but Riley looked to be a very good kisser. Very, very good. Her tongue was penetrating Ava's willing mouth while her hands went straight to her hanging tits, easily sliding beneath the satin romper to begin twisting and pulling on the MILF's nipples. Ava moaned deeply, and Bailey recognized from her tone that she was highly aroused, probably even getting close to orgasm as she flailed at Riley's persistent hands, making a token effort to swat them away that faded as she surrendered to the kiss.
Finally one of the other girls called time and Ava snapped back. Bailey watched as Riley licked her lips invitingly, and for a moment it looked like Ava was going to lose control and lunge back in for more, but then she turned to Bailey and caught her breath, telling him it was his turn to spin.
Bailey gave the bottle a whirl, excited for the chance to make out with any of the hot girls here, but secretly hoping that he'd get Riley after seeing the way she'd handled his mom. He closed his eyes and waited, opening them when he heard a series of cheers telling him the bottle had stopped. When he opened his eyes and looked down, Bailey saw that once again the bottle was pointing right at Ava.
"Whew, me again?" Ava said with a laugh. "I'm still recovering from the last one."
"Mom, it's okay," Bailey offered. "You don't have to..."
"No, no, it's fine honey," Ava replied quickly. "Girls practice kissing together all the time, and tonight you're one of the girls. So it's okay if we..."
Ava started to lean into Bailey as she spoke, and he could see from the look in her eyes that she was still worked up from her encounter with Riley. He froze, but Ava kept moving in until he felt the touch of her lips against his. God they were so soft and full. Bailey opened his mouth slightly as he inhaled out of shock, and Ava pressed in further, parting her own lips to match and pressing her tongue into her son's mouth. Bailey reflexively sucked on her tongue as his hands reached out to Ava's body, tentatively exploring her bountiful curves. He was in heaven, finally feeling what it was like to be with Ava like all those men he'd watched her with over the past few months. He imagined all the hard cocks he'd seen her suck off with her pillowy soft lips and couldn't believe that those same lips were now pressed to his.
Coming from somewhere far, far away Bailey heard a distant voice saying it was time. He started to pull away, but Ava's hands grasped both sides of his head, holding him in place as she continued to probe his mouth with her tongue. Her moans were even deeper now, and sounded just like when she came, but Bailey knew there was no way she was cumming just from practice kissing with him, right?
The game ended soon after that as the girls decided it was time to settle in for the night. Bailey never got a second chance to spin, but at least he'd finally kissed a girl. As everyone pulled out their sleeping bags and pillows, Bailey decided it was time to call it a night and head back up to his room since he didn't have a sleeping bag. But Ava wouldn't hear of it, insisting that after being one of the girls all night Bailey deserved to finish out the sleepover. She had plenty of space in her sleeping bag, and would be happy to share.
As Bailey slid in next to Ava he realized that while she'd been telling the truth about being happy to share, there being plenty of space for two was unfounded optimism, especially with Ava's rack taking up what felt like half the bag. They wiggled around, trying to find the most comfortable position that would fit them both, until they finally settled on Bailey spooning Ava. The two cuddled together and chatted with the other girls for a while until they eventually all fell asleep.
But sleep for Bailey was short-lived. He often woke up once or twice a night now from the pain of his dick struggling to get hard while held tightly inside him by Riley's merciless steel prison. Normally he'd ignore it and wait for the swelling to go down, but tonight he was cuddled into Ava, feeling her bare back pressed into him and her round ass firmly seated against his crotch. He tried to think about anything else, but all he could think of was his kiss with Ava, and the way she'd moaned in pleasure as she held his head and made out with him. He remembered the way Riley had played with Ava's tits, and without really thinking about it found his hand sliding up Ava's ribs until it came to rest on her side boob. Bailey's fingers traced gently back and forth, crossing from the smooth satin to the exposed flesh and back again, until he finally dared go further and slipped his fingers inside, taking his mom's entire breast in his hand.
Bailey knew that what he was doing was wrong, but as he felt the tight pressure in the cage hidden by his lacy pink pajama shorts, he couldn't help but grind himself into Ava's nestled ass as his fingertips slid along the small bumps of her dark brown areolae and finally found the soft nub of her nipple in the center. He'd seen them so many times before, he could easily visualize it in his mind as he rolled her nipple between his fingers, feeling it stiffen and elongate. He listened carefully for any change in his mother's breathing, praying that she would remain asleep because there was no way he could stop now. She moaned in her sleep, clearly enjoying the physical stimulation, and Bailey wondered if she was dreaming about her kiss with Riley.
The pain and pleasure from Bailey's caged dick was unbearable, and he could feel himself beginning to dribble as he continued to grind into Ava. He needed more. Giving her breast one final squeeze, he brought his hand down her body, past the hem of her romper, and began moving it back up her thigh. In her current position, Ava's romper barely covered anything down there, giving Bailey full access to her ass. He palmed it, working his fingers in further and further until they were pressed against her rosebud, then sliding one ever so slightly in.
The sudden sound of a nearby girl coughing caused Bailey to jolt out of his trance as Ava moved slightly. He panicked, quickly sliding up out of their sleeping bag and fleeing to his room, locking the door behind him. He couldn't believe what he'd nearly done, but was too excited to hold back, and within minutes he was on all fours on his bed with a handful of Ava's dirty panties stuffed in his face, pumping the dildo Riley had given him hard in and out of his ass until he finally came.



Meanwhile downstairs, Ava was quietly fingering herself in her sleeping bag, unable to believe how far she'd let things go. She'd had a hard time sleeping as she replayed the game of Spin the Bottle in her mind. Kissing Riley had gotten her so worked up, and she hadn't wanted to make Bailey feel awkward about spinning to her, but the passion she'd felt as she kissed him, knowing all the times he'd cum under the bed while watching her with her lovers had been overpowering. Then when he'd started playing with her tits she hadn't wanted to let on that she was awake and make him feel even more awkward. So she let him explore, but he didn't stop, and as she felt his hard little package grinding into her ass she grew more and more excited. He felt as hard as steel, and for his own mother? It was so wrong.
Then when he'd moved on to her ass she'd worried and hoped at the same time that he'd find his way to her dripping wet pussy. Knowing that it would reveal her reaction to his attentions, but wanting desperately to feel satisfaction from him. And maybe even to take his hard little cock out of those cute pajamas shorts Riley had loaned him and use it on her. But then that bitch three sleeping bags over had coughed and ruined everything. Or had she saved Ava from herself? She was unsure which as she fingered herself to orgasm while imagining Bailey's delicate fingers exploring her ass.
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Our Story Thus Far
Bailey Jay Devine signed up for the all-girls dorm his freshman year of college, hoping to experiment with crossdressing away from Ava Devine, his overbearing, oversexualized mom. Unfortunately, Ava decided to go back to school as well and the two ended up being stuck together as roommates. After accidentally getting stuck watching his mom having wild sex with another student, Bailey was blackmailed by Riley, the Junior down the hall, into secret crossdressing, chastity, and continued spying on Ava's prolific sex life. Now Ava is secretly aware of Bailey watching her and increasingly turned on by her experimenting son, while Bailey is haplessly falling for Riley and struggling with an increasing fascination in Ava and her many lovers.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Finals week went by in a blur after the girls sleepover in Aubrey Hall. Ava never let Bailey know that she'd been awake when he'd felt up her tits and ass in their sleeping bag, and certainly didn't let him know how she'd wished he'd pushed a little bit further, instead of getting spooked with just the tip of a finger up her ass. And neither of them mentioned making out together during the game of Spin the Bottle that Riley had instigated, although both masturbated to the memory more than once in the days that followed before wallowing in a sea of guilt as post-orgasm clarity took hold.
The last day of fall semester after completing his last final, Bailey went to visit Riley's room, nervously twirling his ponytail (Ava and Riley had both suggested he keep wearing his hair like that after his sleepover makeover). As usual he was wearing leggings and a flowy top that Riley insisted was 'totally unisex', and underneath he was wearing the pair of Ava's panties he'd 'borrowed' for the day (a white lace thong with a line of pearls that made Bailey's ass feel delightfully tingly) and a coordinating white lace bralette that Riley had bought for him.
"Hey Bailey, back so soon?" Riley asked as she answered the door. "Don't tell me Ava found another guy to fuck already, it's only been what, two hours? Come in and take your seat and tell me all about it."
"No, that's not it, I was hoping that we could talk before winter break. About... stuff."
"Stuff huh? That sounds ominous. Well I need a shower anyway, come in and tell me all about 'stuff' while I get washed up."
Bailey followed Riley into her bathroom and watched mesmerized as she stripped. Riley was about 5'3" with a thin athletic build and perky B-cup tits with a round little ass to match. She paid no attention to Bailey as she prepared for her shower, even giving him the perfect view of her ass and pussy as she bent from the waist down to the floor while getting undressed. Any other guy would have been on her in a heartbeat, but Riley had systematically broken Bailey to her will over the past semester and she had the key to the chastity cage she'd kept him in for the past two months dangling securely from her anklet. She had as much to fear from him as she did from the Teddy Bear sitting on her bed.
"What, never seen a girl other than your mom naked before?" Riley asked as she stepped into the shower. "Spill, what's on your mind?"
"Well with the semester ending we're not going to see each other for a few weeks," Bailey started as he watched Riley start rubbing suds all over her body. "So I thought that maybe you could take me out of this cage now?"
"Take you out? But you're still gonna be watching your mom get laid during the break, right? God, I bet she's got a whole crew of guys back home that have been missing her all semester and are ready to run a train on her." Riley slid one hand down between her legs and began giving some extra attention there. "If I take you out then you'll be jerking it to your mom the whole time, and that's nasty."
"I won't, I promise!" Bailey protested frantically. "You can't just keep me locked up in this things forever."
Riley stuck her head out from the shower and fixed Bailey in a withering gaze.
"You don't tell me what I can and can't do. How do you think Ava would respond to hearing that her son was dressing up in her panties and getting off to watching her fuck? I promised I'd help you, and that's what I'm doing. Someday maybe you'll be ready to be let out, but for now I saw the way you nearly creamed your shorts kissing Ava at the sleepover. The cage stays on."
"Yes Riley," Bailey gave in with a sigh.
"Good pet. Now, show me your gratitude for my help."
Riley extended one leg out from the shower, warm water and suds running down it onto the mat. Bailey went down to his hands and knees and leaned in, gently kissing the key resting on Riley's ankle, then gagging slightly as she took advantage of the moment to slip first her big toe then half her foot into his mouth.
"There, that outta shut you up while I give you the rest of your instructions for the break. If you do everything I say, then maybe I'll give you a special treat when you get back."
Back at Ava and Bailey's home, Winter Break was slightly chilly. It was as if the two no longer quite knew how to live together without being full roommates. Bailey tried dressing up in the pajama set he'd been given by Riley for the party and asking Ava if she'd like to have a sleepover, but she declined, secretly worried that it would lead down the same path of incestuous lust as before. So, all Bailey could do was follow Riley's instructions and hope for the best. Her first rule was that he had to continue wearing a new pair of Ava's panties every day, but he was worried about what would happen if he were caught in his mom's room, so he improvised and started taking the panties she'd worn the day before from the hamper, then replacing them the next day after he'd borrowed them. Bailey loved the way they smelled of Ava, but he couldn't help but notice other smells as well. Riley's guess about the train of men waiting for Ava's return was spot on, and every pair of panties Bailey borrowed bore the signs of his mother's liaisons from the day before.
Unfortunately, Bailey also couldn't realistically hide in Ava's room to watch her fuck, so he was forced to follow Riley's second rule while listening through the wall separating their bedrooms. Every time Ava got fucked he had to fuck himself with one of the dildos that Riley had sent him home with. They were different sizes, and he was supposed to ask Ava before each date about how well-equipped the man was, then try to match him. At first Ava had been taken aback by Bailey's curiosity, but she tried to rationalize it as him showing an interest in her, and one she got started talking about dick her natural passion took over. So before long she was giving him every juicy detail about the delicious cock she'd be enjoying next. Riley tried to judge what position his mom was in based on the sounds coming through the wall, then matched it, imagining what it must feel like for her to get fucked like that.
That quickly led to Riley's third and final rule for the break. Whenever Bailey came, he had to catch whatever dripped out of his cage in his hand and eat it. Riley said that disposing if the evidence was the best way to not get caught. At first Bailey had been worried that he'd hate it, but after a first few tentative licks he thought it was fine. Honestly, it didn't have a whole lot of flavor, and he wasn't sure why so many girls made a fuss about swallowing it. It had a kinda fun texture even, and Bailey usually played with it in his mouth a bit before finally swallowing it down.
Finally Winter Break ended and Bailey and Ava piled back in Ava's car for the drive to school. As soon as they started driving, it felt like the ice around them thawed. The pair started gossiping about what they thought all the other girls in Aubrey Hall had gotten up to over the break, talked about what classes they were taking in the Spring, and at Bailey's prodding Ava admitted that she was really looking forward to getting back to her stable of college hunks. Once they were settled in Ava declared she was taking a nap and Bailey decided to hop over to Riley's room to claim his reward.
She was waiting for him, and eagerly ushered Bailey into her bathroom, insisting that it was his turn to shower in front of her and that his reward would come after. Eager for the promised reward, he hopped in and started using the body wash Riley handed him, taking care to keep it away from his scalp as instructed. It tingled a bit, but once he got used to it Bailey thought it felt nice. The shock came when he stepped out of the shower and saw that every last bit of hair below his head was gone, washed away down the shower drain.
"Damn, that stuff really works as advertised," Riley said as she traced a hand along Bailey's smooth body. "You should be good for at least a couple weeks, then you'll need to come by for another round."
"You mean you did this on purpose?"
"Yeah, I mean, it's not like you were that hairy before, and you look so much nicer now. Besides, it was the last step to getting your big reward, are you ready to cum without a dildo up your butt? Then get up on my bed on all fours. Now."
Unable to believe he was finally getting out of his cage, Bailey scrambled up and assumed the position, feeling the cool air tingling over his whole body. Apparently losing all his body hair had made him extra sensitive. A thrill raced through him as he felt Riley grip his chastity cage firmly, and he held his breath as he waited for the click of her key being inserted to release him. But instead he was surprised by the feeling of wet, warm pressure starting on his exposed sack and running up between his cheeks. The sensitivity his body had felt was nothing compared to this, and Bailey moaned and dropped his face into the bed, lifting his ass higher in the air as Riley started again from his silky smooth balls, licking up along his sensitive perineum, and finishing with her tongue prodding at his twitching hole. Then she pulled back an inch and blew a stream of cool air along the path her tongue had just taken.
"Riley," Bailey whispered. "I can't... it's too..."
"Shhh..." Riley said as she reached her hands up to start playing with Bailey's erect nipples. "Don't ruin this by talking, just enjoy your reward and give me all of your cum."
Then Riley set about eating Bailey's ass in earnest, digging her face in deep to prod him with her tongue, then sliding down to suck his balls into her mouth, gently scraping them with her teeth. When she felt that Bailey was close, Riley took his whole package into her mouth, biting down slightly and causing him to yelp in pleasure and pain. He nearly passed out when he climaxed, coming to as Riley rolled him over and opened his mouth, letting all of his cum dribble in before sealing it with a kiss.
As the Spring semester started, Ava tried to turn over a new leaf with Bailey. She knew she couldn't give up her regular fucks with all the campus hunks (a woman has needs), but she could at least stop telling Bailey when they'd be coming back to the room so that he didn't have advanced warning of when she'd be having sex. Somehow it didn't seem to matter though, as every time she brought one of her lovers back to the their room, she could hear the quietly familiar sounds of Bailey watching them from under his bed. If she'd known about the tracking app that Riley had installed on her phone it would have made much more sense, but as it was Ava was left wondering if Bailey spent all his time under his bed just waiting for the chance to watch her fuck. And to be honest, although she did her best to avoid the situation, Ava still got off on knowing that her son was secretly watching and did her best to put on a show for him each time. If he was going to go through all the trouble of hiding under the bed and waiting around just to watch her have a little sex, she owed it to him to at least make it worth watching. Though she did wonder where he scurried off to once he thought she wasn't watching afterwards.
For Bailey, meanwhile, the added challenge of needing to track Ava's location to figure out when she was bringing a man back to their room was more than made up for by Riley's new approach to getting the deets from him after. She seemed to really enjoy making him struggle through coming up with coherent words to tell her all about his mom's exploits while her tongue was buried in his ass, and before long she started using a strapon to peg him during "story time" as well. It had been a surprise when she'd first mounted him and forced his legs wide with her knees, but he figured it wasn't really any different than using a dildo on himself, except for the rhythm and power Riley fucked him with was way better than he could manage on his own. At the end of each session when he'd finally given her all the details of what he'd watched Ava do, Riley would slide a hand under him and give Bailey permission to cum. Then as he licked it from her hand she would rub his head with her other hand and tell him what a good job he'd done for her.
A few weeks into the semester after one of their sessions together, Riley went into her closet while Bailey played with the cum he'd lapped from her hand and recovered from yet another mind-blowing milking.
"Hah, swallow your little treat already Bailey," Riley teased as she stepped out holding some clothes. "I got you something, take a look."
Bailey examined the clothes Riley casually tossed on the bed. There was a pink and purple tartan skirt with black lace trim around the bottom and a short white top that tied together in the front. A pair of long white stockings with bright pink bows at the top completed what Bailey instantly recognized as a slutty schoolgirl outfit, just skirting the line between clothes and lingerie. He ran his fingers over it, at once wanting to follow through on his original wish to experiment with dressing and living as a girl and wondering if he could ever wear something so provocative.
"Oh Riley, I don't know. I don't think I can..."
"I'm not asking you to think," Riley cut him off as she approached him. "I'm telling you what to do. Go to your room, get all dressed up in these clothes, and doll yourself up with your mom's slutty makeup."
Riley ran a hand down Bailey's back as she spoke, then stuck her thumb into his ass while cupping his package with the rest of her fingers. Bailey gasped, still sensitive from his milking.
"Do it, and I'll unlock your cage and let you fuck me."
Riley gave Bailey a swat on the ass and he leapt into action, quickly putting back on his normal leggings and top and scooping up the clothes Riley had gotten for him. Ava had left for dinner with her lover after their pre-date fuck, so Bailey knew he had the room to himself and set to work. The schoolgirl outfit was easy enough. He'd never worn anything that slutty before, but he knew his way around girls clothes well enough to wear them with confidence, especially with how he looked with his body hair gone. So fully dressed he pulled up a seat at Ava's makeup station and set to work.
Riley, meanwhile, set to work of her own, pulling out her cell and calling up Ava.
"Hey Ava, sorry to disturb you, I know Bailey said you had a hot date tonight."
"Oh, he talks to you about that? Well what's the matter?"
"I just thought you'd like to know I saw someone strange sneaking into your room on my way out of the dorm, and I'm worried about our little Bailey."
"Oh dear, do you think you could go back and check on him for me?"
But as Ava asked Riley hung up and turned off her phone, and all she heard was the dial tone on the other end.
Ava quickly made her excuses to her date and rushed back to Aubrey Hall, worried sick over her poor little boy. She unlocked the door and entered to see the stranger Riley had warned her about, some little slut in a schoolgirl costume using her makeup to put on what looked like a full bimbo face. But as the girl turned toward the sound of the opening door, Ava saw that it was none other than Bailey.
"Bailey?!? What are you doing with my things? and what are you doing wearing that outfit?"
"Mom? I can explain. I just..."
"You what? Did a group of mean boys steal all your clothes again? You know I've fucked those boys, and none of them knew a thing about taking your clothes."
"No, they didn't. I just wanted to try... something different. Please don't be mad at me."
"Oh, stop your bawling. Your makeup is enough of a mess already, you look like a cheap whore."
Ava pulled Bailey in to a consoling hug.
"You don't need to hide anything from me dear. After all that you've seen... I mean, I've just felt so close to you since we've started rooming together, and I hate to have something like this come between us."
"Really?" Bailey asked with a sniffle as he lifted his head. "You mean you're okay with all of this?"
"I mean, most of it," Ava replied with a laugh. "Your makeup is atrocious dear, we'll have to do something about that."
Bailey sat back in the chair and let Ava wipe away his first attempt and start again with a more practiced hand. As she applied his makeup he held still and listened as she reflected on his situation.
"You know sweetheart, you really have such a beautiful face. I never really noticed before, but with a touch of makeup you really look more like a girl than a boy. And there's the way you've been dressing recently, I know you think those clothes are unisex, but it's time to stop kidding yourself. You've been dressing like a girl and it suits you. Plus there's the whole mess where the university accidentally put you in a girl's dorm. Maybe the universe is trying to tell you something, and maybe you should start listening."
"Telling me what?" Bailey asked, both dreading and hoping for the answer.
"That you're a girl. My girl. My sweet, beautiful, charming little girl. Now look in the mirror and tell me what you see."
Bailey turned and saw a beautiful face staring back at him with green eyes that popped from the smoky eyeshadow arrive them, a cute button nose, and kissable red lips drawing slowly back into a smile.
"Mom! I look... Amazing! Thank you!"
"Oh sweetheart, I'm so glad you like it. I just want to help you be the best you can be."
A thought occurred to Bailey as he turned back to his mom.
"You know Mom, there's something else you could help me with."
"Anything dear."
"Maybe we could practice kissing some more?"
"Oh I don't know about that," Ava said, biting her lip at the thought but unwilling to cross that line again.
"But you said that girls practice kissing together all the time, and you said that I'm your girl, right?"
"Right, I know, but we..."
Ava cut off as Bailey leaned in with his soft red lips slightly parted and his eyes closed. She had just a moment to pull away, but she couldn't muster the will to do so in the split second she had, and so she remained frozen as Bailey closed the gap and pressed his lips into hers in a tender and trembling peck. That small tremble set off an avalanche in Ava's heart as she returned Bailey's kiss with wild passion. While Bailey had initiated the kiss, Ava quickly took full control as she escalated into fully making out, probing into his mouth with her tongue as her hands roamed all over his body. His slutty outfit drove her wild as she bit and pulled on his lower lip while sliding her hands up his short skirt and grabbing his bare ass. Ava could feel the liquid heat building in her core and flowing downwards until her pussy was soaking wet and needy. She knew that if Bailey just figured out what to do with his hands and reciprocated by sliding one up her skirt there'd be no stopping what naturally came next. But just as Ava was about to give in and pull her son's hand in to launch the next stage, she caught herself and pulled away, struggling to catch her breath.



"Wow sweetie, you're really good." Ava gasped out between breaths. "I don't think we're going to need to practice any more. And I need to get going, my date is waiting for me to get back to him."
"Your date?" Bailey asked, struggling to hide his disappointment. "I thought that maybe you'd stay in with me tonight."
"Oh, that's so precious darling, another time. But we made plans to meet back up later when I left, and I think I really need to finish with him tonight."
Ava extricated herself before she could be convinced to stay, walked to the bathroom, closed the door, and let out a long slow breath, struggling to control the fire raging within. She needed a quick shower to freshen up and to reset from her steamy encounter, so she turned the tap on and stepped in. The warm water felt so good on her body, she found her hands sliding down, down, until they met the warmth building inside her.
Bailey couldn't believe he'd gotten the nerve to kiss Ava, and couldn't believe she'd stopped it. He was so horny, and Riley had promised to let him fuck her, but he couldn't just disappear on Ava. He dug in his nightstand and pulled out his favorite dildo, then lay on his bed where he could see himself all dressed up like a slutty schoolgirl with an expertly applied face of makeup.
Ava pulled the detachable shower head down and switched it to pulsating jets, bringing the pounding, pulsing water right to the source of heat between her legs. But instead of putting out the flames the water fanned them as she remembered the sweet touch of Bailey's lips on hers.
Bailey watched himself in the mirror as he plunged the dildo into his smooth ass, gasping in pleasure as the knobby head found his special spot, sending the first dribbles of precum oozing from his cage.
Ava needed more. She reached behind with her free hand and slid one, then two, then three fingers up her ass while the other hand guided the pulsing water jets all around her clit.
Bailey started pumping his dildo in and out faster and faster as he made moaning faces in the mirror, trying to mimic the faces of abandoned passion that he'd seen Ava make so many times before, imagining what it felt like when her lovers took her to the heights of pleasure.
With muffled cries mother and son both climaxed at the same moment, closer than they'd ever been, yet separated by a few thin walls. Each took deep breaths, trying to find their calm again. Ava finished washing herself, while Bailey used his hand to scoop up the cum from his cage and swallowed it down, using Riley's suggested approach to dispose of the evidence. By the time Ava emerged from the bathroom dressed to go out again, Bailey was sitting at his desk, still dressed and made up, working on some homework.
"I'm heading out on my date now sweetheart. Maybe you should go hang with Riley a bit? You could change clothes first, if that would make you more comfortable."
"I don't know mom, I'm kinda tired out. I'm thinking I might just stay in tonight."
"I don't think that's a good idea darling. I need the room tonight, promise me you'll head out for a bit?"
"Fine, whatever. Can I get a kiss goodbye before you go?"
Bailey's heart fluttered as Ava walked to him. She was wearing a tight spaghetti strap black dress that really showed off her big tits and that barely covered the bottom in of her round ass. It was clear exactly why she needed the room for the night. Ava leaned in and Bailey lifted his face to meet her lips, but Ava stopped just short, delivering a long, lingering kiss to Bailey's forehead that left him staring down her cleavage, thankful for the cage that preventing him from lifting his entire skirt with an erection.
With Ava gone Bailey debated what to do. He knew that he had a promise to cash in with Riley, but he was also incredibly curious about Ava's date. Why had she been so insistent that he leave the room? He didn't think she knew about him watching her from under the bed, there was no way she'd let that slide for so long, and it's not like he was ever just sitting out when she brought her guys back. He'd just cum too, and maybe a little time to recharge before going to collect with Riley would be best. He felt a little bad about breaking his promise to his mom, but Bailey finally decided to stay put and to use the tracker on his phone to hide once Ava was close.
Apparently the date went short, because just about half an hour later Ava came crashing back through the door, held aloft with her legs wrapped around her date as his hands lifted her dress in the back, showing her bare ass to anyone who cared to look. Bailey watched from her spot as the man manhandled Ava. He was tall and muscular, carrying Ava with ease while forcing rough fingers up her holes, making her cry out. Bailey wanted to help Ava, but could do nothing, watching powerless as she was thrown down onto her bed.
"Time to see those fat titties you made me wait so long for," the man said as he ripped down the top of Ava's dress, tearing the fabric in the process.
"That's better you big-titted slut, I've heard all about how well you can suck cock, time for you to suck mine."
Bailey watched as he took Ava by the hair, dragging her off the bed and onto her knees in front of him. Once there, he kept his grip on her head as she struggled to unfasten his pants and pull out his cock.
"Hurry it up bitch, I know you're hungry for it."
Ava took his cock into her mouth teasing the head with her swirling tongue, and Bailey marveled at the size of it. He wasn't sure if he even had a dildo large enough to match it. But the hulking man quickly grew impatient with Ava's teasing, and used his grip on her hair to force her down on it until her nose was smashed into his body. Bailey counted the seconds as the man held his mother's face down on his massive meat. At ten seconds Ava was gagging and choking as she struggled to accommodate the monster down her throat. At twenty seconds Ava was coughing up spittle around it, causing small rivers of drool to run down her chin. At thirty seconds Ava's arms were flailing as she struggled to push back against the man's legs. At sixty seconds Ava's arms had gone limp as she gave up the impossible struggle, and Bailey thought he saw her eyes rolling back in her head.
That was it, the moment it became too much for Bailey to remain a silent observer any longer. He scrambled out from under his bed and ran across the room, crashing into the man throat-fucking his mother.
"Hey, leave her alone you big bully!"
The running tackle was barely enough to make the much larger man even budge, but he release his grip on Ava's hair as he turned to face Bailey, allowing her to slump to the floor as she gulped in great gasps of air.
"Huh, the slut didn't mention she had a roommate. What, are you jealous because she's getting dick and you aren't? Well how about instead of kicking your ass, I let you take over where she left off."
The man shoved Bailey down to his knees and he stared hypnotized at the rock hard cock dripping with his mom's saliva and now pointing directly at his face. It was so beautiful. And big. Bailey didn't think he could take the whole thing down, but maybe he could just lick the head and stroke the rest. It had been so long since he'd stoked any cock, but he could imagine the squishy firmness and the warmth under his fingers. He could do it. For Ava he could take this juicy cock in his mouth. Bailey opened his lips and closed his eyes as he leaned forward.
"Hah, you think that little girl can finish for a woman like me?" Ava taunted as she pushed Bailey to the side. "I was just getting warmed up, and that little slut would have no idea what to do with a cock this big. Here, you sit there and watch how a real woman does it."
Bailey couldn't believe what he'd almost done, but his feelings of confusion were soon overcome by feeling of awe watching Ava at work from up close. She worked the man's cock and balls non-stop with her mouth, throat, and hands, maintaining eye contact with him as she told him what a dirty slut she was and begged him to shoot his big load down her hungry cum hole. It was like watching one of the great artists of the world create their masterpiece, as Ava used every trick in her expansive arsenal to keep the man's attention on her and to milk out his cum as fast as humanly possible. Before long he unleashed a bellowing grunt, and Bailey watched as Ava caressed his balls with one hand, pumped his shaft with the other, and swirled her tongue around his head as her cheeks sucked in and she hoovered every last drop of cum from him.
Utterly spent, the man quickly pulled his pants back up and stumbled out of the room, mumbling to Ava that he'd call her sometime. As soon as the door shut behind him, Ava turned to Bailey and delivered a hard slap across his cheek.
"Oww, what the hell was that for?"
"That was for not leaving the room like you promised to do," Ava snapped back as she slapped him again on the other cheek. "And that was for ruining my night by running out from under your little hiding spot."
"Wait, you knew about me watching you?"
"Yes of course I knew, but I didn't want you there tonight because I knew that guy's reputation."
"Mom, he almost suffocated you with his dick, I saved your life," Bailey protested.
"You didn't save shit! Do you think that's the first time I've let a guy throat fuck me until I can't breathe? Sometimes I need a good rough fucking, and you ruined my shot at my first decent one on campus."
"I... I'm sorry mom, I didn't know..."
"Yeah, yeah, you're sorry, but I'm the one that has to deal with this."
Ava stood in front of her kneeling son and lifted the front of her dress. She wasn't wearing any panties, so Bailey got a close-up view of her dripping wet pussy, eagerly waiting to be fucked hard by the big dick she'd just been forced to send away.
"You get me all worked up making out, then you ruin my night with a real man. I think it's about time that you start taking some responsibility for you actions."
Mirroring the way she'd been handled just minutes earlier, Ava grabbed Bailey's ponytail and pulled his face right into her pussy, holding him there with an iron grip as she started to grind her hips, rubbing her juices all over his face and forcing his nose to dig into her pussy on every pass. Ava moaned as Bailey started to lick her reflexively, driving his face in even harder as she finally took what she had wanted for so long. His hands started to snake up Ava's legs to her exposed ass, but as he tried to work a finger in she swatted him away with her free hand.
"Trying to finger Mommy's ass again like you did at the sleepover? God, it's all your fault that I'm so horny. But don't worry, Mommy's going to teach you how to be a good girl."
Ava started to turn, forcing Bailey to shuffle around on his knees as his head was still trapped between her thighs. Once she had him lined up with her bed, Ava stepped forwards, forcing his head backwards until his neck was pressed against the edge of the bed. Then Ava took both of Bailey's arms and laid them up on top of the bed before kneeling down on top of them and rolling forwards until his head was tilted back and facing upwards, the perfect seat for her to take as her throne.
Bailey was completely helpless, unable to move either arm from under Ava's knees and with his head bent backwards and pushed into the bed as Ava put the full weight of her body down on him and resumed her grinding. But helpless as he was, Bailey was in heaven, licking and worshipping Ava's ass and pussy while dressed like the girl he had always wanted to be. He entered a flow state, losing all track of time and barely even registering his mother's orgasms as she rode his face until she was finally satisfied.
When Ava eventually stood up, Bailey collapsed down to the foot of her bed. He just wanted to lay there and sleep it off, but she forced him to crawl up onto her bed before laying down next to him, entwining her legs with his and holding his head into her chest until mother and son both fell fast asleep in each other's embrace.
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Bailey woke up with his face buried in Ava's beautiful tits and nuzzled in to their soft warmth. He could still taste her juices in his mouth from her long ride on his face the night before and he licked his lips, savoring the tangy flavor. He wanted to lay there forever, but Ava noticed his movement and ran a gentle hand through his long hair before pushing him firmly away.
"Bailey, we need to talk about what happened last night."
"I know, I'm sorry I ruined your chances with that guy, but I took responsibility for it, right? So we're okay now."
"You did honey," Ava said with a wistful smile. "God, I don't remember the last time I had that many orgasms in one night, riding your pretty face like that... But we have to have some boundaries, I'm still your mother, and you're still my... son."
"Do you mean me watching you?" Bailey asked, trying to stifle his tears at the thought of losing that.
"Well I don't know. It feels so wrong, but I enjoy having you watch, getting to share a side of me that you've never seen before, connecting with you more deeply."
"I feel it too mom, it's amazing watching you take those big cocks, and I can see how much you love them, and you're just so beautiful. So can I please still watch you? Pleeeeaaase?"
"Oh, you know I can never say no to that face," Ava replied with a sigh. "But I don't want you interfering again. When I'm with my lovers, your place is to watch, understood?"
"Yes Mommy, I promise!" Bailey paused for a moment before daring to push further. "...and what about kissing practice? And maybe kissing you down there like we did last night? You said you liked it, right?!"
"I did, I did," Ava admitted. "But my own son? I don't know..."
Ava paused as she saw the crestfallen look on Bailey's face, then took a long moment to consider before continuing.
"But I suppose if my daughter were to want to practice her kissing with me that would be alright. And maybe sometimes as a special treat if she wanted to lick me down there I could let her. What would the harm in that be?"
"Really?!? But... I'd have to dress like a girl all the time?"
"Dress like a girl, wear makeup like a girl, talk like a girl, and be my little girl. All the time." Ava replied sternly. "That's the deal. Take it or leave it. But I hope you'll take it Bailey, I think we could grow so close together if you would just listen to what the universe is telling you. What do you have to lose?"
"Okay Mommy," Bailey whispered as she leaned in close. "I'll be your little girl."
Their lips met for the third time as they lay side by side, wrapped up in each other's bodies. Their first kiss had been fleeting and frantic, as a game of Spin the Bottle turned into something more. Their second kiss had been full of forbidden passion as they stoked the sparks between them into a burning flame. But their third was tender and gentle, full of love between a mother and her daughter, continuing on and on as they carefully explored one another's mouths with their tongues while their hands explored one another's bodies. While their first two kisses had felt so wrong, something about their third felt incredibly right.
It was Saturday and they didn't have about any classes, so after they finally made it out of bed Ava got Bailey dressed in some of her clothes and took her out shopping. They laughed and giggled together as they hunted through racks and racks of clothes to find the perfect outfits for Ava's new daughter. Bailey's first impulse was to go fairly conservative, avoiding overly feminine clothes and just tip-toeing a smidge more girly than the leggings and tops that Riley had supplied her with. But Ava had other ideas, insisting that one of the best parts of being a girl was dressing up as eye candy for all the cute boys around you. The clothes she picked out weren't quite as slutty as the schoolgirl outfit she'd walked in on Bailey wearing, but they definitely were the sort that a girl wore to draw attention and show off her body. Short skirts, party dresses, booty shorts, and all sorts of tops piled together until Ava and Bailey left with arms loaded heavy with bags of new clothes.
"Well now, shall we go pick up some panties for you next?" Ava asked innocently. "Or do you already have some?"
"Uhhmmm... I've kinda just been borrowing yours, mom," Bailey admitted sheepishly.
"Borrowing your mother's panties?!?" Ava held her look of mock indignation for a few seconds before breaking up laughing.
"You, you knew the whole time?"
"I'm not blind, Bailey. But since we seem to have the same taste in 'fuck me' panties I suppose you can keep borrowing mine if that's what you'd prefer."
When they finally got back to their dorm room in Aubrey Hall, Ava had Bailey put on a fashion show for her, admiring how each outfit made her look and taking every opportunity to casually run her hand up the inside of Bailey's thigh, or trace her fingers casually along her chest, or give her tight little booty a squeeze. Bailey enjoyed the attention, but struggled to keep herself covered when she stripped down to just her panties, unsure of how her mother would react to seeing that she was locked in a chastity cage. But eventually Ava's teasing pushed her over the edge. She was trying on a skirt, and as she bent over to pick up her top Ava slid her hand right between her cheeks, pressing the fabric of Bailey's thong against her sensitive hole.
"Okay, enough of that!" Bailey exclaimed as she whirled around and tackled Ava to the bed.
Ava laughed as Bailey pinned her down and began kissing her. "It's about time you take the bait, shopping always makes me horny, be a dear and show me how a proper young lady eats her mommy's pussy."
Bailey didn't need to be told twice, she'd been craving it since she'd woken up that morning with the taste of Ava's juices lingering in her mouth. She slid down along Ava's body, pausing briefly to plant a series of butterfly kisses on her exposed breasts, then ducked under her mother's dress and began to lick. Ava reached down and took hold off each of Bailey's hands in her own, interlacing their fingers and pressing their palms together as she wrapped her legs over her daughters shoulders and around her head. The connection from holding hands was deeply intimate, as Bailey could feel Ava's orgasms coming from the gradually increasing pressure of her squeeze, and when Ava climaxed Bailey felt her arms spasming as she rode the waves of pleasure.
Finally Ava released her grip and pushed Bailey's head back before sitting up and bringing her in for a kiss, savouring her own flavor as she licked Bailey's lips.
"You've done for me at least three times, not counting however many you gave me last night. I know I said you have to be a girl when we're together, but maybe we could figure out something for you?"
"Oh, for me?" Bailey replied, desperately wanting to get off, but unwilling to let Ava know her situation. "I'm fine really, I don't need to..."
"Nonsense, that's hardly fair," Ava replied as she reached for Bailey's skirt. "Let me just take a look here and... Oh..."
Bailey stepped back, awkwardly struggling to pull her panties back up to cover the steel cage on her private parts that Ava had just seen.
"Darling, I had no idea, why are you wearing that... thing?"
"Don't worry about it, it's just something I wear. I'm fine, really."
"Okay, I don't really understand, but if you want to wear that, then it's fine with me." Ava gently pushed Bailey's panties back down around her knees as she leaned in to take a closer look. "Here, just hold your skirt up so I can see."
Bailey reluctantly complied, lifting her skirt with both hands as Ava took her caged cock and tight little sack in her hands.
"Maybe it's for the best dear. You know how much I love cock, and even with yours being a little on the small side, you look so pretty I'd probably end up letting you fuck me if it weren't locked away. This way it's almost like your little girly clitty. Just a sweet little clitty that I can..."
Ava leaned in the last bit of distance between them and took Bailey's whole cage into her mouth. Her tongue flicked expertly between the steel rings, tantalizing Bailey with quick little licks that drove her wild. When Ava slid her hand between Bailey's legs and began fingering her ass, it only took her a few seconds to find her special spot, and it only took a few seconds after that for Bailey to cum with a girlish whimper. The whole blowjob had lasted less than a minute, but it was the most direct stimulation Bailey's cock had received in months, and she was weeping tears of grateful joy when Ava stood and kissed her, snowballing Bailey's load into her mouth.
The next day while Ava was out on an errand, Bailey pulled back out the schoolgirl costume Riley had given her and headed quickly down the hall, eager to collect on her promised reward of finally getting out of her cage and fucking Riley.
The petite junior asked Bailey what had taken him so long to come and collect, and told him to lie down on her bed if he wanted to fuck her. Bailey complied, and Riley quickly tied his wrists and ankles down to the bed corners with ropes. Bailey protested weakly, but Riley insisted that she needed a little security before she unlocked him. Once Bailey was secured, Riley took the key from her anklet and turned it in the lock, removing the cage. Bailey's cock immediately sprang to life, twitching and straining as it reached it's full height of just under five inches.
"And now I get to fuck you, right?" Bailey asked expectantly.
"Sure you do, but not with that little thing. Let's get you equipped to do some real fucking."
Riley pulled out her strapon, but instead of putting it on herself, she put it on her tied down prisoner. Bailey looked down and couldn't even see her cock behind the girthy seven inch monster protruding in front of it. Then Riley climbed on top and mounted the dildo, sliding down slowly until she was sitting fully on Bailey.
"Gawd Bailey, your big cock is filling me up so good!" Riley moaned as she began to grind forwards and back on the dildo. With every sliding motion Riley's ass brushed back against Bailey's straining cock, tantalizing it before sliding away again.
"Oh Riley, please. This isn't what I meant, please let me fuck you!" Bailey begged.
"With that little thing? I'd hardly even feel it. I suppose I could take it in my ass though, if you can tell me something."
"What, anything, what do you want to know?"
"What happened between you and Ava the other night? I've heard rumors around the dorm about you two acting strange."
"We... we..." Bailey stalled, unwilling to share her sacred moment with Ava even after all the tales of Ava's depravity she'd shared with Riley.
"Hurry up," Riley taunted, "this cock is filling me up sooo good, and if I cum first then we're done."
"We made out!" Bailey shouted. "And she made me eat her out because I ruined her date. And now she's letting me keep doing it as long as I'm her little girl!"
"Oh my, you dirty, dirty girl. Was that so hard? Now let's go for some double penetration."
Riley lifted herself halfway up off the dildo, just enough to position Bailey's cock under her ass. Then she lowered herself back down, easily taking both inside her.
"Mmm, it's like having a nice little finger stuck in back there, I could get used to this!"
Riley resumed her front to back grinding motion while furiously rubbing her clit, and before long she and Bailey orgasmed together in an explosive climax. Riley continued to grind for a minute longer, making Bailey squirm against her bonds as her sensitive cock was still buried in Riley's ass. Finally Riley popped up and squatted again over Bailey's face before sitting down with her pussy and ass over Baileys nose and mouth. She treated herself to a second orgasm while Bailey licked her cum from Riley's ass, then climbed off and retrieved the chastity cage.
"Listen carefully slut, you may think that you're done with this and don't need my help anymore now that things are out in the open between you and your slutty mom. You'd be wrong. Ava wants you to be her little girl, and without my help you'd just fuck it all up. You wouldn't even be here if I hadn't helped you all along the way. So listen to your mom, do what she says, but remember who's really in charge here."
Riley slid the cage back onto Bailey's softening cock and locked it in place, returning the key to it's place on her anklet. Then she stepped up to stand on the bed next to Bailey's head.
"Kiss it if you understand that I still own you."
Bailey stared up at Riley's nude body as she towered over him, wondering how it was possible that someone so small could be so dominant. But there was no denying that she was completely in charge, and Bailey supposed that she should really be thanking Riley for helping her to come so far. Even the chastity cage had worked out for the best, as Ava had seemed to think it was a good idea. Bailey nodded, turned her head, and kissed the key dangling once again from Riley's ankle.
"That's my good girl," Riley said with gentle affection. "Now let's get you untied."
Bailey spent the next few weeks in heaven. Her public transition passed with hardly a murmur, as it turned out most of her classmates and professors thought she was a girl already, and all the girls in the dorm were thrilled to have her officially join their team. Ava and Bailey spent as much of their free time together as possible, presenting as the perfect mother daughter pair. Of course, the casual passerby generally didn't notice their little public flirtations. Ava slipping a hand up the back of Bailey's skirt to finger her hole while sitting in a booth at lunch. Bailey dropping her napkin and going under the table to get it, and a quick lick of Ava's pussy while she was there. Ava pressing Bailey's face down into her cleavage when they hugged, and Bailey sneaking a quick love bite. Inevitably their exhibitionism always pushed them over the edge, leading them to find a quiet place where they could satisfy each other's desires. Whether in a bathroom stall, an empty classroom, or behind some bushes, they tended to follow the same general sequence.
Ava was always horny, and as the mother she insisted it was her right to get off first. Although she'd initially said that she might let her daughter go down on her as a special treat, as soon as her pussy got wet the MILF couldn't say no to riding Bailey's young and nimble tongue. Sometimes she'd let Bailey go directly for her pussy, other times when she wanted deeper penetration than her daughter's tongue could provide she'd tell her to eat her ass while she used her fingers or a dildo to take care of herself. Sometimes they ran out of time before Ava's ravenous sexual appetite was fully sated, and Bailey would be left horny and dripping from her chastity as the duo straightened their clothes and emerged. But if time permitted, Ava would help Bailey to reach an orgasm of her own, usually by fingering or rimming her sensitive ass. Bailey asked Ava about possibly sucking her clitty through it's cage again, but Ava demurred, saying that she preferred to have real cock in her mouth. Still, Bailey couldn't complain too much, as once she was all worked up from servicing her mother it usually only took a few minutes of anal stimulation for her to finish with a girly squeal.
Although Ava and Bailey were closer than ever and Bailey was eating Ava out front and back half a dozen times each day, Ava still went on dates most nights with boys from her stable of lovers. As she explained to Bailey, as nice as it was to be eaten out regularly, she had certain needs that could only be met by energetic young studs with big cocks. Not that Bailey minded. Her infatuation with Ava had started with secretly watching her as she pleasured her lovers in their dorm room, and she was more than happy to go back to her spot under the bed and watch the show when Ava brought her man for the night back to their room to fuck her brains out.
One big change was in what happened after Ava had finished with her men. She used to head back out with them after fucking, or cuddle up together and pretend not to notice while Bailey slipped out to wherever. But now Ava made a habit of more or less kicking her men out after they'd blasted their load into her mouth, ass, or pussy. Of course that only enhanced Ava's reputation in campus as a cougar who just wanted to get laid, but she didn't mind that, as that kind of reputation attracted exactly the kind of hunks she was looking for. But the real reason she kicked her lovers to the curb when they'd finished was so she could bring Bailey out from under the bed.
Depending on their mood, and on just how sweaty and messy Ava's liaison had been, sometimes the two would just lay in bed and cuddle, idly kissing or exploring one another's bodies while comparing notes on the sex. They'd compare the bodies and 'equipment' of each of the men, and they'd each share their favorite moments. Soon Bailey had a very good understanding of exactly how Ava liked it: rough, hard, and deep. And she'd thrill as she watched Ava's lovers give it to her just right, knowing just how much her slutty mom loved it. But if Ava was too hot and sticky to enjoy cuddling, then the pair would take their post-sex analysis to the shower.
Their dorm shower really wasn't big enough for two, but the girls made do, squeezing and sliding around each other under the hot water. The size of Ava's massive tits and succulent booty especially meant that Bailey could hardly move without her body pressing up against her mother's abundant assets. Ava generally took the central position, enjoying the spray of warm water over her body as Bailey worked around her, shampooing and conditioning her hair, scrubbing her body clean with her loofa, then kneeling and tenderly washing away the residue of sex from Ava's ass and pussy. Sometimes that was the end of it, but more often than not Bailey's gentle touch would get Ava warmed up again, and she would tell her daughter to "be a dear and give Mommy a tongue bath while you're down there" while pulling her kneeling daughter's head into herself. Bailey had to quickly learn how to to swallow the water running down Ava's body and trickling into her mouth as she licked, but she loved the feeling of reclaiming her mother again after the men had the way with her. After the first few showers when Ava realized that she'd be taking advantage of Bailey's services regularly when they washed, she bought her daughter a special gift: a suction cup dildo that she could position beneath or behind herself wherever Ava placed her. At first Bailey had been unsure about fucking herself like that, but Ava had been very convincing, making out with Bailey while pushing her steadily back, and back, until the wall-mounted dildo was buried in her backside. After that first time, Bailey took to it happily, bouncing and grinding away on her toy while worshipping Ava's body.
The trickiest part of Bailey's new arrangement with Ava was finding time to report in to Riley. The dominant junior was the shadow constantly on Bailey's mind, reminding him to constantly create memories and take mental notes so that she could fully debrief Riley when she had the chance. Fortunately Riley was willing to give up the immediate reports she'd been used to receiving from Bailey regarding Ava's trysts for the additional details she was now masterfully squeezing out of Bailey regarding her own regular sexual encounters with Ava. For all of Riley's initial protests of the wrongness of Bailey jerking off while watching his mother fuck (a time that seemed impossibly foreign to Bailey now), she seemed to really enjoy hearing about Bailey eating her mother out and getting fingered in return. Sometimes she'd make Bailey sit in a chair, forbid her from moving even an inch, then spread her legs wide and give Bailey the perfect view of her fingering her tight little pussy while spilling the tea on Ava's latest sexcapades. Other times she'd have Bailey kneel on the bed and rim her ass from behind, pushing to the brink of orgasm while she described eating out Ava in the shower, then pausing and making Bailey moan in agony as she tried and failed to climax. If Riley was feeling generous she might finally let Bailey finish, sucking her caged balls into her mouth and gently nibbling them until the pain and pleasure pushed her over the edge. And when Riley was really worked up, she'd have Bailey don her strapon again, riding herself to orgasm. Bailey asked a few times about being unlocked so she could double penetrate Riley again, but Riley made it clear that such releases were a rare treat to be earned.



Their time together was not merely a one way street though. Riley had promised to help Bailey, and she followed through on that. Aside from keeping her pet locked in chastity to ensure she didn't ruin things with Ava by crossing the line, she graciously offered to give Bailey lessons on how to eat Ava out. Bailey had started with Ava relying on her energetic passion and the taboo nature of them being together, but as Riley explained if she wanted to keep a sex goddess like Ava interested long term, Bailey needed to become a master with her tongue. Sometimes she'd give Bailey direct instruction, providing tips and tricks to licking her way to a woman's heart, and sometimes she'd just give Bailey practice time. Riley might let Bailey crawl under her desk while she worked on her laptop, eating her out for hours at a time. Or Riley would lay on front on her bed and study while Bailey planted her face in Riley's ass and practiced licking deeply. Or Riley would watch a movie or play video games on the couch while using Bailey's face as a seat. In any case Riley generally ignored Bailey during oral practice, although she expected a polite thank you from Bailey when she was done for graciously allowing her the opportunity.
One day when Bailey entered their room after spending a few hours eating out Riley's ass while she studied, she found Ava wearing a light pink sports bra and a short flowy skirt with ruffles all around.
"Oh, you're finally back!" Ava said as she stood to greet Bailey with a hug. "Get dressed, we're going to one of my most favorite spots on campus."
Bailey examined the clothes Ava handed her, and saw they were a matching sports bra and skirt set, just like she was wearing. She was hesitant at first, seeing just how much of Ava's toned flesh was exposed by the outfit, but Ava kept egging her on and Bailey finally agreed. The skirt had essentially a built-in thong, so Bailey stripped all the way down to put it on, savoring the teasing sensation of the thin strip of fabric against her hole and noting with pleasure how nicely the ruffled skirt covered up her little bulge in the front. She was less happy with how the sports bra looked. It was the sort of thing that made Ava look great, lifting her big tits and presenting an inviting canyon of cleavage. But on Bailey the tight sports bra just emphasized how flat she was up there, triggering her to dream about someday maybe having boobs of her own...
Once she was dressed, Ava took Bailey's hand and led her out of Audrey Hall and across campus. Bailey had grown used to dressing a little provocatively in public. Ava's selection of her wardrobe ensured that she was always showing some skin, and she generally enjoyed the attention. But this outfit pushed way past that. Bailey could feel goosebumps on her cheeks as her skirt fluttered in the wind, lifting up and around her nearly bare ass. She could feel eyes all around staring in her direction, and started to blush, but then she looked to Ava. Her mother was strutting proudly, hips swaying and tits bouncing as she walked across the quad. Bailey realized that most of the eyes she felt were really focused on her sexy momma, but the attention only fueled Ava to put on more of a show. Her confidence was so attractive, Bailey knew she wanted to be more like her. Maybe she wasn't ready to flaunt it quite like that yet, but she could walk proudly in Ava's wake.
Finally they reached their destination: the rec center. Bailey was never much of an athlete and had honestly never been, but Ava insisted that she would love it. They started off on the ellipticals, finding an open pair with a good view of the gym floor. As Bailey stepped up onto the machine she tried to ignore her thoughts of how much of a view of her ass she was giving to anyone who walked behind her and focus on the workout. However, it soon became clear that Ava hadn't really brought her here to focus on working out.
"God, you see that guy over there doing bicep curls? Imagine him wrapping those big arms around me."
Bailey followed Ava's line of sight and saw who she was talking about. With her prompting and the number of Ava's hookups Bailey had watched she could easily imagine exactly that. He looked so strong, but there was a tenderness to him as well in the way he gently set down the weights after each set. Bailey started imagining him picking her up, holding her close before laying her gently down and...
"Mmmm, and look at the tight little ass on that one doing squats. I'd rim him in a heartbeat, wouldn't you honey?"
Bailey followed Ava's not so subtle nod and again found her imagination ablaze.
"Oh, oh, you see that pack of joggers over there, the ones with their shirts off? I could just lick the sweat off their muscled backs."
"You... don't really come here to work out, do you Ava?"
"No, of course I do! I have to keep it fit if I want these boys to keep fucking me on the daily. But it's also where I window shop for my next lover." Ava confided with a conspiratorial wink. "It's the best place to really see a body in action before you take it for some action."
Bailey looked out over the gym floor at the bodies in motion as she continued to work out on her elliptical. Each swaying step made her skirt's built in thong rub against her, and she was still worked up from the ideas Ava had just put in her head. She started imagining the strong sweaty men around her naked, their powerful forms on full display.
"I was wondering if maybe you'd like to pick on for me."
"Pick one for you?" Bailey asked confusedly.
"Yeah, a lover. someone that you'd enjoy seeing me fuck. You always get to watch me with the guys I bring home, but I thought maybe you'd like to pick one for me."
"Pick someone for you to fuck. Anyone I'd like?"
"Well, not just anyone. You know my type, and I trust you to pick someone good for me."
Bailey started looking more closely at the gym rats working out, feeling the burden of choosing a good lover for her mom. She imagined each of them with her, even considering a few of the girls, although she didn't know if Ava would swing that way. Well, with anyone but her. Then she saw him. A mountain of a man stood up from the bench press after racking an incredible amount of weight. He must have been six and a half feet tall with a smooth shaved head and chocolatey dark skin. Bailey tingled inside as she saw his handsome chiseled features from across the gym, and she immediately started imagining him with Ava.
"Oh, I see you have excellent taste." Ava said as she followed Bailey's obvious stare. "That's Jeremy, I've been wondering about introducing myself to him for a while now but never worked up the courage. But with you helping me, I think I could climb that mountain. Come on, and follow my lead."
Ava dragged Bailey across the gym to where Jeremy was sliding the plates off the bar.
"Yoohoo, Mr. Big Strong Man, my daughter here has been wondering about bench presses to help build up her chest, and you look so good at them, I was wondering if you could help her get started."
The man turned slowly, cracking a wide smile as he ravenously looked Ava up and down.
"My name's Jeremy," he said in a deep rumbling voice that made Bailey feel creamy inside. "I've seen you around the gym, but I didn't know you had a daughter. Hop on the bench and I'll show you the basics.
Bailey lay on her back while Jeremy finished removing the last of the plates. Then he stood right behind Bailey's head, holding the bar to spot her. From that angle she saw what looked like a massive bulge in his shorts, but there was no way that could be his cock, could it? It must've been the way the fabric was laying. Jeremy gave his instructions on how to take it deep for a solid rep, then helped Bailey begin lowering the bar. As he squatted down the bulge in his shorts became more and more apparent and Bailey realized she'd just set her mom up with a guy who was hung like a horse. She lowered the bar deeper and deeper, hoping to make him squat lower and lower, smelling his musky, sweaty scent as he came closer and closer to resting his package on her face. She started to lift her head up, yearning to make contact, then saw Ava's manicured hand wrap around the delicious bulge and lift it up and away.
"Goodness, you make that look so easy Jeremy," she said with a laugh, "When I'm sure it's really, really hard."
"Mmm, I think you could handle it Ava," he replied.
"Really? Here Bailey, why don't you go freshen up in the locker room and let Jeremy show me how it's done. I'll meet you there later," Ava said, shooting Bailey a meaningful wink as she continued to run her hands over Jeremy's body.
Bailey could see where things were going and excused herself, watching Ava continue to flirt with Jeremy as she made her way to the locker rooms. She knew enough about her mom to know exactly what was coming next, so she found a quiet corner where there wouldn't be much traffic, hid herself inside a locker with a good view, and waited.
She didn't have to wait long.
Jeremy burst into the locker room easily holding Ava in the air with one arm. Her legs were wrapped tightly around his body and they were bumping and crashing into things as they kissed. Bailey angled her head to try to get a better view of them as they made their way to the back where she was hidden, listening to the sounds of their passion. Finally they came into view and Bailey inhaled sharply at what she saw.
Ava must have somehow peeled Jeremy's shirt off along the way, because his entire glistening torso was on display. Bailey struggled to identify the strange feeling inside of herself, before suddenly realizing it was jealousy. Why did Ava get to run herself up and down against him, feeling every firm ripple of Jeremy's sculpted muscles? Why not her? If she wanted that. It was all so confusing, but as she watched her mother lost in the throes of passion, a small but growing part of Bailey wished that she could experience that with a man like Jeremy, just once, just to see what it felt like.
Jeremy lifted Ava even higher with the hand planted under her ass, then pulled her sports bra up with the other, freeing her glorious breasts. Then he feasted on them, licking, sucking, and kissing them all around with a special focus on Ava's rock hard nipples. She moaned in ecstacy, but eventually pushed Jeremy's smooth bald head back.
"Enough! Enough!" she cried out. "I need you to fuck me hard with that big muscle in your shorts."
"Mmm, you really want it?"
"God yes, just stick it in me already and don't stop!"
"Damn you a needy ho. Alright, but I warn you, I'm big. You wanna lube it up first?"
Ava took Jeremy's face in both her hands and looked deep into his eyes.
"Fuck. Me. NOW!"
Jeremy needed no further encouragement. Bailey watched in awe from her hiding spot in the locker as he slid down his shorts and grabbed his hardening cock. She thought it was at full size when she first saw it revealed in all it's mouth-watering glory, but as he gave it a few quick pumps with his free hand she watched it grow and harden until it looked as long and as big around as her forearm. It was so long that as Jeremy angled it up he had to lift Ava even higher just to get it under her, eliciting a protest, but then he guided the head against her folds, shifting her protests into mewling delight. Amid Ava's constant stream of dirty talk encouraging him to just shove it in, Jeremy finally worked the head in, then planted both his hands on Ava's wide hips.
Ava had her arms draped loosely over Jeremy's shoulders and her legs wrapped tightly around his back as he lowered her down inch by inch into his girthy cock. Her eyes rolled back in her head as he slowly slid her down, until she bottomed out halfway.
"You said you wanted this big dick inside you, so now you're gonna take it," Jeremy rumbled as he effortlessly lifted Ava back up, then pushed her back down with much greater speed than before, forcing another inch into her and eliciting a cry from deep in her throat.
He was like a machine, lifting Ava and forcing her down into his cock over and over again. Bailey watched his corded muscles flowing smoothly under his skin as he bounced and tossed Ava like a ragdoll. With every bounce she watched in awe as a bit more of Jeremy's cock was forced into Ava's pussy before bring withdrawn with her tight pussy-lips gripping it and trying to hold it in. Bailey had watched Ava have sex many times by now, but this was the hardest she'd ever seen her mom getting fucked, and it made her even more excited to know that it was with a man that she'd picked out for her. She hardly even noticed as her hands naturally drifted down, one starting to finger her ass while the other fondled her tight little balls dangling under her chastity. A part of her wished it was off so she could stroke herself, but an even bigger part of her wished she'd thought to bring along her dildo so she could really get some backdoor stimulation going.
Finally Jeremy pushed Ava all the way down on his cock until her round ass was resting on his large balls. She ground her hips, rolling them in a circle as she leaned back with her hands on Jeremy's shoulders to drive him even deeper inside her.
"I don't... remember telling you... to stop fucking me," Ava said between panting moans as she writhed on his cock.
Jeremy unleashed a primal grunt as he lifted Ava again and began power-fucking her in the air, lifting and slamming her back down on his cock with ferocious speed. Bailey winced, unable to even comprehend how Ava could survive getting pounded like that. Mercifully, her tight pussy soon overcame Jeremy's stamina, and Bailey watched as his balls clenched upwards and fired load after load of cum deep into her mother. As Jeremy stood there recovering, Ava lifted herself off his cock and dropped down to her knees in front of him, licking and sucking their mixed juices off his still-massive, gradually softening dick. Finally Jeremy pulled up his shorts and stumbled out of the locker room with a dumb grin plastered on his face.
As soon as he left, Bailey came spilling out of the locker and rushed to Ava's side as she remained sitting on the locker room floor.
"Mom, I'm so sorry, I didn't know he'd be that big, it was too much, I should have never..."
Ava looked up to Bailey with dreamy eyes and pulled her down, silencing her stream of thought with a long, lingering kiss. Bailey could taste a hint of both cum and pussy on Ava's tongue, but she didn't mind at all as she surrendered herself to it.
"It was perfect." Ava said as she finally broke off their kiss. "Now grab my bag and help me to the showers, I'm not sure I can walk just yet."
A few minutes later the pair were ensconced in a cloud of soothing steam within one of the private shower stalls. As usual, Bailey started by helping to wash Ava, reverently scrubbing her down as she reflected on the incredible scene she'd just witnessed. But when she worked her way down to Ava's pussy, Ava stopped her.
"I think I'm a little too tender there, even for your gentle touch my dear," Ava said. "But you could eat my ass out if you'd like. Why don't you check in my bag first and see if there's anything interesting in there."
Bailey peeked her head out of the shower and dug in Ava's bag, her hand soon wrapping around something familiar as an old friend: her suction cup dildo. She let out a girly squeal of delight as she brought it back into the shower. Ava really did think of everything for her! She affixed it to the shower floor behind Ava and squatted down on it, wishing she had a big pair of strong hands on her ass pumping her up and down on it the way Jeremy had manhandled Ava. Then she buried her face in Ava's dripping ass and licked until both girls climaxed in an anal orgasm together. Bailey stood on wobbly legs and it was Ava's turn to help her balance as the two embraced in a soapy wet hug under the warm shower and gently rocked back and forth, happier together then they'd ever been before.
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Before long the Spring semester was halfway done and it was time for one of Audrey Hall's biggest traditions: a huge Spring Break trip down to Florida to party on the beach. There was no rental house big enough to hold all the girls who wanted to go, so they usually rented out a whole floor of one of the beachfront hotels and piled into rooms for a week of swimming, sunning, drinking, and wild casual sex. The whole dorm was abuzz with excitement the week before, with the lone exception of Bailey. She loved hearing the stories from older girls who had been on previous trips, but she had one little problem that held her back. Her chastity cage.
She wasn't worried about having sex, she'd been doing that with Ava and Riley for months now, and apart from that one time Riley had unlocked her and ridden her big strapon with Bailey's little dick in her ass, she hadn't needed it unlocked once. Rather, she was worried about what she would wear to the beach that wouldn't show off the little bulge of tight steel rings around her dainty package. Sure, there were some sarongs and wraps that she could wear, but she knew that all the other girls in the dorm (to say nothing of her slutty mom, Ava) were going to be wearing their skimpiest bikinis, and she wanted to fit in, especially after Ava had hinted at a competition to see who could get the most attention on the beach. So, Bailey did the only thing she could and went to Riley's room to beg.
"Hey slut," Riley greeted Bailey cheerfully as she answered the door. "I'm just packing up for the trip. Don't tell me you and Ava hit up the rec center again already? There's stories going around campus about you two little gym bunnies cruising for hung beefcakes."
Bailey blushed, but she couldn't exactly deny Riley's jab. Ever since that first visit to the rec center where she'd picked out Jeremy as a lover for Ava, the mother/daughter pair had prowled the gym daily for fresh meat. Some of the guys had even been cool with Bailey watching them bang her mom, but for the rest the classic trick of hiding in the locker worked out just fine, especially with how distracted they always were by Ava's tight MILF body and massive curves.
"No, I mean, we might go for a workout later, but that's not what I wanted to ask you about." Bailey responded as she nervously twisted her hands together.
"Well spit it out already, I've got to get packed for Spring Break."
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about. I'm picking out what swimsuits I want to wear to the beach and I'm worried about... umm... sticking out?" Bailey gestured down to the front of her skirt, the pleated front of which was enough to conceal the bulge of the chastity cage tucked away in her panties.
Riley smirked. Then giggled. Then outright laughed at the tamely submissive spectacle below her.
"Of course you're worried sweetie, wouldn't want any of those hunky boys you're flirting with to suspect your little secret, would you?"
"No, I mean, it's not that," Bailey protested, blushing even darker red at Riley's teasing. "I just want to be able to wear cute swimsuits without worrying about showing. So I was wondering if maybe you could take the cage off? Please? Just for the week, I promise. And I swear I'll be good."
Riley took the babbling girl's face firmly in her hand and pulled her in close, silencing her with a forceful kiss to the lips that made Bailey melt into her arms.
"No. The answer is no, even with how cute you get when you're flustered. And I'm honestly disappointed in you for asking. You should know better Bailey, you know I only keep you locked up for your own good, and I hate it when you ask to be let out. It's honestly rude and ungrateful after all I've done for you. Now get down and kiss my key to show me you understand."
Mortified, Bailey dropped to her knees and began showering kisses on the small key that Riley always wore on an anklet. Meanwhile, Riley lifted her other foot and placed it delicately on the back of Bailey's head, emphasizing her place of rightful dominance while also gently petting her long black hair in a way that made Bailey feel strangely warm and fuzzy inside. She lost track of time as she drifted in and out of the increasingly familiar bliss of subspace, until Riley removed the foot from the back of her head and slid it under her chin, lifting it up to face her.
"That's my good girl. Now while removing your little clitty cage is out of the question, I did see this issue coming and I have a solution. But you're going to have to earn it."
Still kneeling on all fours, gazing up into Riley's eyes through a submissive haze that made her want to start sucking on the toes perched beneath her chin, Bailey nodded her agreement, relieved that of course Riley had a plan for her.
Riley gestured to Bailey to stand up, then turned and dug something out of her desk drawer. When she turned back around, she held in her hand a smooth piece of bright pink plastic with a few wavy creases and a small hole near the middle.
"I had to start you out in something more secure to bring you to heel, but now that you've proven to be such a good girl for me, I think we can try something a little more flattering to your figure that will still keep you nice and secure around your slutty mom. Now I'm going to switch cages, and I don't think I need to tie you up to make sure you behave yourself, do I?"
"No Riley, I'll be good, I promise, I just don't see how that will fit me..." Bailey replied timidly.
"Leave that to me," Riley said with a confident smile. "It's not like you're the first toy that I've trained."
Bailey suppressed a shudder as Riley removed the key from her ankle, inserted it into the lock, and slid the steel cage from her flaccid penis. It tingled all over from the rush of cool air, and Bailey marveled at how easily and simply Riley had done what she had been unable to do for agonizing days, weeks, and months. Being locked in chastity was a constant frustration and reminder to Bailey of the power Riley held over her, but to Riley it was an afterthought, if that. She felt herself starting to stir and harden from Riley's light, incidental touches as she removed the old cage and prepared to install the new one.
"None of that little missy," Riley laughed with mock sternness in her voice. "We can't have you getting a stiffy now, your new cage would never fit."
Riley fetched a tub of numbing cream from the bathroom, clicking her tongue judgementally at Bailey's now twitching hardon before slathering the area in cream. Bailey felt her hopes of direct relief vanish along with all feeling from her temporarily freed member as Riley firmly bent it in half and squeezed the head until it was daintily limp and tiny once more. Riley then began prodding Bailey's tight little sack, pressing upwards once she found her family jewels. Bailey felt only a slight pressure as they were pressed back up into her body, allowing her emptied sack to press snugly against her perineum as Riley fitted the pink plastic panel into place. Bailey experienced a shuddering mindfuck moment as she looked down and saw a flat crotch with a smooth mound and a tight little pink plastic pussy, and right at the top of it through a little hole smaller than her pinkie, a small fleshy nub was formed where the tip of her caged penis poked through. With the numbing cream she didn't even feel the slow, teasing lick Riley gave it, congratulating her on her new clitty.
The rest of securing the cage in place went quickly, as Riley fitted a metal hook to the back that ran up Bailey's ass crack like a thong before splitting into an open ring around her sensitive pink hole. Riley locked the whole assembly into place, then stepped back to admire her work.
"I was worried that my little access hole in the back would mean you couldn't wear thongs to the beach," Riley said as she cupped Bailey's plump cheeks in her hands. "But all that time at the gym cruising for dick has really filled out your booty, and I don't think anyone will be the wiser until you bend over and spread for them."
"Now for your side of the bargain," Riley said, giving Bailey's ass a hard slap that sent it jiggling. "I want to share a room with you and Ava at the hotel. This new cage isn't as secure as your old one, so I need to be there to make sure you don't try to take advantage of her. Besides, I'd love to get much, much closer to your mom, and this will give us the perfect chance to connect more deeply."
Bailey wasn't sure she liked the sound of that, but she didn't exactly have any other options. Besides, how bad could sharing a room with Riley be?
~~~~~~~~~~ Spring Break Day 1 ~~~~~~~~~~
A few days later Ava, Bailey, and Riley were settling into their hotel room together. Ava was still a little fuzzy on why Bailey wanted the domineering RA to share their room, and honestly the girl intimidated her a bit, but she was glad to see Bailey making friends, so she determined to do her best to make her feel welcome.
"Well Riley," Ava offered with a warm smile, "I'm certainly glad that you'll be rooming with us this week, it's just so sweet how you've taken my little Bailey under your wing, I know how much she looks up to you."
"Aww Mrs. Devine, thank you," Riley replied with doe-eyed innocence as she wrapped an arm around Bailey's back and slid her hand down her shorts, playfully fingering her twitching hole. "You know she almost feels like a little sister to me."
Bailey let out a startled exclamation, then tried to play it off as she stepped away from Riley's probing fingers and into Ava's arms.
"I think I'm exhausted from packing, I'm going to go freshen up for tonight if that's alright Mommy?"
"Of course darling, take your time," Ava replied sweetly before leaning in to kiss Bailey goodbye.
It wasn't a deep kiss, just a few heartbeats of lips pressed together in tender affection, but it was certainly more than was appropriate between a mother and her daughter. Ava blushed as she looked back to Riley, realizing as Bailey scurried out of the room that they were going to have to make some changes due to having a third party present during what was normally their private time together.
"Oh that's just precious," Riley laughed as she stalked towards Ava like a cheetah circling a gazelle. "You know, since Bailey and I are like sisters, maybe for this week you can be my 'mommy' too. What do you say, Mommy?"
"Oh, um, of course dear," Ava stammered as Riley wrapped her arms around Ava's back, pulling her into a close hug.
"Mmmm, thank you Mommy," Riley practically purred as she pulled Ava into a kiss just like the one she'd given Bailey.
That night the girls decided to go out clubbing to properly kick off their Spring Break revelries. They each donned short, tight clubbing dresses that left little to the imagination, then crammed into the back of a cab and hit the strip. Riley had to do some quick talking and Ava had to flash the bouncer to get him to let the eighteen year old Bailey into the club, but before long Ava and her two 'daughters' were throwing back round after round of tequila shots at the bar. Riley wandered off at some point, deciding to pursue her own adventure, so Ava pulled Bailey out onto the dance floor to party.
The pair started out dancing together, but the sight of the blazing hot MILF and her young companion attracted men like bees to honey, and before long the two were surrounded, then gradually separated by a small army of potential partners. Ava quickly selected her pick, a muscle-bound hunk half her age who she started grinding on with abandon. She'd be riled up ever since Riley's surprise kiss that afternoon, and she had an itch deep inside her that she needed scratched. Hard.
Bailey, meanwhile, was blissfully floating on the dancefloor, more buzzed by alcohol than she'd ever been in her life and for the first time ever truly letting herself go and allowing the music to carry her. She saw Ava dancing with her chosen man, grinding on him until the hem of her dress lifted up and over her juicy ass, and she wistfully wondered what it would feel like to be in his place. Or in hers. Then her outstretched hand bumped into something hard and warm. She turned and saw that the hard object was a chest, firm and toned. And attached to that chest was a man, who in that moment became the center of her world.
She traced her fingers around and down his chest, feeling his firm pecs and his washboard abs, reaching lower and lower until her hands reached his waistband, then wondering how hard what last beneath it might be... But then she snapped out of the moment, the cloud of booze clearing as she realized that she was standing in front of a man who wanted her. Who wanted her in the way that men usually wanted her hot mom. She started to panic, them felt his strong arms slide around her back, hands resting atop the cute bubble butt she'd spent countless hours toning on the ellipticals. And in that moment she realized that she wanted him too.
They danced through song after song, until Bailey was finally shaken out of her trance by Ava's hand on her shoulder.
"Honey I'm sorry, but we really need to go back to the room. Riley is away and Mommy really, really needs this right now."
Ava nearly moaned as she gestured back to her dance partner.
"Maybe you can ask your friend to come too?" she added as she looked him up and down lustfully. "If you don't mind, that is."
For a moment Bailey started to protest that she actually did mind very much, and that maybe for once she wanted to keep a man for herself instead of watching him make love to her mother. But then she froze as she considered the actual possibility of being with a man in that way, and instead she nodded and gestured to her dance partner to follow her from the floor.
It took very little convincing to get the two guys back to Ava and Bailey's hotel room, and soon the foursome were bustling through the door. Bailey's partner confidently took her into his arms and leaned in to kiss her upturned, quivering lips, but before they could make contact he was pulled back to the center of the room by the ravenous Ava.
A complex swirl of emotions crashed against each other as Bailey slumped back into a chair and watched Ava set to work. Relief. Disappointment. Fear. Excitement. Trepidation. Wonder. But her mother was oblivious to it all as she expertly unbuckled belts, pulled down pants, and dropped to her knees to begin blowing and stroking the pair of virile young cocks she and her daughter had managed to pick up. Losing herself in pleasure as she tried to forget the smoldering embers of the fire sparked by Riley's kiss. Bailey, meanwhile, slid one hand down between her thighs and lifted the hem of her short dress, then started frantically rubbing the little 'clitty' protruding from her new chastity device.
Before long the two studs were done with their appetizer and ready to move on to the main course. Ava's dance partner lifted her effortlessly, slid one arm under each of her legs, and lowered her slick pussy onto his saliva-lubed cock. Bailey's dance partner wasted no time in joining in, lining himself up with Ava's juicy ass and plunging himself into her rear hole. She moaned in delight as she was sandwiched between the two young hunks, getting her brains fucked out right in front of her precious little girl.
Bailey continued playing with herself, impossibly turned on by the show before her, but unable to reach a climax with the limited stimulation she could manage. Desperate to get off, she slid the fingers of her other hand between the open metal ring and into her waiting ass, but they couldn't penetrate deeply enough to satisfy her. She thought about digging around to find where Ava had packed her dildo, but hated to miss a moment of her slutty mom getting double stuffed. Just when she decided she had to risk it, Ava cried out passionately as she finally pushed her lovers over the edge and took a double creampie to her front and back. With her moment passed, Bailey fell back into her chair and hastily pulled down her dress to cover herself as the two men gently laid Ava down on the bed, got dressed, and awkwardly saw themselves out.
Bailey knew from experience just what Ava would need without asking, and gently slid herself next to her on the bed, tenderly brushing her sweaty hair back from her face, then leaning in to slowly and methodically make out as she basked in the post-orgasmic glow. Their bodies entwined and pressed together as their lips and tongues danced languidly, until Ava gently pressed Bailey back a fraction to catch her breath.
"Oh darling, that was just what I needed," Ava said with a relaxed sigh. "Thank you."
"Your welcome Mommy," Bailey giggled back, "Do you want to take your shower now and get cleaned up?"
"Oh I suppose I really should," Ava sighed with resignation. "Those boys really pumped me full, and I can feel it starting to ooze out. I'd hate to have to explain to Riley how the sheets got stained. But it's so nice just laying here... I don't suppose you could... help Mommy out just a little more?"
Ava slipped the hand she'd been cradling Bailey's head with up and began firmly pressing her daughter down, down, down as she rolled over onto her back until her head was nuzzled snuggly between her sweaty thighs. Then she wrapped her legs around and pulled in with both hands until Bailey was fully immersed in her mother's glistening sex.
Bailey started licking hesitantly. She'd gone down on Ava regularly since that first time in their dorm room, and she'd even licked her after she'd taken lovers before, but that was always after some time in the shower when most of the cum had washed away. Now she was face-to-face with an entirely different situation, as great globs of thick white cream oozed out of Ava's twitching pussy and onto her face and tongue. But the headlock Ava held her in left Bailey with little choice, and soon her licking grew more fervent as she relished the divine flavor, eagerly swallowing the savory blend as she probed deeply with her tongue in search of every hidden morsel.
"Mmmm, thank you darling," Ava purred as she ran her fingers through Bailey's silky black hair. "But you're forgetting that your partner left another load in Mommy's ass. Here, let me just help you with that."
Without releasing Bailey from between her legs, Ava rolled herself up, then spun herself around, until Bailey was laying on the bed on her back with her face engulfed in Ava's ass. Ava reached back with both hands and spread her cheeks wide to let her daughter's tongue reach her gaping hole, then settled back to rest her weight on her throne. Bailey licked and licked as Ava ground her hips, wondering how she would breathe but not really caring as she savored the pure flavor of undiluted cum from her mother's ass. Cum that had come from the guy she'd picked out and danced with. Her man's cum. Just as Bailey was starting to go woozy, Ava leaned forwards and started licking her little nub, which was oozing precum from inside it's pink plastic prison.
"Oh sweetie, I love your new look down here, your clitty looks so much more feminine now. Keep licking Mommy's ass clean and I'll try to help you get off too, you must be so terribly horny you poor little thing."
Bailey leaned her head forwards and began eating Ava's ass with renewed vigor, even though she'd already sucked out most of the yummy cream. Ava meanwhile did her part in the sixty-nine, licking and sucking on Bailey's exposed clitty while gently exploring her hungry hole with her fingers. Bailey started to feel the rising tide of an orgasm swelling from deep within, but just as she was about to crest Ava sat back up, grinding her ass once more into Bailey's face as she started furiously plunging her fingers into her pussy. Bailey felt Ava's ass cheeks clench around her face and a final oozing release of juices from her pussy dribble down her chin as Ava spasmed in one final orgasm and Bailey's slipped away.



After relishing the subsiding waves of pleasure for a few long moments, Ava finally slumped down into bed exhausted, pulling Bailey in as her little spoon. The thoroughly satisfied MILF was soon gently snoring, while her daughter snuggled back in, trying to enjoy the comforting pressure of Ava's tits against her back as her tucked away blue balls ached inside her.
Meanwhile, out in her car, Riley cleaned herself up from masturbating as she watched the live feed from the hotel room on the various hidden cameras she'd installed earlier. She'd been getting off to Bailey's descriptions of Ava's sexcapades for months, but actually getting to watch it happen in real time was like directing her own porno, without any of the cast knowing that she was the one secretly pulling the strings. The power was intoxicating. She watched the feed long enough to make sure that Ava was fast asleep, while noting with perverse pleasure Bailey's obvious frustration, then quietly left her car and entered their shared room.
Riley slipped in quietly, stripped down to just her panties, and slid into bed in front of Bailey, positioning herself as the littlest spoon in the stack. She fell asleep with a wicked grin on her face as the hapless Bailey was sandwiched between two hot women and completely unable to get herself off as the key to her release rested just a few feet away on Riley's anklet. After much fruitless grinding into Riley's tight little ass yielded no relief, Bailey finally fell asleep as well.
~~~~~~~~~ Spring Break Day 2 ~~~~~~~~~
The next morning Ava gradually stirred awake after a night of blissful slumber. There was nothing quite like the feeling of the morning after a good night's fuck, and even better she had her sweetly attentive daughter cuddled in and tucked safely under her arm. Eyes shut as she enjoyed the slow wakeup, Ava let her hand lazily drift down Bailey's chest, where she was surprised to find a budding pair of breasts. She explored with greater focus as she tried to reconcile what she was feeling. Was her little girl somehow growing tits? They were hardly more than bee-stings compared to her massive rack, but Ava couldn't help but fondle them, massaging the soft tissue under her cupped hand, then gently teasing the hardening nipple in the center. It was only when she heard Riley's voice that she realized something was wrong.
"Mmmm, good morning Mommy," Riley said with a wide grin. "Do you like how your little girl is filling out?"
Ava jerked her hand back, realizing whose chest she'd been groping, and sat up in bed, seeing the still drowsing Bailey sandwiched between her and Riley.
"Riley, I'm so sorry," Ava started. "I didn't know it was you, what are you doing there?"
"Oh, I came in late and saw you two cuddled up and thought I'd join in. We're family this week, remember Mommy? I hope you don't mind, I usually sleep naked, but I at least kept my panties on for you."
Ava watched dumbfounded as Riley slid out from under the covers and walked to the closet, her petite ass split by a lacy thong. In spite of the satisfaction she'd gotten the night before, that sight reawakened the sleeping embers from the kiss Riley had forced on her the day before.
Later that day the girls from Aubrey Hall finally made it from their hotel to the beach. The Spring Break party scene was in full swing as crowds of college students roamed the sand and sea in search of a good time. Butterflies fluttered in Bailey's stomach as she joined the crowds while wearing an orange and white striped bikini. It was the most revealing thing she'd ever worn in public, and with every passing glance she worried that somebody would realize her secret. It would have been so much easier if she had boobs like Ava, or even Riley, to pull attention up to her chest, but flat as she was, the roving eyes of those she passed lingered on her lower half. She couldn't help but steal a glance down her front, but the new chastity device Riley had procured for her was doing it's job. She was totally smooth down there, with just the slightest hint of delicate lips between her thighs.
As Bailey nervously raised her gaze upwards she came to a shocking realization: the guys looking her up and down were checking her out. They thought she was hot! Her hips and ass had always been on the thicker end for a boy, but time spent on the ellipticals with Ava really had worked wonders, and now she had a juicy peach that had the boys drooling. Her confidence rising, Bailey put a little more swing in her step as she strode into the sands arm-in-arm with Ava and Riley.
Once the girls settled in, Ava and Bailey kicked off the competition they'd been planning since before the trip got started. Each set off in a different direction to see how many guys numbers they could get in an hour. Ava was wearing a lime green string bikini with small patches of white fabric with a cute floral print just barely covering her nipples and pussy. The bright green strings slung above her hips emphasized her thick ass and long legs, while up top she was showing off side-boob, under-boob, and enough cleavage to drown in. Topping it all off was a cute straw hat that took just a little of the sexbomb edge off to make her seem more approachable. As Bailey set off she knew she was going to have to bring her A-game to have a chance.
So Bailey flirted shamelessly, batting her eyes at everything that moved and collecting number after number, doing her best to avoid the temptation of looking back over her shoulder where Ava was surrounded by a throng of guys vying for her attention. Which meant that she didn't see Riley gathering a group of hunky guys together and sending them in her direction. Bailey wasn't sure exactly how she suddenly ended up surrounded by five guys chatting her up when she had been working her ass off to get the interest of one or two at a time, but she wasn't about to let the opportunity go to waste. Besides, there was something special about being the object of so much attention, especially when they were all kinda hot. So when they told her that there was something really cool in the lifeguard shack that they wanted to show her and started shepherding her in that direction, she didn't put up too much of a fight. On the way the ones behind her started getting a little handsy with her booty, which put a little extra pep in her step as she didn't want them to accidentally feel the metal back piece locking her cage in place.
Once they were all in the shack the last guy in quietly closed the door as Bailey looked around wondering what they wanted to show her in the haphazard piles of gear. But then suddenly with a shared grin and nod around the circle, each of the men surrounding her dropped their swim trunks to the floor, revealing five hard cocks all pointing towards her.
Meanwhile, Ava made her way back to their spot on the beach, her phone bursting with new contacts, a few of whom she was wondering about calling up later. She saw Riley laid out on her front, tanning her back and that tight little tush that Ava had so much trouble taking her eyes off of, but there was no sign of Bailey, even when she scanned the shifting crowds milling around.
"Oh Riley," Ava started slowly, "I'm sorry, I hate to bother you, but have you seen Bailey about?"
Riley rolled over with languid grace and looked Ava up and down with a predatory gleam in her eyes.
"No Mommy, not a sign of her."
"Oh dear. Ummm. Riley, do you think that's really appropriate to call me? It just feels a little odd coming from you."
"Aww geez, I'm sorry Mrs. Devine, I just wish I had a mom as great as Bailey's, doing all the things with me that you do with her. Like, if my mom was here, I'm sure she'd help me lotion up with sunscreen so I wouldn't burn. Could you help me with that maybe?"
With a sigh and an eye on the horizon for her actual daughter, Ava sat down next to Riley and began rubbing the lotion into her warm, supple skin. But as she moved from the relative safety of lotioning Riley's back to running her hands up and down Riley's legs and even over her half-exposed ass, Ava's focus on finding Bailey wavered as her mind wandered into daydreams featuring her temporary 'daughter'.
Back in the shack, Bailey let herself be pushed down to her knees as she struggled to process what was happening. She put up her arms to push back, but quickly found instead that each of her hands was holding a warm, pulsing cock. It had been so long since she'd been allowed to jerk off herself, but her hands seemed to be on autopilot from the memory, and began squeezing and stroking of their own accord. They seemed so much bigger than she was used to, although smaller, perhaps, than some of the lovers she'd watched Ava take. Her eyes started to cross as she stared at the cock directly in front of her. It was beautiful, standing out strong and proud. She started to wonder if it would taste similar to the cum she'd licked out of Ava the night before. Just then as she started to open her mouth, a pair of strong hands seized her head and forced it down her throat, detonating waves of pleasure deep within her.
Once Ava finally finished lotioning bit of Riley's back half, she started to stand up to resume her search for Bailey, but Riley swiftly pulled her back down.
"Not so fast Mommy," she said playfully. "What kind of daughter would I be if I let you go out and get a sunburn after you did such a good job taking care of me?"
Riley ignored Ava's protests as she sat in her lap facing her and quickly squirted thick globs of sunscreen onto her chest. Then, with her legs wrapped around Ava's back, Riley started massaging the lotion in to the exposed tops, sides, and bottoms of Ava's boobs, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh beneath her fingers while 'accidentally' brushing her thumbs over the MILF's rapidly hardening nipples. Ava had always had a weakness for having her massive tits played with, and Riley was adept at hitting all the right spots. She was still nervous for Bailey, but all the lotion on her chest needed to get rubbed in somehow, and Riley's hands just felt so damn good. Besides, what was the worst that could happen to Bailey in a few minutes?
Bailey had gagged at first when the cock was thrust into the back of her throat, but she quickly found her rhythm, bobbing her head up and down on the hard pole, willing it to go further and further with every thrust as drool and precum dripped from both sides of her mouth, matching the wet spot forming on the front of her bikini bottoms as she grew more and more excited. Her arms went slack at her sides as she focused her entire world on pleasing the cock pumping in and out of her mouth. Then she wrapped her arms around the man in front of her, feeling his toned, muscular back, legs, and butt as she forced herself down on him until her cute button nose was buried against his abdomen and his dangling balls and their precious payload rested on her chin. She held for a moment, unable to believe that she'd managed it, then Bailey felt the balls resting on her chin tensing and rising, then a moment later her throat was flooded with his divine nectar. The pulsing spasms of the cock in her mouth finally pushed Bailey over the edge, as her tucked blue balls spurted all their backed up loads through the tiny nub protruding from her chastity device.
Once Riley finally finished rubbing the last of the lotion into her tits, Ava tried again to extricate herself and go looking for Bailey, but somehow instead she ended up face down with Riley straddling her as she started lotioning up her back. Ava didn't want to be rude to her daughter's special friend, and there was just something about Riley's tone and the way she assumed the obedience of everyone around her that made Ava's mind go fuzzy and her resolve erode away. It didn't help that she couldn't stop having sexual thoughts about the petite junior. She'd positioned herself right on top of Ava's ass, and as Riley rubbed the lotion into her shoulders she started a steady grinding motion with her hips that made Ava wish for a moment that she was wearing a strap-on. She'd never been with a girl before, besides Bailey that is, who hardly counted after all, but Riley's rolling thrusts were better than most of the guys she'd been with.
Riley's hands worked their way down and down until she was massaging Ava's ass, continuing the steady rolling of her hips with gradually increasing intensity that made the helpless MILF drip. Sensing the weakness of her prey, Riley began sliding her fingers between Ava's cheeks, brushing her asshole through the thin strip of fabric. Ava felt herself losing control, lifting her ass to present her wet pussy in hopes that Riley would finally give her what she wanted, but in that moment a muffled, high pitched scream reached her ears from across the beach.
In an instant Ava knew that her little girl was in trouble, and she quickly slid out from under Riley and went running towards the small shack in the distance where she thought the sound had come from, cursing her sluttiness for clouding her better judgement. She threw open the door and gasped as she took in the shocking sight before her.
Four angry men stood in a circle with their hard dicks out, each demanding to be serviced and insisting that they were up next, while a fifth was leaning back against a wall, seemingly blissed out. And there on the floor in the middle of it all was her precious little girl. Bailey's makeup was ruined and her face was covered with spittle and cum, but she didn't seem to mind that. Instead, she was frantically trying to cover up the front of her bikini bottoms, where Ava noted a large dark stain. She knew in an instant that she had to rescue her daughter from the precarious situation she'd gotten herself into.
"Bailey, darling," Ava said as she forced a wide smile. "You didn't tell me you were having a party, and with such fine, young men. You'll have to let Mommy join in, you can't keep all the fun to yourself!"
Ava deftly slipped through the men surrounding Bailey and knelt down next to her, quickly setting to work servicing a pair of waiting cocks. Her mother's voice knocked Bailey out of her shocked state and her blurred vision resolved into the familiar sight of Ava greedily sucking dick. Bailey turned and saw that there were still two more cocks waiting to be serviced. That wasn't too many. She could probably handle two guys at once, I mean, that first guy had cum pretty quickly once she started sucking him off, at least, she thought he had, time had gone kinda wonky.
An impatient grunt from above spurred her into the action she'd been internally debating. Going back to back with Ava, Bailey started working both delicious dicks, switching her mouth back and forth between them. Soon one, then the other deposited a creamy load for her to swallow. She turned to see how Ava was doing, but saw that she'd already finished and was watching over Bailey's shoulder with a wry smile. Without a word Ava pushed Bailey down slightly, tilted her head up, and leaned in to kiss her. Bailey melted into her mother's arms and surrendered to the kiss as Ava expertly slid the cum from both the men she'd taken care of into Bailey's open mouth. Realizing the treat she'd saved for her, Bailey eagerly suckled the cream from Ava's tongue. Once that supply was spent, Ava leaned back and examined Bailey, carefully scooping up each errant drop with her mouth before depositing them into Bailey's. By the time they'd finished cleaning up, the boys had all left, and the only cum remaining was the slowly drying puddle in Bailey's bikini.
After getting cleaned up back at the hotel, the girls went out clubbing again for the evening. Once again, Riley soon excused herself and disappeared somewhere, while Ava and Bailey went to the floor and started dancing. Knowing that the odds of being spotted by anyone that knew their familial connection were slight and still buzzed from their shared liaison in the lifeguard shack earlier that afternoon, the two went further than they usually dared in public, kissing and groping each other in a lewd public display that quickly attracted a large audience of horny dudes eager to get with the lesbian cougar and her kitten. They playfully protested when some of the guys cut in and started dancing with them two, but soon the girls had each selected a worthy lover for the evening and convinced them to take them home.
Although it was the second night in a row that Ava and Bailey had picked up a couple of guys at the club and brought them back to their hotel room, the vibe couldn't have been any more different. Last night Bailey had watched shyly from the corner as Ava took both studs, but tonight Bailey was the one leading the charge, quickly stripping off her man's pants and swallowing down his cock like she was possessed. But after a few minutes of energetic sucking, he knelt down and lifted her up, turning her around and rubbing his throbbing cock against her ass while reaching down to slide up her dress. Bailey panicked, unsure how he'd react when he saw her unusual situation, but fortunately Ava had been waiting for this moment.
"Mmm, that cock in my pussy is so good, but an experienced woman like me needs more to really get off." Ava moaned breathily to Bailey's partner. "I don't suppose you like anal, do you?"
With a mumbled apology to Bailey he quickly moved in position behind Ava, once again leaving her sandwiched between two virile young studs stuffing her back and front while holding her in the air. Bailey glanced to her chair in the corner, wondering if it was time to take her seat and watch as Ava got fucked, but then her mother waved to her to come over. At her urging, Bailey approached from the side and was pulled into a kiss by Ava as she rode. It was the closest she'd ever gotten to be while watching her mother have sex, and she reveled in the shared intimacy as she felt Ava's excitement and arousal through her lips.
Bailey was knocked from her blissful state by a sudden wave of pain mixed with pleasure. Ava's foot had just flipped upwards in just the wrong spot as she was bounced by the two men, landing with a firm tap right between Bailey's legs where her delicate balls were tucked away. She pulled back for a moment and was surprised to see a mischievous glint in Ava's eyes matched by a wicked smile that deepened as she deliberately pulled her leg back then flicked it forward again, once again making firm contact between Bailey's legs, but this time grinding her foot up the front to squeeze and stimulate the whole area. Bailey yelped in pained pleasure as Ava pulled her back into their kiss.
The steady barrage of grinding kicks continued until Bailey couldn't take it anymore. She grabbed Ava's calf and started humping it, grinding herself into her mother's shin as she curled her foot upwards to apply steady pressure from below while searching for Bailey's back door with her toes. Before long Bailey was on the ragged edge of orgasm, and sensing how close she was, Ava broke off their kiss, looked her deep in the eyes, and mouthed "cum for me."
Fireworks detonated as Bailey spasmed, clutching tightly to Ava's leg as she spurted and spurted in response to her mother's command. Watching Bailey cum like that from humping her leg set Ava off on her own orgasm, causing her pelvic floor to clench and bear down on the two cocks inside of her, which finally caused the two men, oblivious to what had just happened, to finish as well.
This time Bailey didn't even wait for the men to leave before dropping to her knees and licking Ava clean. After the way Ava had saved her at the beach blowbang and then let her join in on the fun tonight, she felt overwhelming gratitude for her loving mother and an irresistible urge to display her thankfulness. The guys obviously wanted to stay and watch the show, but Ava thanked them for their service and told them that this was their special bonding time, and they soon saw themselves out.



Meanwhile, Riley couldn't believe how well things were going as she watched from the car. Ava and Bailey's decent into depravity at her hands was almost complete. In fact, she was nearly certain that Ava would have let her finger her in front of the whole beach if that little sissy Bailey hadn't yelled when she did. But no matter. Tomorrow she was going to finally seal the deal and take both mother and daughter to be her own.
~~~~~~~~~ Spring Break Day 3 ~~~~~~~~~
The next morning Ava awoke in a warm glow of contentment. Going back to college with Bailey had done wonders for her already wonderful sex life, and the parade of horny young studs on Spring Break was the cherry on top. She felt so naughty for the little footjob she'd given Bailey last night, but the girl deserved some satisfaction​ of her own, especially given how sweetly she cleaned Ava up whenever the boys were done with her. She nuzzled in a little closer to her spooning precious girl, but as she did she became suddenly aware that she wasn't the big spoon, but the middle spoon in the present arrangement.
As Ava had leaned forwards into Bailey, the dozing Riley behind her had stirred, unconsciously pulling herself closer behind Ava as she wrapped an arm possessively around her chest. As small as Riley was, there was a natural dominance to her motions, even in her sleep, that forced a strong emotional response in Ava. The truth was that in spite of her own fierce independence and the countless men she'd bedded since Bailey's father had died, deep down Ava wanted to be loved and cared for. Cherished and treasured. And something about the way Riley held her from behind made Ava want to simply give in and become hers.
Apparently moving in a dream, Riley started rolling her hips and grinding slowly into Ava's backside. Trapped by Riley's tight embrace and her sleeping daughter, Ava was forced to lay quietly as Riley sleep-humped her. Once again Ava found herself imagining what it would be like for Riley to fuck her with a strapon. To be taken by someone with the fluid grace and touch of a woman matched with a level of dominant confidence that rivaled any man. It was all Ava could do to stop herself from grinding back into Riley as she berated herself for even imagining doing such a thing with Bailey's friend. She could never betray her daughter that way, but at the same time she hoped that someone else would wake up soon before she did something she'd regret.
Once everyone was awake it was off to the beach again for another day of fun in the sun. Bailey picked out another colorful swimsuit, a string bikini with bright coral bottoms and a top with a bright multicolor chevron pattern. Ava meanwhile opted for a blinged out white and silver bikini bedazzled with rhinestones. Finally, Riley wore a bright yellow swimsuit decorated with daisies that had a more modest cut, giving her an innocent look of a wolf in sheep's clothing.
At the beach, Ava and Bailey came to a tacit agreement that today they'd focus on actually enjoying some beach activities instead of prowling for hookups. The pair enjoyed volleyball and other games in the sand, then headed out into the water to cool off. Although they'd agreed to focus on enjoying the beach, Ava was still worked up from waking up in Riley's arms that morning, so she took Bailey by the hand and led her a bit deeper into the water, a ways away from the other partiers. When Bailey asked Ava what she had in mind, she took her hand under the water and guided it down the front of her swimsuit while leaning in and whispering "Mommy's horny."
Bailey froze, looking around at the people splashing and swimming in the water just tens of feet away. Did Ava really want to do this here in front of so many people? The ease with which her fingers slid into her pussy as she guided her in with her own hand overtop said yes. At least the water was fairly deep here, as the gentle waves lapped around their shoulders. Soon Ava was moaning quietly as Bailey's fingers played with her underwater.
Bailey was so engrossed that she didn't notice anything else happening until the side tie on her bottoms came undone, leaving her scrambling to catch them before they washed away in the tide. Then turning to see how they'd come loose, she found herself face to face with Riley sporting a Cheshire cat smile.
"Hey girls!" she said with an impossibly chipper tone. "I wondered where the two of you had gotten off to, having your own little party out here in the water?"
Bailey pulled her hand back as Ava tried to compose herself, and for a moment she thought their surreptitious fingering might have passed unnoticed, but then she felt Riley's hand slide down her back and her strong fingers force their way into her ass. She muffled a shriek and tried to maintain a neutral position expression as Riley continued.
"Wow Mrs. Devine," Riley gushed as she dug three fingers deeper into Bailey, "you are just so beautiful, I could stand here looking at you all day!"
"Oh. Um, thank you Riley, that's sweet," Ava replied as she subtly fished around under the water for Bailey's hand. "But you know I'm so much older than you, you should go find some friends your own age to play with."
"Hah, actually, older women are my favorite toys to play with," Riley replied as she licked her lips.
"Mmhmm, please keep going," Ava said needily as she finally found Bailey's hand and pressed it home against herself.
"Finding a mature woman who has only been with men and showing her how good sex can be with a woman? Oh, it's just so good, don't you think Bailey?"
"Mmmm... so... good..." Bailey managed to moan out as Riley's nimble fingers massaged her special spot.
"Of course, I'm a total top," Riley said with casual confidence, "So I call all the shots, even with women twice my age. But they don't complain once I break their minds with constant pleasure
Beach shenanigans part two. playing with each other under the water. starts with Ava and Bailey, but Riley joins in. Ava is too close and covertly begs Bailey to keep going while flirting with Riley. Riley fingers Bailey the whole time. Riley talks about how much she loves seducing older women, showing then what they've been missing with men, and that she's a total top, dominating them and breaking them with pleasure."
"Oh, that's nice!" Ava exclaimed as Bailey's frantic fingering brought her to the edge. In her mind's eye she envisioned Riley taking her, seducing her, and driving her wild with orgasm after orgasm.
"Anyway, you're right, Bailey and I probably ought to go find some friends our age. See you later Mommy!"
Riley lifted Bailey by the hand plunging into her ass, moving her like a puppet and pulling her away from Ava. The desperately horny MILF scrambled underwater to find Bailey's hand, but Riley deftly slipped her away before she had the chance. Ava was left sighing in frustration as her orgasm slipped away along with her daughter, being led off with Riley's arm possessively around her back.
That night Ava decided to skip the club and try to unwind in the hotel hot tub. She had the swim area all to herself, as everyone else had left to go party, so after soaking for a while and letting the stresses of the day slough away, she decided to take advantage. Slipping off her bikini bottoms and setting them to the side, she positioned herself in front of one of the hot tub jets and started playing with herself while once again imagining what it would be like to be one of Riley's mature conquests. Just as she was nearing completion, she was surprised to hear a familiar voice.
"Hey Mrs. Devine, mind if I join you?"
Riley didn't wait for an answer, sliding into the hot tub right next to Ava as she quickly tried to compose herself and hide what she'd been doing. The thought of her discarded bottoms laying beside the tub flashed through her mind, and she hoped that Riley somehow wouldn't notice them.
"Ahhhh," Riley sighed with satisfaction as she relaxed into the hot bubbles and leaned into Ava's side. "Now we can finally have some private bonding time with just the two of us Mommy."
Ava's body was taught as a bowstring, but she tried to relax and pretend as if nothing was the matter.
"Now what kind of things do you do with Bailey when it's just the two of you?" Riley asked innocently. "Remember, on this trip I'm your daughter too, and I want you to treat me just like our sweet little Bailey."
"Well, we love to go shopping together," Ava offered.
"Mmhmm, and what else Mommy?" Riley asked as she rested one hand on Ava's chest.
"Sometimes we work out together at the gym."
"Oh I've heard about your workouts," Riley laughed as she slid her hand down Ava's cleavage, brushing against her breasts as she continued downwards. "What else?"
"We talk about boys sometimes," Ava admitted.
"Mmm, I bet you do," Riley said as her hand traced it's way down Ava's toned abs, showing no sign of slowing. "But what do you and Bailey do when you're all alone, like we are right now?"
"We... We umm... Riley, oh, that's inappropriate, no!" Ava protested weakly, struggling to clamp her legs together as Riley's hand reached her crotch and started forcing it's way in.
Riley cut Ava off by leaning in to kiss her, forcing her back against the wall of the hot tub while her persistent fingers took advantage of her shock to slip between her legs.
"I know exactly what the two of you do together," Riley whispered. "And if you're going to let one of your girls finger you underwater, then you have to let both of us do it. Now. Open. Your. Legs."
Riley took hold off both of Ava's knees and pulled her legs apart with ease as her words cowed the horny MILF into submission.
"That's a good slut. Now lean back and let your little girl make you feel better than you ever have before."
Ava complied, laying back in surrender and finally letting Riley take her in the way she'd been dreaming of for days. Under the frothy water Riley looped her legs around one of Ava's, holding open wide as hey fingers danced nimbly in and out of her pussy. Above the water Riley leaned in and started a series of love bites, marking Ava's neck with a trail of tender bruises as if she were marking her territory. When she made her way up to Ava's ear, she whispered "Let's see if you like my fingers up your ass as much as Bailey does," then started licking and nibbling again while her free hand worked it's way under Ava and started working her from behind. The tandem attack was too much for Ava to resist, and her moans soon rose in intensity as she approached climax. But just as she reached the cusp Riley pulled both her hands away and clapped one of them over Ava's mouth.
"Shhh! You're too loud you needy slut," Riley whispered harshly. "We need to take this somewhere more private. Give me ten minutes to take care of Bailey, then come to our room. Nod if you understand me, bitch."
Desperate to finish, Ava nodded frantically.
"Good girl," Riley said with a smile as she let go and stepped out of the hot tub. "Oh, and don't forget to put these back on."
Riley kicked Ava's discarded bikini bottoms back into the hot tub, then walked away without a second glance.
Ten achingly long minutes later Ava made her way back to their room. She knew that she shouldn't, but she also knew that Riley's hooks were sunk too deep at this point for her to stay away. Sooner or later she was going to give in to the dominant minx, so she might as well do it now. She hesitated for only a moment at the door before opening it and stepping into her fate. But what she saw inside was the last thing she expected.
Riley had said she needed ten minutes to take care of Bailey, which Ava had thought meant getting her out of the room on some excuse. But apparently Riley had a different idea of what taking care of her precious daughter looked like. Bailey was naked save for her ever-present chastity cage and bent over the bed with her legs spread wide and her ass high in the air as Riley pistoned a large strapon in and out of her from behind.
"Oh goody, look who joined the party Bailey," Riley said as she leaned in and took hold of Bailey's hair, pulling her head back and turning it to face Ava. "Now we finally have the whole family together! Shut the door and get over here so you can see how well I fuck your daughter."
Ava moved slowly, shock and lust competing within her as she felt the start of an unfamiliar feeling welling up within. Jealousy. She wished that she was the one getting railed from behind by Riley. Moaning into the bed as she rode on her strapon.
"I said get your slutty ass over here," Riley demanded. "Lay down under Bailey so you can look her in the eyes when I make her cum."
With whip-crack fast obedience, Ava rushed to the bed, sliding under her moaning daughter and wrapping her legs around her body as she took her sweaty face into her hands and looked deeply into her eyes.
"I'm... Ughghh.... sorry Mommy," Bailey moaned as Riley continued to pound her from behind. "Riley made me promise not to tell you what she was planning. She's so forceful... I just couldn't..."
"I know sweetie, I know," Ava said consolingly as she brushed Bailey's hair back behind her ears. "But how did she take such control over you? How long has this been going on?"
"How long?" Riley laughed as she lifted one leg up over Bailey's back, sliding her foot down beside her face. Bailey reflexively turned and kissed the key dangling from her ankle. "I've had this sissy under lock and key for months. Did you really think she'd be willing to lock herself up?"
"Is this true Bailey?" Ava asked, prompting a shameful nod. "But why? Why would you let her do that to you?"
"It was the only way she'd help me get closer to you!" Bailey admitted, feeling the sudden release of months of tension as she finally voiced the truth.
"Oh sweetie, that's the most precious thing, come here," Ava cooed as she wrapped her arms around Bailey's head and pulled her in close.
With no more secrets between them the kiss between mother and daughter felt pure and beautiful. Their lips and tongues danced in perfect rhythm together as their sensuous embrace went on, and on, and on. Riley pulled her foot back to improve her leverage, popping up on her toes to drive each thrust in as hard and deep as possible as she pounded her sissy mercilessly from behind. Ava felt Baileys approaching orgasm from her gasping breaths as they continued to make out long before her spurts of watery cum started dribbling onto her belly. Through it all Ava kept kissing her sweet little girl, holding her close as their shared dominatrix had her way with her.
"Whew, now that Bailey's taken care of it's your turn Ava, flip over and get ready for the fuck of your life."
Ava and Bailey swiftly obeyed, rolling over so that Ava was on top and Bailey beneath. Without further warning, Riley gripped Ava's ass with both hands, spread her cheeks wide, and buried the dildo she'd just fucked her daughter with deep inside her. During the transition one of Bailey's legs had slipped between Ava's, allowing her to grind her pussy down on her little nub of a clitty. Bailey's breath caught in her throat at the overpowering sensation. She was still tingling and sensitive down there from the orgasm Riley had fucked out of her, and the slick grinding of Ava's pussy lubricated by her watery cum was so intense that she couldn't help but squirm underneath her. The fact that she was so close to actually fucking a real pussy for the first time in her life, held back only by the cruel plastic prison Riley had forced her into, drove her wild with lust. In spite of just having cum Bailey felt herself growing painfully hard in her cage. She'd never imagined her first time fucking a woman might be with her own mother, but as she and Ava writhed together in shared lust she realized that was what she wanted more than anything in the world.
But it wasn't happening today. Right now all Bailey could do was hold Ava close and shower her with kisses as Riley's pounding drove her to climax after climax as she continued to grind herself against her painfully sensitive clitty.
When Riley finally decided that her two subs had had enough, she pulled out and let Ava collapse in a heap atop Bailey. After letting the two rest together for a few minutes while she stripped out of her harness, Riley pushed them to the side and took her rightful place in the center of their large shared bed. Ava and Bailey knew instinctively what was expected of them, and lay down to either side of the girl who had come between them and dominated them both, resting their heads gently against her chest.
"We are going to have so much fun together," Riley announced with a self-satisfied sigh as she wrapped her arms around her two latest conquests. And with that, the three lovers finally went to sleep.
Over the rest of Spring Break Riley, Ava, and Bailey continued to party and to fuck together, establishing the norms of their new three-way relationship. A clear pecking order swiftly emerged, as Riley was clearly in charge, while Bailey was obviously a natural sub. That left Ava in the middle as a bit of a switch, clearly submissive to the unstoppable Riley, but also willing to boss Bailey around a bit as her mother.
When Spring Break ended and the girls all headed back to Aubrey Hall, Riley made clear that their relationship wasn't just a vacation fling, and that Ava and Bailey were both hers now, to do with as she pleased. Applications for next year's housing were due soon, and Riley informed the others that she was wanting to live off campus her senior year, so Ava would be renting the three of them an apartment. As a parting gift before leaving to tour Europe over the summer, Riley gave Ava the key to Bailey's chastity cage after making her promise to use it sparingly. And for Bailey Riley pulled out an even bigger surprise. A prescription for feminizing hormones and instructions to grow out a set of tits like her mother over the break.
Bailey's first year of rooming with her slutty mom had gone nothing like she'd expected, but she was sure that the next would be even wilder. And she could hardly wait!
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~~~~~ Prologue: Wedding Day ~~~~~
It was Ava's wedding day, and she was sitting at home, alone, quietly sobbing into a glass of champagne. She'd been married once before, years ago but her late husband's passing had left her alone with their son, Ashley. She'd dedicated herself to raising him alone for years, before finally meeting someone new. Ashley had just turned eighteen, although he wasn't quite ready to move out on his own yet, so Ava finally opened herself to romance, falling quickly for Greg, a sweet widower who treated her like a queen. She planned out a fairytale wedding, but just before the big day it was mysteriously called off for reasons known only to Greg and Ava. And so she sat drinking alone, until her phone rang. Bleary-eyed, she looked down to see the caller was The Pink Lotus resort in Jamaica.
Ashley was up in his room playing video games. He hadn't really cared too much about Greg, but he liked that he made his mom happy, although he was admittedly a little worried about the new addition to their family making waves. He was a bit shy, preferring to stay home and chill with his mom rather than go out with friends. Not that he had many. It was hard enough being a boy named "Ashley", but on top of that he felt like somehow puberty had missed him. While his classmates hit growth spurts and filled out, he stalled out at 5'2", half an inch shorter than his own mother, and he weighed 120 lbs soaking wet. Somehow he'd gotten his height from her, but his fair skin, bright blue eyes, and dirty blonde hair from his deceased dad.
Ava knocked on Ashley's door, then let herself in. Ashley looked up checking with concern to see how his mom was doing. Even after a morning of drinking and crying, she was beautiful. At 5'2" (and a half, as she loved to remind him) she was a curvy short stack, with huge breasts, wide hips, and a great ass that even her comfy old pajamas couldn't hide. The years had been kind to her, as at 38 her tanned Tuscany skin remained flawless and her long brown hair framed her soft brown eyes and lush lips.
"How are you holding up mom?"
"I'll be fine sweetie, eventually."
"I still can't believe that asshole left you at the altar like that," Ashley said with a hard, protective edge in his voice.
"Oh honey, it wasn't like that," Ava said with a sigh. "Don't worry about me, I'll be fine. Especially because I have some good news. You know how Greg booked us an all expenses paid trip to that fancy resort in Jamaica? Well apparently the reservation is in my name, and it's non-refundable. I could never afford a place like that, but since it's already paid for maybe a month of relaxation away from it all is just what I need to reset."
"A month?!? He booked it for that long? I guess I'll be fine while you're gone, if a month alone is what you think you need mom."
"No sweetheart, you aren't quite following, it's a trip for two, and I don't want to take it alone, I want to take it with you!"
"Mom," Ashley replied, shaking his head so hard that his unruly shoulder length hair cascaded around his face, "It's a honeymoon trip, don't you think that's a little... weird?"
"It's not a honeymoon if it's the two of us, it's just a trip for a mother and her son to reconnect after a really, really hard time."
Ava started sniffling, and Ashley could tell that his mom was on the edge of a total meltdown.
"Fine mom, it's fine. If it means that much I'll go with you."
The next day Ava and Ashley were packed and on their flight, talking excitedly about all the fun they'd have at the luxurious beach resort. Ashley still thought the whole thing was weird, and way outside his comfort zone, but he really cared for Ava and wanted to be a good son and help her through this difficult time. Besides, it's not like there was anyone else who'd miss him back home.
~~~~~ Day 0: Arrival at the Pink Lotus ~~~~~
When they finally made it to the Pink Lotus Resort, Ashley couldn't believe his eyes. He'd never been anywhere this opulent, everywhere he looked he saw perfectly tended tropical plants, inviting buildings, and opulent pools. But what really made his jaw drop were the resort staff. As would be expected for a Jamaican resort, they were all black, but what Ashley hadn't expected was how huge they'd be. Of course, most men were taller than Ashley, but every one of the staff he saw was muscular and built, their powerful physiques shown off by their tight, brightly bleached uniforms. For a moment Ashley wondered why all of the staff were wearing athletic cups in their tight shorts, then as he continued to stare and saw twitching movement in the shorts of the resort staff coming to assist his mom with her bags he suddenly realized that those weren't cups, they were all natural bulges.
Ashley shyly kept his eyes down as Ava excitedly greeted the resort staff and thanked them with hugs for taking their bags. Occasionally he stole glances halfway upwards, confirming his suspicion as he watched their bulges swell and grow in their nearly skintight shorts. Ava seemed oblivious to the effect she was having, but Ashley started blushing, partially from embarrassment at the way these men were ogling his mom, and partially because of the way their bulges made him think of his favorite pornos.
Like many of his peers, Ashley loved watching Blacked porn featuring powerful, muscular, black men with unbelievably huge dicks fucking the brains out of the neverending line of cute white girls drooling over their big black cocks. He had marveled at how different their bodies were from his own, realizing that honestly he was far closer to the white girls getting pounded than the hung black men, but he'd always told himself that those were genetic freaks, not representative of actual reality. But now evidence to the contrary was staring him in the face. Or rather, he was staring at it. He wondered idly just how big they were. Eight inches? Nine inches? More? Surely they weren't as monstrous as the pornstars he watched in private, but as he looked at their bulges in the flesh he couldn't help but wonder. Ashley was finally shaken out of his reverie when they reached the front desk.
"Welcome to the Pink Lotus Resort, we hope that you enjoy your stay," the receptionist said with a beaming smile. She was one of the few women Ashley had seen working here, but even she stood several inches taller than him with a powerful, yet still feminine build. "You're Mrs. Gibson, right?"
"Oh, um, no, well yes, but no, still Mrs. Addams," Ava stuttered. "Mr. Gibson, Greg and I, we were going to be married, but then we called it off at the last minute, but the honeymoon was still booked, and so we decided to turn this into a mother-bonding trip instead."
"Oh I'm so sorry to hear that things didn't work out," the receptionist offered consolingly. "Of course we won't be able to change the details of your reservation, you'll still be staying in our Honeymoon Suite, but I'm sure you and your daughter will have a lovely time here at the Pink Lotus."
"Her daughter!" Ashley snapped, suddenly coming out of his daze, "Her daughter? Listen here you rude bitch, I'm her son! How dare you call me her daughter, Ashley is a perfectly normal boys name. Do you think I look like a girl? Do you?"
Ashley's rant was cut off as he suddenly felt a pair of strong arms grab him from behind, lifting him effortlessly into the air. For a moment he squirmed and fought, but then he felt a hardening bulge pressing between his cheeks as he writhed and he quickly went still.
"Put our guest down Ajay," the receptionist said as she fought back a smile. "I am so deeply sorry Ashley, of course you're a boy, I'm sorry I didn't see it right away. The boys here in Jamaica are just so different, and you're so very beautiful, like your mother. I'll show you to your dinner while your bags are unpacked."
Embarrassed at having created such a scene, Ashley meekly nodded and walked along with Ava as they followed the receptionist out to a private table on the beach. He had been teased about his delicate features, his slight frame, and his girly name his whole life, so Ashley had something of a hair trigger when it came to being called a girl. But when they finally reached their table, his stress over the incident was swiftly forgotten. It was like walking into a fairy tale.
Their candlelit table was just a few feet away from the gently lapping waves of the turquoise Caribbean sea, and the sandy pathway to it from the swaying palm trees was strewn with freshly cut tropical flowers. The beach to either side was clear for some distance, giving Ava and Ashley privacy once their guide had popped the chilled champagne bottle and poured them each glasses, then departed. The two seats were next to each other on one corner of the table to allow for intimate conversation while both parties enjoyed a perfect view of the ocean.
"To a new beginning with my beautiful Ashley," Ava offered as she raised her glass to toast.
"Um, yeah," Ashley replied. "Can I drink this? You know I'm only eighteen."
"Oh, don't be such a little sissy," Ava said with a laugh, "You'll be fine. Besides, you wouldn't make your poor mother drink alone, would you?"
The mother and son duo drank and ate and drank some more. Ashley wasn't exactly sure when it had happened, but somewhere in the course of the meal their empty bottle had been replaced, and Ava insisted that the not let any of it go to waste. The world around them swam and swirled, but there in the center of it, smiling, laughing, and listening like an angel sat Ava. Ashley had never really formed close friendships, and he hadn't realized until this moment how much he'd missed spending time with Ava since she'd gotten busy dating that asshole Greg. But with his mind well lubricated by the bubbly booze that had tickled his nose, Ashley suddenly saw Ava in a new light. She was gorgeous. Absolutely, jaw-droppingly, traffic-stopping, heart-pounding gorgeous. Her long, shimmering brown hair cascaded over her shoulders and framed her cherubic face, even as she tucked it back behind her ear after laughing uproariously at a joke he'd made. Her brown eyes were soft and warm twinkling with mischief as a smile played at the corners of her full-lipped mouth. Ashley caught himself staring at her lips, thinking about how Greg could have been kissing her right now if he hadn't somehow messed everything up, wondering what it would feel like...
"Don't you think that sounds nice sweetie?"
"Ummm, yes?" Ashley said as he jerked out of his trance with a start.
"Were you even listening to me?" Ava asked with a teasing laugh.
"I.... ummm.... may have gotten a little lost there," Ashley admitted.
"You know, usually when men stop listening to me it's because they're distracted by the girls," Ava said as she hefted one of her large breasts in each hand, pressing them together and sliding them back and forth. Her low-cut sundress exposed a wide expanse of tanned cleavage, and the motion pulled Ashley's eyes in, forcing him to fixate for a long moment on the smoothly jiggling breasts, each of which was nearly the size of his head.
"I'm not! I mean, I wasn't looking at them mom!" Ashley protested as he blushed. "It was your eyes! I was listening, and looking at them, and they're so beautiful I just... you're so beautiful mom."
"Oh sweetie," Ava cooed, "You are just too precious. Come here."
Ava reached out and took Ashley's head in both hands, pulling him forwards and down as she planted a long kiss on his forehead. The softness of her lips sent shivers down his spine, and even though he knew he shouldn't, Ashley kept his eyes wide open, looking down his mother's loose sundress. Even without her hands lifting them, her tits were glorious, standing proudly out from her chest in defiance of gravity, forming a deep canyon of cleavage that pulled his eyes in and in. He knew he should look away, or at least close his eyes, but in spite of his small size and effeminate features he was still a red-blooded eighteen year old man, and with the champagne bubbling through his brain he couldn't resist the temptation. When Ava finally finished her tender kiss on his forehead it was all he could do to not fight her as she pushed his head back and away.
"What I was saying was that we should watch the sunset together, here, scooch your chair over by mine."
Ashley did as he was told, moving his chair around the corner of the table and next to Ava's, then sitting next to her. The chairs were armless, so they were almost like a beachfront love seat, and as Ashley sat Ava lifted her arm around his shoulder, pulling him in close until his head rested on her shoulder. The pair sat together in comfortable silence, enjoying the beautiful view, although Ashley continued to struggle to keep his eyes up on the sunset, and not on it's glistening reflections on his mother's chest mere inches from his face.
When the sun had set Ava and Ashley finally left their table and walked tipsily back to their room. They were staying in the Lovebirds Honeymoon Suite, which was a standalone building set off slightly on its own for privacy. Ashley had hoped that they'd be able to switch for separate rooms, but that bitch of a receptionist had made it clear that their reservation couldn't be modified. Once they made their way inside, another disappointment awaited him. Ava's bags were neatly placed in the room, but Ashley's were still nowhere to be found. Instead there was a short note:
"Ashley, I'm so terribly sorry to inform your bags have been lost in transit. I assure you that our staff are doing everything in their power to find them, and I am confident they will turn up soon. Sincerely, Delena."
"That bitch lost my bags on purpose!" Ashley yelled in frustration.
"Language sweetie," Ava said, "And why would she do something like that? All the staff here have seemed perfectly lovely."
"Because I yelled at her for thinking I was a girl!"
"Oh honey, can you blame her? Really?" Ava asked as she pulled her petite son into a tight hug. "You're my son, and you have so many wonderful qualities, and you know I'll love you more than anyone else ever will, but you have to admit that compared to the men here in Jamaica you're just physically not anywhere close to a match. If anything, it's a compliment that she thought you looked pretty enough to be a girl, lots of women would kill to have a face as sweet as yours. So can you please just let this go so we can focus on enjoying our little 'honeymoon' together?"
Ashley couldn't resist the pleading look in Ava's eyes, and promised to do his best.
While Ava unpacked her bags and put her clothes away in the armoire, Ashley took in the room they'd be sharing. There was no doubting that it was a honeymoon suite, the decor was a combination of artistic drawings and sculptures of pairs of birds in tropical locales and tasteful semi-nudes showing entwined lovers in various states of undress. The large open room was dominated by the large single bed in the center of the room, with an elaborate headboard crowned by a pair of wood-carved swans whose necks formed a large heart. Even the elegantly tiled bathroom area was mostly open to the main room, including the large whirlpool tub and the expansive walk-in shower. Clearly privacy would be difficult to come by, outside of the toilet room which thankfully had the only interior door in the suite.
"So I guess I'll sleep on the couch then?" Ashley offered.
"The couch?" Ava asked as she stood from putting the last of her clothes into drawers. "Nonsense sweetie, the bed is plenty big for the two of us, there's no reason we can't share it. But we will have to do something for your pajamas."
"Can't I just sleep in the clothes I'm wearing?"
"Not a chance, they're filthy from a day of traveling and I won't have that stink in my bed. You'll just have to borrow a pair of my pajamas, just for tonight."
"Your pajamas? But Mom, those are girl clothes, I can't wear them."
"Honey, you promised me you'd let go of the whole 'mistaken for a girl' thing. They're just clothes! Shorts and a top, stop making such a big deal of everything. Here, take these, go on the other side of the bed, turn around and get dressed while I find something else I can wear."
Unwilling to press further, Ashley took the handful of clothes and took them to the other side of the bed. He waited a moment, then took the plunge and slid down his shorts, peeled off his shirt, and dropped them to the ground. Then he stepped into his mother's pajama shorts. They were made from lavender-colored satin that was incredibly light and soft against his skin, triggering waves of goosebumps up his legs as he pulled them up. Once they were up, Ashley saw that they were too short to fully cover his boxers, even with the wavy ruffle around the bottom hem. He pulled on the matching satin cami on next, again marveling at the soft touch of the fabric against his body. Then he waited, dutifully turned away until Ava finally told him she was ready.
Ashley turned, and his jaw dropped at the sight of Ava. She was wearing a white silk robe that was tied off by a sash in the front, but the robe was short enough that it barely kissed the tops of her perfectly toned thighs, allowing Ashley to drink in nearly every inch of his mother's beautiful legs. And on top, the silk robe struggled to contain Ava's chest, showing off her cleavage as well as hints of the white lace teddy she was wearing beneath.
"Oh my god, you look ridiculous," Ava said with an uncontrollable laugh.
"You said they were just shorts and a top and that it wasn't a big deal!" Ashley retorted. "Besides, what are you wearing?"
"Oh sweetie, Mommy's sorry, I didn't mean to hurt your feelings, here, let me help you," Ava said as she walked across the room. "I only brought one set of comfy pajamas, and you're wearing them. everything else is the bridal lingerie I'd picked out for my honeymoon, I guess I never thought to repack. Now here, let me adjust the straps on your top, you don't have your mother's tits you know."
Once Ava had adjusted the top Ashley had to admit that it did feel more comfortable. Nice even.
"The other thing you'll need to fix is taking off those boxers. They look ridiculous sticking out under your bottoms, and I'm sure they smell after the day of travel. Here, let me help you out of them..."
Ashley jumped back with a shriek as Ava hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers.
"I can do it! I can do it myself!" He quickly protested.
"Alright sweetie, but it's not like it's anything I haven't seen before," Ava said with a laugh as she turned around to give her son a modicum of privacy. "As long as those smelly boxers are gone, I'm happy."
The sensations from pulling up the shorts a second time after removing his boxers were even more intense. The cool satin sliding up between his cheeks took Ashley's breath away, and the playfully teasing swish of the fabric against his cock and balls was difficult to ignore. Once Ava was satisfied, she took his dirty clothes and set them out on the front step to be laundered while Ashley prepared for bed as quickly as he could, not wanting Ava to see the growing erection he was getting from the constant teasing of satin fabric. Then he quickly tucked himself under the security of the covers while Ava continued her more extensive nighttime routine of skincare and beauty treatments.



With careful, deep breathing and minimizing movement, Ashley was able to get his unwanted erection to almost entirely subside by the time Ava finally returned to the main room. But he felt it growing again as he watched the very bottom of her large, round ass sticking out and swaying back and forth as she walked to the light switch by the door. He breathed a sigh of relief when she turned off the lights, but then immediately panicked again as he heard the soft sound of her silk robe dropping to the floor and saw her silhouette in the moonlight. Her full figure was clearly outlined in the soft glow with dancing shadows of moonbeams passing through the pattern in the lace where it was stretched away from her body by her bust. Ashley struggled to stifle a groan as Ava walked towards him and his erection surged to full life. He'd never been so hard before, and it was almost painful as his sensitive head strained against the satin shorts, oozing out a droplet of precum.
Once Ava slipped into bed, Ashley turned away from her and lay on his side, struggling to readjust himself. He lay still and quiet for a few minutes until Ava's soft voice pierced the darkness.
"Ashley, sweetie, would you mind if we cuddled just a bit? I'm just feeling so lonely, this was supposed to be my special night with Greg, and I'm so grateful to you for coming with me, but right now I just need somebody to hold me."
"I don't know mom, maybe we could just hold hands or something?"
"That would be nice my dear," Ava said with a hint of disappointment in her sigh.
Ashley rolled back over, carefully poking his butt back to keep his erection a safe distance away, then tentatively stretched out his hand under the covers until his fingers entwined with Ava's. Although it wasn't what she'd hoped for, it was enough to comfort Ava, and she soon fell asleep, leaving Ashley to remain fitfully awake as he struggled to control his body's involuntary reaction to even this slight contact with his hot mother that he was suddenly seeing in a whole new light.
~~~~~ Day 1: Settling in and Dressing Up ~~~~~
The sun rose on the beautiful Pink Lotus resort and filtered gently through the windows of the honeymoon suite, bathing Ava and her son Ashley in its gentle morning rays. Ava woke first, as Ashley had experienced difficulties sleeping, pulled on her silk robe, and busied herself around the room, setting things in order as a mother does. Eventually she came to the front door, opening it to retrieve their freshly cleaned laundry, then let out a loud shriek of surprise. Ashley bolted upright in bed and opened his eyes just in time for the first thing he saw for the day to be his mother's round ass, split by the white lace thong of her teddy, as she bent over to pick something up. By the time he'd rubbed the sleep from his eyes in shock, she'd turned around, presenting the tattered shreds of his clothes.
"It looks as if wild animals must have gotten to them in the night," Ava said, "I suppose you can't leave laundry out at a jungle resort like in a hotel."
"Mom! Those were my only clothes! What am I going to wear now?"
"Well, I suppose you'll just have to keep borrowing my clothes until the resort staff track down your bags. I'm sure it won't be long, and besides you look kinda cute in those PJs, maybe we'll find something else of mine that suits you sweetie."
At Ashley's insistence Ava got dressed first, changing into a bright blue sundress with swirling floral patterns while Ashley carefully turned away. Then she started digging through her drawers to find something suitable for Ashley, finally settling on a very short pair of khaki shorts and a coral colored button down shirt. Ashley was hesitant, but figured that he could've done a lot worse than shorts and a button down shirt. But after he'd gotten dressed, Ava took the long loose tails in the front and tied them into a bow, exposing Ashley's creamy white midriff. He tried to protest that wearing it like that was girly, and that it drew more attention to how short the shorts were, barely reaching his wrists, but she insisted that if he was going to borrow her clothes, he was going to wear them right.
Fortunately Ashley had some extra time in the room to get used to his new outfit while Ava put on her makeup. With nothing else to do, he pulled up a chair and watched as as she expertly did her face, contouring her cheeks and layering eye shadow to make her eyes pop.
"So, don't you think it's a little bit weird sharing the honeymoon suite with your adult son?" Ashley asked hesitantly.
"I don't see it that way at all sweetie," Ava replied as she checked her lipstick. "A honeymoon is meant to be special time with the person closest to you, and right now for us that's each other."
"I guess that makes sense, but you don't have to put makeup on for me, you know I think you're beautiful without it."
"Oh that's precious Ashley, but the makeup isn't for you silly. Have you seen all the hunky guys working here? I may be your mother, but I'm still a woman, and I enjoy drawing the eyes of men like that. There now, all finished. Are you ready to go explore the resort together?"
Ashley stood, awkwardly rearranging the tight shorts that had ridden up while he was sitting.
"Yeah, I guess, it's just kinda uncomfortable wearing these shorts without any underwear," Ashley admitted.
"Oh of course," Ava said with a laugh. "I should've realized the issue. Don't worry sweetie, you can borrow a pair of mommy's panties."
Ashley tried to protest, but Ava insisted that he needed something to keep his bits in place under the shorts, and her panties were the only option. She picked out a simple black thong that she thought would work well for him, then turned around to let him change into it. Ashley had to admit that it was better than going commando, but the knowledge that he was wearing his mom's panties and the odd feeling of the thong sliding between his cheeks were distracting.
Ashley was hesitant to finally step out of the suite behind Ava, but eventually he gathered the courage and followed her out into the resort. No sirens went off. Nobody laughed or pointed at him. Everyone just went along minding their own business. For once he was grateful for his slight build and delicate features, as coupled with his unruly long blonde hair they meant that he presented as a slightly tomboyish girl that didn't warrant a second look. Ava took his hand in hers, and together they set off walking through paradise. Their first stop was the concierge desk, once again staffed by Delena.
"Ah, Mrs. Addams and Mr. Ashley, a pleasure to see you both this beautiful morning. I trust you enjoyed the honeymoon suite last night?"
"Oh it was just lovely," Ava replied, "But we're here to check on Ashley's bags. Have your staff tracked them down yet?"
"You still haven't received them? I saw Ashley's bold new look and assumed they must have been found. Always interesting to see how boys on the mainland dress! Let me just check in our system here."
After a couple minutes of scowling at her monitor, Delena painted a regretful smile on her face and looked back up at her guests.
"I'm so terribly sorry Mrs. Addams, there appears to be no sign of Ashley's bags anywhere, but I can assure you that we will continue our search and notify you the moment they are found."
Ashley swallowed down his initial response, still believing that Delena was up to something, but Ava had made him promise not to spoil her trip, so instead he smiled sweetly and thanked her for looking. Delena smiled back, then summoned one of the bus boys to lead them on a tour of the resort, although Ashley couldn't help but notice that the 'boy' part of his title was a misnomer. He was a man fully grown, over six feet tall with a strongly built frame. With every step his toned muscles rippled under his tight white uniform and his chocolaty black skin. Ashley couldn't resist a quick glance down at the man's shorts as he walked towards them, confirming the presence of a large bulge. He quickly looked away, blushing, and saw that Ava had her eyes fixed on the same target and was lightly licking her lips as he approached.
Their guide happily showed Ava and Ashley all around the expansive grounds of the Pink Lotus Resort, pointing out the many amenities which they could take advantage of. Along the way he led Ava from place to place by wrapping an arm around her back. Ashley walked just behind them, trying to focus on the sights and amenities being pointed out, but finding his vision continuously pulled back to the strong black arm sliding further and further down his mother's back. Soon their guide's hand was resting on the top curve of Ava's backside. Then as they turned to walk from the spa to the tennis courts it slid even further downward until it was cupping the bottom of her ass. Ashley braced for his mom to protest, but instead she giggled and nuzzled in closer to the much larger man. In his mind's eye Ashley saw the glimpse he'd caught that morning of Ava's bare ass as she'd bent to pick up the ruined scraps of his clothes. That perfectly juicy peach was now being squeezed right in front of him. A part of Ashley wished that he was the one massaging that perfect booty in his hands, even if it was his mom's. He'd never really touched a girl like that, and even though she was his mom he was still a man, and her curves were irresistible. He wondered how it felt, knowing that since she was probably wearing a thong like him, there was only a thin layer of fabric separating them.
The rest of Ashley's mind was wondering about their guide's prominent bulge. He thought about all the Blacked porn scenes he'd watched where the white girl pulled down her co-stars boxers, then reacted with shock and desire as the black anaconda sprang to life in front of her. Down in his borrowed panties Ashley felt his own erection pushing for attention. It wasn't like he was aroused by the large black man he was watching, it was just that after conditioning himself for years to cum to Blacked porn, seeing a man in the flesh who could easily have starred for them triggered an automatic reaction. For a moment Ashley even wondered what it would look like to watch him with Ava...
When they finally finished touring the resort, Ava thanked their guide and told him she hoped they'd see him around, then she and Ashley went for lunch and an afternoon of leisure. By that point Ashley had nearly forgotten that he was wearing Ava's clothes, as the minishorts and tied off shirt were surprisingly comfortable in the tropical heat. It took him a moment to process when one of the other guests told him that she loved his cute top, but afterwards Ava congratulated him on pulling off the look and reminded him that she'd been right about how cute he looked in it. He asked his mom if they could swing by the resort shop to buy new clothes for him, but she insisted that was a waste of money since she was sure his luggage would turn up soon.
As Ashley lounged away the afternoon with Ava he wished he'd had an opportunity at some point to take care of the growing pressure he felt below. Nestled snugly in Ava's thong, his balls ached for release, accustomed as they were to gooning and getting off to porn a few times a day. But with the limited privacy in their room and seemingly always being with Ava, he hadn't had the chance to take care of himself since they'd left home. His strange evening with Ava the night before had added fuel to the fire, as had the constant presence of large black men working at the resort in their tight uniforms that showed off their goods. Ashley tried to distract himself by watching the other guests milling around, but even there he saw a steady stream of attractive women, many of whom were wearing revealing bikinis.
Most of the other guests Ashley saw were couples, and more than a few looked to be on their honeymoons. As he continued watching, he noticed that several couples seemed to have picked up a staff member who was either assigned to offer them personal service, or maybe was relaxing and taking some time off with them. It was difficult to tell exactly, because while the staffers were still in their tight white polo and shorts uniforms, they seemed to be very casually interacting with the guests, in particular the women. As he continued watching Ashley was surprised to see one woman guest and the staffer lying next to her on lounge chairs by the pool send her husband to get them all drinks. Then while he was gone, she asked her companion to lotion her back, untying her bikini top as she lay down. By the time her husband returned with three drinks, she was moaning in appreciation as strong black hands rubbed lotion over her back while the smiling staff member straddled her, pressing his bulge into her bottoms. He told her husband to set the drinks down and wait, as they'd be finished in a minute. It seemed like an opening scene to one of the pornos Ashley liked to watch, but did people really do that in real life?
That night Ava and Ashley once again enjoyed a romantic beachside dinner for two, apparently a perk of the deluxe honeymoon package that Greg had purchased. Once again Ava pressed Ashley to join her in celebrating the day with champagne, and once again Ashley quickly found the combination of alcohol and Ava's company to be intoxicating in more ways than one. She was beautiful and charming, and as he ate and talked with her he found himself naturally wanting to agree with whatever she said, just to keep the good vibes rolling, nodding along and trying not to let his eyes linger too long on her cleavage before returning his dreamy stare to her face. Ashley had never dated before, but as he listened to Ava and felt butterflies in his stomach he started to wonder if this was what love felt like.
"And that guide who showed us around today, my god, wasn't he just the best?" Ava gushed. "So kind and considerate, but with so much raw masculine energy, it's such a sexy combination, don't you think?"
"Yeah, totally!" Ashley said absentmindedly as he stared into Ava's eyes, pausing when he realized what he'd just agreed to. "I mean, I guess, if that's what you're into."
"How could you not be?" Ava replied with a laugh. "That quiet confidence with the strength and the personality to back it up? Not to mention what he looked to be packing in those tasty l tight shorts of his."
"Mom!" Ashley protested, nearly spitting out his drink, worried that she'd noticed him checking out the prominent bulge. "I don't like guys. I'm into girls and stuff."
"Really sweetie? It's okay you know, I always kinda assumed you were gay, I don't judge."
"But I'm not! Why would you think that?"
"I'm sorry Ashley, I didn't mean to upset you, it's just I've never really seen you with girls, and you just always struck me as being a cute little twink with the way you wear your hair long."
"Lots of straight guys have longer hair now mom," Ashley said while rolling his eyes. "I'm not gay, I like girls."
"That's fine sweetie," Ava said consolingly. "Although I wish I'd known that before sharing a room last night, I hope I didn't make it too awkward for you, wearing my bridal lingerie like that and walking around the room half naked."
"No mom, it was fine," Ashley protested quickly, as he'd been secretly looking forward to seeing more of his mom all day while daydreaming about the tantalizing glimpses he'd gotten last night. "I mean, I didn't mind it."
"Oh good," Ava said with a warm smile. "I'm having such a wonderful time on our little mother-son honeymoon together, I'd just hate for it to be ruined by a little thing like you liking girls. So tell me, if you are into girls, then why have I never seen you dating any?"
"I dunno mom. Girls really aren't into guys like me."
"Awww, sweetheart, I'm sure there's a girl out there who will appreciate your qualities. You just have to let them get to know you."
"But I get so nervous even talking to them."
"You're talking with me aren't you? You've been a lovely dinner companion."
"But you're different mom, you're so much easier to talk to then the girls my age," Ashley protested.
"Then let's get you some practice. Tomorrow night we can pretend you're taking me out on a date for dinner, and you can talk to me like I'm a girl you're interested in. Does that sound like fun sweetie?"
Ashley's heart thudded in his chest at the thought. The truth was that between the booze and the romantic suite and all the time they'd been spending together, he'd been falling for his mom from the moment they landed in Jamaica. And now she was asking him out on a date? Or at least, a pretend one? He knew he'd be lucky to ever land a girl half as beautiful and charming as his mom, but it couldn't hurt to pretend, just to practice, could it?
"I'd like that mom, thanks," he finally replied, struggling to maintain his composure.
"Wonderful, I look forward to being swept off my feet tomorrow. But for now, should we turn in for the night in our suite?"
The pair supported each other as they walked back from the beach, each a little today from another night of toasting champagne. Ashley ended up with an arm around Ava's back, while she rested hers on top of his shoulders for support. He thought about how their guide had dropped his arm lower, and lower, until he'd been cupping the bottom of Ava's ass, and in the alcohol-induced haze he started working his arm down along the same path until his hand was resting atop her wide hip. But before he could screw up the courage to press it further, they'd reached the honeymoon suite and she stepped inside, leaving him to stare at what he'd almost managed to touch as she walked in ahead of him.
Since Ashley's suitcase still hadn't turned up, Ava told him that he could wear the same lavender satin pajamas as he'd worn last night. Both turned their backs to allow some privacy while getting dressed for bed, although Ashley was tempted to steal a peek. When Ava finally told him he could turn around he was a little sad to see that she'd switched from the white lace teddy and silk robe she'd worn the night before into a forest green satin romper. She explained that now that she knew he was straight she wanted to wear something a little more modest when sharing a bed, although modest was a relative term. While the romper was solid fabric unlike her lace teddy, it didn't come with a robe, and it was loose enough to offer Ashley tantalizing glimpses of Ava as she finished preparing for bed. Once they were both tucked in it was only a few minutes before Ashley heard Ava moving towards him under the sheets.
"Sweetie, I'm sorry to be a bother, but would it be alright if we cuddled up again tonight?"
"Um, sure mom," Ashley replied as he tucked his erection down between his legs. "Were you wanting to hold hands again?"
"I was thinking of something a little closer," Ava murmured softly as she slid next to him, kissed him on the cheek, and rested her head on his shoulder. "There, that's just perfect. Goodnight sweetie, and thank you for another lovely day."
Ashley struggled to control his breathing as he felt Ava's huge breasts heaving against his side, the smooth satin pajamas they were both wearing allowing them to glide easily up and down long his chest. His right arm was pinned behind Ava's body, so he brought it to rest against her, gently running his fingers past the criss-crossing straps of her romper and down her bare back until he was resting his hand against the small of her back. His fingers danced against the edge of her elastic waistband, struggling to push past to the treasure that lay beyond, but his arms were just too short, and he had to content himself with the electric touch of her bare back under his fingers. He debated using his other hand to explore the inviting expanse of her chest, but was too nervous to press his luck that far, even with Ava's deep and steady breathing, and so he lay in erotic torment, daydreaming about their date tomorrow night, until finally he managed to fall asleep to further dreams of his hot mom.



~~~~~ Day 2: Screwup at the Spa ~~~~~
Ava awoke the next morning feeling rested and refreshed. After all the heartbreak of calling off her wedding to Greg, the honeymoon trip with Ashley had been just what she needed. She ran her fingers lightly over Ashley's lavender satin cami, careful not to wake him, but enjoying their closeness. He was such a sweet boy to have accompanied her in such a difficult moment, and she was truly enjoying bonding with him on a deeper level than she ever had before. She may have enjoyed flirting with the hunky staff at the Pink Lotus during the day, but spending her evenings with just her little Ashley had been what she truly looked forward to. Ava continued her hands careful touching down Ashley's chest, to his abdomen, then all the way to the matching pajama shorts she'd given him, confirming that his little stiffy was still standing at attention, although she didn't know if that was still her fault or just ordinary morning wood. She knew that she should probably cool things off between them, and that the practice date she'd promised him for tonight was probably a bad idea, but it wasn't like she was going to let things go too far, and she really did want to help her precious little boy come out of his shell. Besides, if she was being honest, she enjoyed the attention, even if it was from her own son. Even with the surprising revelation that he was straight, it wasn't like he would ever have the nerve to put the moves on her, or try to cop a feel. Not like their guide on the tour around the resort yesterday... now that was how a man made a woman feel wanted. Ava felt a wetness growing deep within and decided to slip away for a private shower before Ashley woke up.
Twenty minutes later, a thoroughly satisfied Ava stepped out of the shower and toweled off. Ashley was still deeply asleep, and Ava wondered for a moment if he'd had difficulty sleeping last night, but in any case it was certainly time to start the day. She wrapped her damp hair up in her towel, slipped into a cushy bathrobe, and went to wake him up.
"Sweetie, time to wake up," Ava said softly as she leaned in to gently shake Ashley's shoulder.
Ashley blearily opened his eyes and for the second day in a row his first sight was a glimpse of Ava's beautiful body as her robe hung slightly open in the front, giving him the perfect view down to where her perfect breasts hung freely from her chest, two perfectly round orbs that defied age and gravity in their perky bounciness in spite of their enormous size. As he started he thought he might even see a hint of pink nipple right at the edge of her robe, if she just moved a little further then...
"Come on sleepy head!" Ava laughed as she tousled Ashley's long blonde hair playfully, inadvertently blocking his view by getting it in his eyes, "The day is ours and I want to enjoy it! Take your shower and let's get going."
Unsure if he should be grateful or upset at the missed opportunity, Ashley rolled out of bed and walked to the shower. Ava was setting up to do her morning makeup routine just around the corner, and the open floorplan of the honeymoon suite combined with the walk-in shower meant that there was no privacy to be had. He hesitated for a moment, not sure whether he should bring up the issue, or just go with it and try not to make it awkward, then decided on the latter option, quickly shedding his clothes in a pile and stepping into the shower, doing his best to stay facing away from Ava so that at least she wouldn't see anything too private. What he really wanted to do was jerk off his painfully hard cock as he thought about the view he'd gotten down Ava's robe that morning, but he couldn't very well do that with her right there, so he did his best to ignore his erection and wash up.
When Ashley finished his shower and stepped out to towel off, he was relieved to see that Ava had left the mirror and was around the corner in the main room. He wrapped himself in his towel and exited, praying that the resort staff had finally found his lost bags so he could be spared the indignity of borrowing his mother's clothes. But when he rounded the corner, he was met with an entirely different surprise. Ava was standing by the bed wearing a matching bright yellow bra and panty set with cream-colored lace trim and a playful transparent ruffle cut around the edges.
"Here sweetie," Ava said as if nothing were out of the ordinary, "still no sign of your luggage, so I laid out your clothes from yesterday to wear again, with a fresh pair of panties of course."
"Mom, you're just wearing your underwear!" Ashley yelped, unable to look away from the beautiful sight. Ava's body was all voluptuous curves, and the way her lingerie accented her was almost more erotic than if she'd been nude.
"Oh right, I was meaning to talk to you about that. Listen honey, we're going to be together on this trip for a whole month and this beautiful suite wasn't exactly built for privacy. I think we need to just be okay with being a little more open with each other, we can't just keep turning our backs every time one of us needs to change clothes. Can you be okay with seeing your dear old mother in her bra and panties? It will make things so much easier."
"I um, I guess?" Ashley said hesitantly, not sure whether he was still dreaming.
"Wonderful sweetie, thank you! Now get dressed and we can go shopping in the resort store and see if we can find you some clothes of your own."
Ashley quickly got dressed in the new panties Ava had picked out for him and the khaki minishorts and tied-off button up shirt he'd worn the day before, not wanting to linger as Ava wasn't exactly watching him, but she also wasn't intentionally turning away. He was surprised to find how comfortable he felt in the new clothes after just one day, but still looking forward to buying something new or getting his regular clothes back. Ava, meanwhile, picked out another beautiful flowing sundress for the day, this one bright yellow to match her underwear. Ashley had to smile to himself, knowing that he was the only one besides Ava who would be privy to that detail.
After a quick stop at the concierge desk to confirm that Ashley's bags had not yet been found (a fact which Ashley tried his best to not believe was intentional given his first interaction with Dalena), Ava and Ashely headed to the resort store to look for a few replacement clothing items. Unfortunately, what they found was another disappointment for Ashley.
Given his petite build and the fact that he was only 5'2" tall, Ashley had always needed to shop a few years down to find clothes that fit, and even now at 18 he had to buy boys sizes. But while the resort store stocked a wide variety of women's clothing for their most likely customers, their men's section was fairly limited, and had nothing anywhere close to Ashley's size. Ashley tried to press Ava into buying him a few men's clothing items anyway, but she insisted that there was no reason to waste money on clothes that would never fit him, especially when he looked so cute wearing her clothes.
"But if you're heart is set on buying something, I suppose we could get you some panties of your own to wear," Ava offered as if extending an olive branch.
"My own panties? That's not what I'm asking for mom, I want some ordinary boys clothes!"
"I know sweetie, and there's no need to yell, but none of the boys clothes here will fit you, and you can't just keep wearing your mommy's panties the whole trip."
"I, um, I guess not," Ashley admitted quietly, hoping to make the whole conversation go away as heads were starting to turn to examine him a little more closely.
"Here, there were some super cute boyshorts I saw over this way, those are practically boys underwear anyway."
Ashley followed as Ava picked out several pairs of boyshorts. They were most definitely not 'practically boys underwear', as they had a cheeky cut, bright floral patterns, and little accents like decorative buttons down the front, or bits of lace trim, or tiny satin bows. Although Ava had been unwilling to waste money on ill-fitting men's clothes, she seemed unable to hold back as she picked out a wide variety of cute panties. She even slipped in a racerback tank and a sports bra in Ashley's size, just in case he might need them later and hers obviously wouldn't fit his flat chest. When she was finally done, Ava checked out with her haul then dragged her blushing son back to their suite.
"Alright sweetie, I'll wait her while you go try on your first pair of panties," Ava said excitedly.
"I'm sure they'll fit just fine mom, can we just skip it and move on?"
"Skip it?" Ava asked, clearly horrified. "Honey, trying on your haul after shopping is the best part of the trip! I've always wanted a daughter I could share that experience with, could you please do it, for me?"
"But mom, showing you how I look in a random pair of panties? Isn't that weird?"
"Not a random pair of panties, those are your panties Ashley. And it's only weird if we make it weird. Besides, you didn't mind seeing me in my panties this morning. Fair is fair, get in there and don't come back out until your cute little tush is wearing your new panties."
Beaten down, Ashley took the bag of panties Ava handed him around the corner and into the bathroom while she waited in a nicely cushioned chair like a queen on her throne in the main room. He stepped out of his shorts and the borrowed thong Ava had given him, and pulled on the first of his new panties. They were bright yellow with light purple lace trim around the leg openings and a decorative waistband covered in bright daisies. Two decorative buttons ran down the front, while the back was ruched up the middle. As Ashley held them in his hands all he could think of were Ava's words. These were his panties. And maybe, he kinda liked them? Boy clothes always seemed so boring, and these were colorful and fun. Besides, their cut looked like they would do a much better job of helping to control his embarrassing erections than Ava's thongs had. He stepped in and pulled them up, enjoying the feeling of security as he tucked himself tightly in the front and felt the ruched back slide just slightly between his cheeks.
Ashley stepped nervously back into the main room wearing just his new panties and his borrowed tied off shirt, and was met instantly by an overwhelming wave of Ava's approval.
"Oh sweetie, you look absolutely adorable! Come here, come here, let mommy see you up close, turn around!"
Ashley bounced forwards and twirled as she was told, letting Ava inspect her from every angle.
"See, I knew that your booty would look great in these, your juicy little peach in going to be turning heads in no time," Ava said as she bounced the exposed bottoms of Ashley's cheeks in her hands. "And your little bulge in the front just looks so cute in these panties! I don't know why more boys your size don't wear these, the girls will just eat you up. You'll have to wear these ones out today so we can match, but first I need to see how you look in the rest. Chop chop!"
Ava delivered a playful little swat to Ashley's backside to send him on his way, then sat back in her chair to wait for him to model his next pair. With each one she showered him with praise, until by the end Ashley's confidence was higher than it had ever been, and he couldn't help but smile when he finally got fully dressed again at the knowledge that he had an adorable set of panties on underneath.
With their shopping done, Ava decided that they'd spend the rest of their day before their big dinner date at the spa. It was a luxurious, full service experience and complimentary with their stay, so she was dying to spend some quality time there during the trip. She spoke with the attendant to select which services they'd enjoy that day, then sat back down with Ashley in the waiting area. A few minutes later an attendant came out to usher them in.
"Ava, Ashley, your deluxe experience is all ready for you girls," she said. "I hope you both enjoy your time at the Pink Lotus Spa."
Ashley felt the familiar rage at being mistaken for a girl welling up again, but before he could lash out Ava took him by the hand and squeezed hard, nipping his protests in the bud. She led him by the hand in following the attendant back to their private room, then addressed the issue.
"Sweetie, you have to stop being so sensitive to people thinking you're a girl."
"But mom, I'm not a girl!"
"I know sweetie, but you're here experiencing new things. And I think you're discovering that maybe some things that are meant for girls are wonderful for boys like you too. Like your cute new panties! So just open yourself up to the experience and see where it takes you, okay?"
"Yeah. Okay mom, I guess," Ashley said noncommittally.
Ashley did his best to maintain that mindset as he went through the deluxe spa treatment Ava had booked for them. They were taken to individual rooms, and Ashley was instructed to strip fully down, put on the robe and disposable underwear he was given (which looked suspiciously like a bikini), and lay down on the cushioned table. The first treatment was a full facial, which Ashley had to admit felt incredibly relaxing. Then came the slightly more stressful next step with a full body sugar scrub. He lay nervously on his back as the attendants opened his robe and began spreading the thick, sweet smelling scrub all over his body, venturing dangerously close to the skimpy underwear they'd provided. At least since they thought he was a girl they'd booked him with female attendants, but still he kept his eyes tightly shut behind his cucumber slices as they did their work. Gradually as they scrubbed away at his skin Ashley found himself tentatively relaxing into the treatment, and he was happy to roll over to allow them to finish on the other side. After nearly an hour when they'd finally finished, Ashley felt like a new man. But when he finally removed the cucumber slices and looked down after they'd left the room, he nearly yelled in surprise.
He was entirely hairless from his face all the way down to his toes, with only a small little patch if fuzzy hair on hus crotch remaining where his underwear had protected him. Ashley couldn't believe it, this fucking place, first losing his luggage, then removing all of his body hair without even asking him! He quickly pulled on his robe and went storming out to the receptionist's desk at the front.
"What the fuck is going on here!" he shouted as he stormed in. "You incompetent assholes just removed almost all of my body hair!"
"I'm so sorry to hear you're disappointed in your treatment Ms. Addams, if you'd like to schedule a bikini wax to get the remainder it would be my pleasure to assist you."
"I don't want a bikini wax, I want to speak to you manager!" Ashley struggled to put as much authority into his voice as he could manage while standing there in a robe, painfully aware of the cool breeze ticking against the now baby-soft skin of his legs.
"Very well," the receptionist said with a plastered on smile. "Please just wait here and I'll run and fetch her."
Several minutes later Ashley saw the receptionist returning with Dalena, the woman he'd snapped at on the day of their arrival for first mistaking him for a girl at the concierge desk.
"Mr. Ashley, I've been informed of the mix up, and I must apologize on behalf of the entire Pink Lotus staff for the confusion," she offered consolingly. "Unfortunately, there is nothing I can do to restore your body hair, it will take some time to grow back after our rejuvenating sugar scrub, but to help make it up to you I'm happy to say that I can offer a special, private yoga course with our very own yogi, for you and your mother, free of charge. Will that help?"
Ashley's first instinct was to throw the offer back in the smug bitch's face, but then he thought about watching Ava in tight yoga pants moving from pose to pose, along with a hot instructor no doubt.
"I suppose that would be nice, thank you."
"My pleasure," Dalena replied with a wide smile. "Now then, I've taken the liberty of having our staff prepare one of our special Coconut Creme beverages for you to enjoy. I'm sure you will find it helps you to calm down from this stressful experience."
Ashley took the offered drink in an open shelled coconut from the original receptionist as she stepped back from the staff area into the lobby. He swirled it and sniffed, then took a small experimental sip, quickly followed by a long, deep drink. It was amazing, like nothing he'd ever tasted before. He could pick out the sweet coconut milk base easily enough, but there was a contrasting salty, nutty flavor that blended together with the sweetness to form a perfect combination. He took another quick sip, then licked his lips.
"That's... Amazing! And I feel a buzz, what's in this, is it alcohol?"
"No, no, there's no alcohol in that," Dalena replied with a laugh. "Just vitamins, key nutrients, all the things you need to put a little pep in your step. When you come by tomorrow for your yoga appointment I'm sure the staff will be happy to prepare another for you, if you'd enjoy that."
Ashley happily sipped and savored the rest of his drink as he walked back to his room to get dressed, reflecting on Ava's suggestion to be open to new experiences and looking forward to finally having their 'date'.
When Ava was finally finished with her treatment, Ashley was waiting for her in the lobby, still buzzing slightly from his drink. He watched as she walked down the hallway, her skin radiant from the same treatment he'd received, and couldn't believe that he was going to take such a beautiful woman out on a date, even if it was just for practice. As they made their way back to their suite to freshen up, he explained to Ava about the mix-up and the free yoga session they were signed up for the following day. She apologized, saying that she must've confused things with the receptionist, but also complimented Ashley on how great his legs looked now in his shorts.
Once Ava had reapplied her makeup and picked out a pair of heels, the pair was ready for their date. She stood a good few inches taller than Ashley thanks to her heels, making it even harder for him to keep his eyes off her tits.
"I think what will work best tonight is if I take the 'boy' role for our date so I can show you how to do it properly," Ava announced. "And you should call me Ava, not mom, just while we're on our date."
"Oh, um, I guess that makes sense," Ashley replied.
"Perfect, then shall we?" Ava asked as she held out her arm.
Ashley slid his arm under Ava's, curling his wrist back to rest his hand lightly on her elbow, then let her lead him out to their private beachside table. Once there she released his arm, pulling out his chair and sliding it back in once he was seated before seating herself. They made happy small talk for a while until the waiter came to take their orders, but before Ashley could make his Ava ordered for them both. At first he was slightly taken aback at the presumption, but at the same time he felt oddly cared for, like all he had to do was focus on enjoying his time with his beautiful date while she handled all the decisions and led him whenever he needed to go. The food arrived and wine and conversation flowed, and Ashley found himself falling harder and harder for Ava, nearly forgetting that she was his mother as he floated in the radiance of her smile.
"Ava, you're the most amazing woman I've ever known," Ashley said dreamily at a break in their conversation. "You're smart, funny, beautiful, the whole package. How did Greg ever let you go?"
"Oh sweetie, you're just a little charmer aren't you," Ava said with a slightly pained smile. "But things with Greg were a little more complicated than that. We loved each other, but sometimes things just don't work out how you planned. Besides, there's certainly perks to not being tied down."



"What do you mean?"
"Well," Ava whispered conspiratorially, her face flushed from the wine. "Take all the sexy men working here at the resort. If I was here with my husband I'd have to watch myself, but as it is I'm free to flirt and tease and play the field as much as I'd like. I mean, have you seen them bulging out of their..."
"Mom!" Ashley snapped.
"Oh, I'm sorry sweetie," Ava said as if suddenly remembering who she was talking to. "I really shouldn't be talking to you about other men while we're on our date. I've had a lovely time tonight, can I walk you back to our room?"
She stood and offered her arm, and once again Ashley rested his hand on it and let her lead him. They walked quietly back along the sandy path to their room, until they were just a few steps away and Ashley broke the silence.
"So, is this where the boy would kiss the girl goodnight?" he asked innocently.
"Yes, this would be the moment," Ava said with a laugh.
"Could you maybe... show me how I'd do that? I don't want to get it wrong."
"Of course sweetheart, so the first thing you'd do is turn to face your date."
They stepped up in front of the door to their suite and turned to face one another.
"Then you'd tell her what a wonderful time you'd had and look her in the eyes."
Ava looked down at Ashley as he tilted his head upwards to meet her gaze.
"Then you would lean in and hold her like this."
Ava reached her arms around Ashley, wrapping one around his back to pull him close while her other hand rested on the back of his neck. Their lips were just inches apart and quivering in the darkness as Ava whispered.
"Then you would kiss..."
Ashley's world froze as he closed his eyes and surrendered to the moment, swept up in Ava's arms, following her lead without hesitation. But after a long moment instead of the kiss he'd expected he was pulled tightly into a hug. His arms flailed wildly for a moment at the unexpected move, then wrapped naturally around Ava to return the hug. Thanks to the extra inches she had on him in her heels, Ashley's face was buried in her shoulder while his hands were accidently planted firmly on her round ass. For a moment he panicked and worried that he should pull them away, but as Ava continued the hug he instead submitted to what felt natural, holding onto her tightly with both hands until she finally pulled away.
"That was a lovely date, Ashley, thank you," Ava said earnestly. "You'll make a lucky girl very happy someday, but for now, let's get to bed."
The magical moment was passed as they stepped into the honeymoon suite and started their now routine preparations for bed. Ava wore her green satin romper again, while Ashley once again wore the lavender satin shorts and cami that Ava had loaned him their first night. Except now that the two were more comfortable together they didn't bother with modesty as much, seeking privacy if actually getting naked, but having no issue with walking around the room in their underwear. Ashley was just grateful that his new boyshort panties did a much better job of keeping his erection tucked away. He still hadn't managed to find a private moment to take care of himself, and although he tried not to stare, the constant presence of Ava in various states of undress was difficult to ignore.
The other difference Ashley noticed was how sensitive his skin felt after the spa treatment. The borrowed satin pajamas had felt delightfully soft and smooth the first time he'd put them on, but as he slid the shorts up his now-smooth legs the sensation was ten times more intense, forcing him to suppress a moan of pleasure.
Once they were both in bed Ava told Ashley that tonight it was his turn to come cuddle her. She was laying on her back, so he slid over and tentatively rested his head on her shoulder, trying to keep the erection tucked away in his panties away from her, but Ava pulled him in tight with the arm around his back, forcing him up against her upper thigh.
"Oh my goodness," she exclaimed as they made contact under the blankets.
Ashely stumbled to come up with an excuse for his erection, but then Ava continued.
"Your legs feel so soft against mine," Ava purred as she rubbed her legs up and down against Ashley's, entwining them together. "I know that you were upset about losing your hair at the spa today, but I think it's better this way, don't you sweetie?"
Ashley struggled to speak, using all his focus to avoid cumming in his panties as Ava accidently rubbed her soft thigh against his trapped erection. Finally he managed a quiet groan of agreement.
"So nice, you know, I've never been with another girl before, but I have to imagine this is what it feels like, two soft, smooth bodies rubbing together. Maybe I need to be open to new experiences too. Anyway, goodnight dear."
Ashley struggled to regain his composure as Ava finally stopped rubbing her legs against him and lay still. He could feel the precum oozing steadily out of his cock and pooling around his painfully swollen balls, but there was nothing he could do but lay there, pressed against the body of the hottest, most wonderful woman he'd ever known, and try to fall asleep. When he finally drifted off, Ashley had a smile on his face as he remembered the triumphant feeling of finally groping Ava's ass during their hug.
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~~~~~ Day 3: Positional Flexibility ~~~~~
The next morning Ava once again awoke first, pulling Ashley in close as he slept with his head still on her shoulder. After a few minutes savoring their closeness and the gliding touch of their smooth legs against each other, she quietly slipped out of bed to take her morning shower. Once she'd finished, she wrapped up in her bathrobe and went to wake up her sweetly sleepy son. Ava lingered for just a moment, watching him sleeping so peacefully. For a moment the wicked idea of loosening her robe first to give him a peek crossed her mind. Ashley was so cute when he got flustered, and he'd been so sweet at their date last night that she wanted to give him a little treat. But instead she sat on the bed next to him, gently brushed his unruly blond hair out of his face, and leaned in to wake him up with a kiss. For a long shuddering heartbeat her lips hovered over his as Ava debated finishing the kiss she'd nearly started last night, but then Ashley turned slightly and the temptation subsided.
"Good morning sweetie," Ava cooed after planting a long kiss on Ashley's cheek. He started to stir as she went in for another, holding his head in both hands as she kissed his forehead. "Go take your shower and I'll lay out your clothes for the day."
When Ashley had finished his shower, he dried off and quickly pulled on his fresh pair of boyshort panties for the day and rushed back to the main room. But he was disappointed to see that Ava had already gotten dressed. Maybe tomorrow he'd need to make an effort to wake up a little earlier, and maybe he'd even be able to steal a peek of her while she showered...
While he'd missed the chance to see Ava parading around the room in her bra and panties, Ashley had to admit that what she was currently wearing was nearly as hot. Her teal and purple yoga pants with intricate diamond patterns that pulled in and dazzled the eye looked to be glued to her body, hugging and accentuating every curve from her hips down to her calves. And up top she was sporting a coordinating purple sports bra with hot pink spaghetti straps that looked to be fighting for dear life to contain her amazing rack. He involuntarily swallowed as his mouth filled with saliva at the sight.
"Let's go Ashley, we don't have all day for you to dance around in your cute little panties," Ava said impatiently, "Fortunately I picked up a few tops for you to wear yesterday at the store, and with your hips you should be fine to wear my extra yoga pants."
Ashley hurried over to the bed, noticing with some embarrassment that the stiffy he'd grown upon seeing Ava was bouncing in his panties, quickly pulling on the pants to hide his shame. He was surprised at how well they fit him, sliding up his smooth hairless legs like they were made for him. He couldn't resist checking out his booty in the mirror, smiling to himself when he saw how the tight elastic material lifted and separated his cheeks, giving them a very satisfying bounce. Next he grabbed the top that Ava had purchased for him. It was a bright pink racerback tank with the word "Juicy" written across the front, and he paused, holding it uncertainly in his hands.
"Is there something wrong sweetie?"
"No mom, it's just, isn't this a little girly?"
"I mean, of course it is, but you're looking at this all wrong. Those big strong guys can wear tees and polos and really whatever they want because with their bodies it looks great. But your body is so much more like a girl's, of course you'll look better if you wear clothes that are made for your body. It's just like how your new panties make your little package look so much cuter. Trust mommy sweetie. Put on the top."
Ashley didn't really know how to respond to that, but he trusted Ava, and he figured that if he ever wanted to be with a woman like her, he should listen to what she liked. It was a little awkward wiggling into it, but soon he was wearing his new sporty outfit and looking to his mother for her approval.
"See? Oh you look so cute in that," Ava said as she walked up to Ashley and started running her hands up and down his sides. "It really shows off your lean, toned arms and shoulders, and it pulls together in the middle to emphasize your waist, which makes your hips and that plump little backside of your pop even more. Oh, but that's a problem..."
"What is it? What's wrong?"
"Oh, its your panties," Ava explained as she lightly traced her fingers over Ashley's tight pants. "I should have told you, you can't have panty lines showing with pants like these, that's why I prefer to just go commando."
"You're not wearing panties?" Ashley asked incredulously.
"Of course not, here, feel for yourself," Ava said as she took Ashley's hands and placed them on her hips.
Ashley froze in shock, staring unbelieving into Ava's eyes as he started to move his hands around, feeling all over his mother's hips and working his fingers into her ass.
"Satisfied?" Ava asked mischievously. "Not a panty line to be found. Now take yours off so we can get going to that private session you booked us."
Ashley was too flustered from groping her ass to disobey, but Ava didn't show any signs of turning around to give him privacy. He turned in place and bent over as he pulled his pants and his panties down over his legs, quickly discarded his panties, and pulled the pants back up, snugly tucking his protesting erection down between his legs. He thought it would feel weird, but instead it felt like coming home. As if his body, and especially his booty, had been made for the pants that were hugging his every curve.
Ava and Ashley headed straight for the spa, not even bothering to check if Ashley's bags had been found first. Ava had offered, but Ashley was so eager to get back to the spa and have another of those delicious coconut milk drinks they served that he said it was fine and he was sure they'd let them know when it was found. Unfortunately the attendant at the front desk informed him that it took some time to prepare the beverage as it was prepared fresh on demand for spa clients, but she assured him with a smile that as soon as her staff were finished making it she would let him know. Ashley and Ava were led into a small yoga studio, where Ashley was immediately taken aback by the sauna-like environment.
"You ready for a hot yoga session with your mom?" Ava asked as the sweat started to bead on their foreheads.
"Um, I guess? Why do they keep it so hot in here?"
"It helps to cleanse your body of toxins and it's really amazing for improving flexibility. Besides, a lot of people find that getting all hot and bothered really 'primes their engines,' if you know what I mean."
Before Ashley could answer, their instructor entered the room.
"Namaste, I am Yogi Ajani," he said in a rumbling baritone, "welcome to my hot yoga session. You are welcome to remove whatever clothes you wish, as we seek together to find spiritual enlightenment and release ourselves from the earthly ties which restrain us."
As he finished speaking, Ajani shrugged off the robe covering his body, revealing that he was wearing nothing but a tight pair of short trunks underneath. Ashley and Ava gawked openly at the perfection of his body, tall and powerfully built with rippling toned muscles under his dark chocolate skin. His shorts did nothing to disguise the large bulge contained within, and Ashley found himself wondering what it would look like if it ever happened to slip out.
"Well, I suppose if that's how your class is run then we could..." Ava said as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her pants and started to slide them down.
"Moooommmm!" Ashley protested weakly, not believing that he was giving up his chance to see his mom doing yoga in the nude, but also unwilling to join her and let this man see him like that.
"Oh right sweetie, sorry, I forgot you were there for a moment. Please, Yogi Ajani, mold our bodies as you wish."
In short order he made good on her request, moving between his two students and guiding them through pose after pose. Ashley struggled and sweated, trying and failing to make his body move the way he was told, unable to take his eyes off Ava as she sweated alongside him. He imagined licking the droplets off of her as the ran down the sides of her face, along her beautiful neck, and down into her cleavage. But every time he looked at her, Ajani was right there, pressing his body into hers and running his hands along her as he complimented her form and guided her deeper into her positions. Ava's moans aroused Ashley even further, and from the damp spot he saw spreading in her crotch he could see that she was enjoying herself. Jealousy welled deep within him watching this stranger touching Ava in the way he wanted to touching her, making her feel the way he wanted to make her feel.
"This is stupid! I can't do it!" Ashley finally shouted petulantly.
"You must let the toxic energy release from your body and open yourself to something new," Ajani said in a warm tone. "Here, allow me to help you."
The yogi guided Ashley down to lay on his front, then upwards into cobra pose.
"Imagine yourself as you wish to be, breathe deeply, then release your breath, allowing all that holds you back to leave you."
To his surprise Ashley found himself imagining he was in bed with Ava, curled up with her as they both wore matching bras and panties, but instead of taking him how cute he looked in his she was staring at him with bedroom eyes that promised forbidden pleasures. He exhaled slowly as he prepared himself for their first tender kiss, then suddenly felt something hard and warm pressing into him from behind.
"Good, now open yourself to the new energy entering your body, do not resist it."
As Ajani spoke he straddled Ashley and sat directly atop his hot, sweaty, plump ass in his tight yoga pants. The yogi's bulge was nestled directly between Ashley's cheeks, triggering him to instantly clench down on the foreign invader, squeezing futilely as he tried to force it away. But Ajani just worked it in deeper as he hooked his bare feet behind Ashley's knees and forced them outward, nearly putting him into the splits.
"Ava, Ashley needs your support, come stand in front of him in Tree pose to give him strength to open himself."
Ava did as she was told, standing just inches in front of her son's straining face, lifting one foot to rest against her other knee, and raising her arms into a diamond around her head. Ashley struggled to slide his legs back, but could not force the larger and stronger Ajani to move an inch. Then he smelled the rich aroma of Ava's sweat and juices, opening his eyes to see her perfect foot in front of him. He breathed in deeply and found his center, willing himself to relax and to stop fighting what was happening to him.
"Good, good. Now release all that holds you back and look to the skies, asking the goddess of the island to make you her own."
As Ajani spoke he took a fistful of Ashley's hair and pulled his head back. He was now forced to look up into the warm eyes of his mother staring down at him over her large breasts, the light behind forming a halo around her head. In that moment Ashley felt deep inside that truth that she was his goddess and he wished only to be hers. Suddenly it was as if something inside of him released and his legs slid forward into a full split as his cheeks engulfed his yogi's bulge. For one beautiful moment Ashley stared deeply into Ava's eyes as he felt every throbbing heartbeat pounding from that bulge, through his ass, and into his own heart. No longer did he feel jealousy, only gratitude and wonder.
A minute later the door opened and the receptionist announced that Ashley's drink was ready in the front. He pulled himself together as Ava said she'd continue her session, and followed the receptionist back to the front. Something about the way his hips had popped made it difficult to walk how he normally did, instead it was much easier to keep his feet closer in line and to allow his hips to sway. The motion made him remember the feeling of Ajani's bulge pressing into him from behind, and Ashley realized with a start that Ava wasn't the only one sporting a wet spot between her legs.
At the front desk Ashley nearly lunged for the offered coconut, parched from his hot yoga class and eager to taste the creamy coconut milk again. It seemed fuller than last time, and thicker and creamier too, but he put that down to his thirst and started pounding it down, not stopping to savor the taste until he reached the dregs and started scooping out the last bits with his fingers and licking them clean.
"Goodness you certainly seem to enjoy that, would you like us to have another ready for you before your next yoga session tomorrow morning?"
Ashley's mouth watered at the thought.
"Next session? I thought it was a one time thing?"
"Dalena felt so badly about our mistake that she wanted to give you a second session. Shall I have your drink ready for you? I can ask the staff about a larger size if you would like."
"Yes please!" Ashley blurted out before realizing that he'd just also agreed to another yoga session with Ajani. He'd assumed their instructor would be a hot yoga chick, but at least he'd have Ava to look at, and he had to admit that he did feel really, really good after yoga and his drink. His body was tingly and warm even after having been out of the sauna room for several minutes. He started walking back feeling like he was in a dream, and wondering if Ajani would help him through another pose before their session ended. But when he walked in the door his mouth dropped.
Ava was kneeling on all fours with her back curving downward, pressing her ass up into the air, and behind her grinding in from behind was Ajani. Both were coated in sweat and Ava was groaning in ecstacy as she sank deeper and deeper into her stretch while the yogi ground his clearly hardening bulge from down between her thighs, up along her ass, and finally resting atop it. The motion was gradually causing her pants to slide downwards, revealing the top of her cheeks to Ashley's shocked eyes.
"Surrender yourself into Cow pose, and embrace your motherhood, giver of milk and life," Ajani rolled in his infuriatingly smooth voice before looking up to see Ashley. "Ah good, you may aid Ava in her opening as she aided you in yours, assume Child's Pose before her."
A part of Ashley wanted to protest, and another part wanted to watch this beautifully powerful man grinding against his mother, but basking in the spiritual afterglow of his own awakening and still feeling a little tipsy from chugging his coconut cream, he found himself instead dreamily kneeling in front of Ava, extending his arms out to her as he folded in half and sat on his ankles, prostrating himself before her. He felt foolish for an instant, but then he felt her hands take hold of his resting on the ground, bracing herself against him as if for strength, and he found pride in his position instead. He remained still for several long breaths, kneeling and holding his head to the ground to support his beautiful mother as she rocked back and forth in her position above him from Ajani's grinding assistance.
"Now feel your true position, mother on top supported by her child below, all is as it should be. Feel the rightness of it deep inside you."
"Oh my god, I can feel it," Ava moaned. And in that moment, Ashley could feel it too. After years of floating through life without finding purpose he now felt that he'd found his.
"Now Ashley," Ajani continued, his normally smooth voice starting to betray a hint of tension, "Move into Melting Heart pose as I taught you before to take your final position beneath your mother."
Ashley obeyed automatically, lifting his backside until his ass was pointing into the air and sliding his head and upper body forwards between Ava's arms. Her heavy breasts swinging beneath her came to rest on the back of his head, still swaying back and forth as her whole body rocked from the grinding thrusts Ajani tirelessly delivered. Her hands lifted and took hold of Ashley's cheeks, her fingers digging in firmly and pulling them apart, reminding him of the feeling of Ajani forcibly splitting him wide open as his bulge nestled in like an oversized hot dog in a soft white bun. He wished for a moment that it was him that was being mounted and guided by the powerful yogi, but then he heard Ava's needy moans above and he was just glad to be there to support her as she was guided into her true position.
Ashley entered into a near hypnotic state as even with his eyes directed to the floor he was overwhelmed with powerful sensations. With every thrust from Ajani driving Ava deeper into her position he heard the soft sound of their flesh pressing together coupled with rising moans from his mother above. At the same time, with each thrust Ashley felt Ava's heavy breasts sliding forward, then back, along his head and neck, which were soon covered in dripping sweat from above. Finally, with every shuddering thrust Ava dug her fingers more deeply into the soft and tender cheeks of Ashley's upraised ass. At first the squeezing massage felt good, then it started to hurt as her nails dug in over and over with increasing intensity, then it started to feel even better as Ashley was overwhelmed by the blended sensation of pain and pleasure emanating from his backside. He imagined what Ava must look like, feeling himself growing harder and harder in his borrowed yoga pants. It had been days since he'd had the chance to jerk off and spending every minute with his hot mom was driving him mad with lust. Ashley didn't want to cum in his pants, but he couldn't help giving in to the heat of the moment and felt himself edging closer and closer to release as Ava gripped his surprisingly sensitive ass and seemed to be moving to a moment of her own as her moans crescendoed.
Finally Ava let out one final climaxing moan, digging her nails into Ashley's ass so hard that he involuntarily yelped in pain, then she released, lifting her hands off and her body up, removing the pressure of her tits on his back. Ashley shuddered on the edge of release, tensing as the energy in his body rose, then moaning helplessly at it subsided, leaving him twitching in unsatisfied need as the dull ache in his swollen balls resumed tenfold. His concern about cumming in his borrowed yoga pants evaporated into the ether as he thrust into the air struggling to find the final bit of stimulation that would allow him to finish, but it was too late, and Ashley could only lay there in his prone kneeling condition as Ava stood up.
It took a minute for Ashley to gather himself enough to stand, and when he did he saw that Ava was wrapped tightly in the arms of their yogi, nuzzling her head into his chest as she thanked him over and over for helping her to really open herself to the new position and broadening her spiritual horizons. But what really grabbed his gaze was Ava's backside. Ashley had noticed when he'd reentered the yoga studio that Ajani's grinding thrusts to help Ava deeper into the position had been causing her yoga pants to creep slightly downwards, exposing the very top of her booty. But apparently his continued assistance as Ashley had knelt in support of her had caused them to continue sliding, and now they just barely cupped the bottom of her cheeks, exposing nearly her entire juicy ass. The studio was so warm that Ava didn't even seem to have noticed that she was effectively mooning her own son, and as he stared Ashley felt himself starting to move forward, yearning to touch the beauty before him, perhaps even to lick it clean of the sheen of perspiration reflecting on it.
But then he saw a pair of large black hands reach down around her curves, grab the waistband of her yoga pants, and carefully pull them back up until she was entirely covered. Ashley's eyes darted upwards where they met Ajani's gaze looking back down at him, a smug smile on his face as he subtly shook his head while hugging his mother back with his strong hands on her now covered ass. Ashley froze, his face blushing beet red as he realized that the yogi had seen what he was about to do and that he had no choice but to let this stranger manhandle his own mother in front of him.



Finally Ava broke of her hug and turned to Ashley, her face equally flushed with excitement.
"Oh sweetie, isn't hot yoga just wonderful? I swear I feel like a new woman afterwards, and Ajani was such a marvelous yogi. You should thank him for opening your spirit and truly helping you to find your new positions."
"Ummm, thanks..." Ashley mumbled while looking down at his feet.
"No, not like that silly," Ava said with a laugh, "This is a place of physical and spiritual connection, here, thank our yogi properly."
Ashley was caught off guard as Ava delivered a firm push to his back, causing him to stumble clumsily right into Ajani's waiting arms. He suddenly found his whole body pressed into the massive wall of toned flesh that was their instructor, held in place by the set of powerful arms that wrapped around him and made him feel suddenly safe and secure. His face was pressed into Ajani's bare chest, and with every breath he inhaled his deep musky scent. Everything was so warm, and he was still aroused from nearly having gotten off earlier, and the coconut milk was swirling inside him, and he could feel the remarkable bulge of Ajani's manhood pressing into his sternum. In the heat of the moment Ashley surrendered, wrapping his arms around his yogi's midsection and mumbling out sincere thanks for their session. When Ava finally peeled him away Ashley felt like he was walking through a dream. The pair freshened up, then Ava took his hand in hers and lead him back out into the Pink Lotus resort.
They enjoyed a light lunch, then spent the rest of the afternoon together relaxing and enjoying the various amenities of the resort. Through it all Ava naturally took the lead and Ashley followed. Since their practice date the night before they'd gotten into the habit of holding hands as they walked, but it was always Ava extending her hand for Ashley to take, and Ava gently leading him along to wherever they went next. Ashley reflected on their yoga session and the overwhelming feeling of purpose that had overcome him as he assumed the position of supporting his beautiful mother. It felt right, to put himself beneath her and to focus on her needs and desires first, he was just happy to be along for the ride with such a beautiful woman by his side. As evening approached Ashley mentioned that he was excited for their second date, prompting a laugh from Ava.
"A second date? I thought that was a one-time thing to get you a little practice and build up your confidence."
"Well yeah, but you said you had fun right? And we're going to be having dinner together anyway, so I just thought that..."
"Oh, sweetie, bless your little heart," Ava said as she turned and took Ashley's face in her hands. "Of course I had fun with you. But is that really what you want? To be dating your old mom?"
Ashley nodded vigorously, then paused awkwardly. "I mean, just for fun, and because I can really use the practice. And you're not old mom, you're beautiful, the most beautiful woman I've ever known."
"Alright then you little flirt, just for practice." Ava extended her arm, offering it to Ashley. "Would you do me the honor of being my date for dinner tonight?"
Ashley took her arm naturally, without thinking, then paused and looked up to her. "I would love to. But, do you think that maybe for tonight I could take the boy role? I mean, last night was fun, but shouldn't I practice taking the lead?"
"No, I think not," Ava said firmly as she led Ashley back to their suite. "You know thinking of it as the 'boy' role and the 'girl' role is really outdated when you think about it. It's really more about who has the more naturally dominant personality and who is the more natural submissive. I know you're the boy here, but tell me honestly, which of us would you say is the natural dominant?"
Ashley thought for a long moment, struggling to fight with the evident truth. "You are mom."
"Good, I'm glad you can see that, and there's nothing at all wrong with being more naturally submissive, honestly, I'm guessing that your type is strong, powerful women, am I right?"
Ashley had never really thought about it before as he would have taken any woman he could get, but after spending so much time with Ava he was forced to agree and nodded his head.
"Then why would we waste time letting you practice the traditional male role when that isn't what you want anyway? Trust me, this makes far more sense. Now let's get freshened up so I can take you out to dinner sweetie."
Back in their suite Ashley decided to remain in his yoga clothes as he didn't exactly have a wide selection of outfits to choose from, but Ava wanted to dress up. She made him look away as she stripped out of her clothes and into a bra and panties, but then she let him turn around and watch while she tried on a few different dresses. Seeing his mom in just her bra and panties drove Ashley wild, but she reminded him that they had to get more comfortable around each other if they were going to stay in the Honeymoon Suite together all month.
Their second date went much like the first. Ava took the lead, pulling out Ashley's chair, ordering both of their meals, and driving the conversation. Ashley loved every minute of it, not having to think too hard or make his own choices, just getting to bask in Ava's glow and enjoy good food and better conversation at their private beach side table as they shared a bottle of chilled champagne. Maybe he didn't need to worry about being the 'boy', if he could find a woman like this to make him hers. But a nagging doubt remained at the back of his mind having seen Ava with Ajani and other staff members at the Pink Lotus. They certainly had no shortage of dominant energy, and he'd seen the way that Ava melted into their arms. Were there really women that wanted a submissive guy like him, or did he need to be more like them?
On the way back to their suite at the end of the date, Ashley finally got up the nerve to ask the question that had been bouncing around in his head the whole meal.
"Mom, let's say I wanted to be more dominant, how would I do it?"
"Sweetie, I don't think it's something you can really practice. Some people have that confident aggressive energy, and others just don't."
"But like right now, if I'd just taken a girl on a date and it had gone well, and I wanted to show that confident energy, what would I do? Ask her for a kiss?"
"Hmm, if I'd taken someone on a second date, and we were really connecting," Ava said with a smile as she turned to face Ashley. "I'm not going to ask for a kiss, I'm going to take them like this and..."
As she spoke Ava wrapped her arms around Ashley and swept him off his feet, pulling him suddenly into her body in a way that left him scrabbling for footing. Then she leaned down, taking advantage of the additional inches of height her high heels gave her over her slightly shorter son, and planted her lips firmly on his. Ashley struggled for a moment, still off balance and trying to get his feet under him, then melted back into Ava's arms as she held him in a long, lingering kiss. Her lips felt so soft and warm, and he could smell her perfume swirling around his head as he surrendered himself to her, slowly moving his lips in response to hers. He had no way of knowing how long it had been when she finally broke away and looked down into his eyes as they reopened.
"That's the kind of dominant energy that can't be taught, sweetie. But thank you for another lovely date. Now let's get ready for bed."
Ava once again wore her forest green romper, but she insisted that Ashley wear new pajamas as the satin shorts she'd given him had dried crusty stains on the inside from the 'wet dream' Ashley had had the night before. Ashley was too embarrassed to admit that he hadn't had a wet dream, and that the stains were the result of the uncontrollable streams of precum he'd oozed last night due to Ava's thigh rubbing over his crotch as she enjoyed the smoothness of their legs, so he took the pink satin romper she offered him without complaint, noting that at least it still sorta had shorts built into it and wasn't really any girlier than the clothes he'd been wearing all day. And besides, Ava seemed to really like the idea of them matching.
And so just a few days after arriving at the Pink Lotus as his mother's honeymoon plus one, Ashley found himself spooning her in their shared bed while wearing a borrowed pink satin romper that he had to admit felt divine against his now smooth skin. Ava's ass was nestled firmly into Ashley's crotch, but was surprised to find that in spite of his now constant state of arousal he was only sporting a half-chub. He was as horny as he'd ever been in his life, and his blue balls ached for relief, but he guessed that after being so aroused for so long his penis must be exhausted. Any worry on that front was quickly forgotten as he relaxed into his position, enjoying cuddling Ava as had become their nightly routine.
His hand was draped loosely over her, fingertips brushing against the soft fabric loosely hanging against her tummy, as he ruminated on what she'd said about dominant energy. Was it really something you were either born with or didn't have? Ashley tried to think of what Ajani or the other black studs at the Pink Lotus would do if they were in his position. They wouldn't just be laying there, they'd be grabbing at Ava, taking her body, seizing what they wanted. They'd be grabbing her big tits and squeezing them, making her moan. But he couldn't do that, could he? He didn't dare. But her breasts were right there, just inches from his hands. It would be so easy to just...
Suddenly finding his courage, Ashley quickly moved his hand up and took hold of Ava's boob through her romper, marveling at it's size as his delicate hand couldn't even get halfway around it. He'd never touched a girl's boobs before, and now he was squeezing the most perfect one he'd ever seen. But just as quickly as Ashley found his courage, he lost it, panicking at what he'd just done and frantically starting to pull his hand down and away. But just as he did Ava's hand caught his and pressed it firmly back down to her chest.
"Mmmmm, that's nice sweetie," Ava mumbled sleepily. "thanks for cuddling with me, goodnight."
Ashley wasn't sure what to do. His initial panic at what Ava would do melting into confusion that she seemed to have no issue with him touching her that way. And based on the firm pressure with which she held his hand in place wasn't actually willing to let him stop. Under the pressure of her hand he couldn't really move his, even to squeeze or massage her breast, and was forced to hold it still, pressed deeply into her soft chest even as he felt her nipple hardening under his palm. Somehow with her hand holding his in place the situation had shifted from him confidently making a move to her exerting her understated dominance, and instead of a sexual advance it felt more like he was continuing in the role their yoga session and their date had made clear he belonged in: supporting his beautiful mother.
~~~~~ Day 4: They're Just Boobs ~~~~~
The next morning Ashley didn't awaken suddenly, instead gradually coming conscious in slow stages like he was floating gently through warm pink clouds. He was vaguely aware of a warm and comforting presence next to him, soft curves pressing against his body and under his hand. Then the presence pulled away, pressing him further towards wakefulness as he mourned the loss and wished subconsciously to remain cocooned together forever. The smell of her lingered, and he buried his face in her pillow, breathing in her divine scent, salving his wounded soul in her absence. Then he heard the rushing of water as the shower turned on, and Ashley came fully awake as he recalled the idea he'd had the previous morning of waking up earlier to peek on his mother as she showered.
He hesitated in bed for a moment, listening to the running water while imagining what Ava's voluptuous MILF body would look like, slick and wet with water dripping all around it. He had to see. Even if she was his mother, she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever known, and the kiss she'd given him last night had been the most perfect moment of his life. He knew that they couldn't actually be together in the way he wanted deep inside, but he could dream and at least take a look, and maybe he could even finally deal with his blue balls after days of always being together.
Ashley slipped out of bed and slid the spaghetti straps of his pink satin romper back up on his shoulders as he walked past Ava's matching forest green romper in a heap on the floor. Even though it felt a little weird at first, he had to admit that the girly pajamas were really, really comfortable, and he liked the way the satin brushed against his newly sensitive hairless skin, especially around his chest. Lost in thought, Ashley wasn't paying enough attention, and bumped into the nightstand, clattering things around.
"Ashley sweetie, is that you?" Ava called out from the shower as she shut the water off. "Be a dear and see if Mommy's package is at the door, you may open it and lay my things out on the bed while I towel off."
Ashley cursed his bad luck, but obeyed without hesitation, walking over to the front door of their suite and opening it to pickup the waiting package from the resort store. He didn't realize until after he was walking back to the bed with it that if anyone had been looking they would have seen him wearing his mother's lingerie as pajamas. He quickly opened the package and laid out the clothes inside on the bed as he'd been instructed. There were two pairs of booty shorts made from a turquoise fabric with a bright floral print of red and yellow roses, hibiscus, and other tropical flowers. All around they had hot pink trim on the hem and waistband, and Ashley couldn't wait to see Ava wearing them. There were also two matching hot pink sports bras, although only one looked like it could contain Ava's huge tits. He'd just finished getting everything laid out on their bed when Ava emerged from the bathroom tightly wrapped up in her bathrobe.
"Thank you sweetie, I'm so glad to see the clothes I ordered us arrived so soon!"
"For us?" Ashley gulped nervously, realizing suddenly why one of the sports bras was so small. "I can't wear those!"
"Don't be such a stick in the mud, of course you can! We have our second hot yoga session today, and remember how sweaty we got in our regular workout clothes? Now, you may go take your shower while I get dressed, then you'll try these on so I can see how they fit you. Chop chop, we don't want to be late!"
Ashley scurried to the bathroom and stepped out of his satin romper and into the shower. He could not believe that Ava was going to make him wear that outfit, but at the same time he was excited to see her wearing it. Those shorts were tight and high cut enough that she have half her ass hanging out. And he was sure that Ajani would approve of them. He started imagining wearing those shorts while being guided into poses by the powerful yogi, their bodies pressing together in the warmth of the yoga studio. Ashley raised one hand to his chest, massaging at the swollen area that he thought must have been from yesterday's without, then reached his other soapy hand down to his stiff erection, determined to finally relieve the pressure. But then he heard Ava's voice calling to him from her makeup table, telling him to hurry up or they'd be late. Grumbling to himself, Ashley shut off the water and toweled off, putting on his robe then turning to see the biggest surprise of his young life.
Ava was sitting in front of the mirror applying her foundation while wearing her new floral booty shorts and nothing else. Her perfect breasts were fully exposed, jutting out from her chest with just the perfect degree of stately sagging, showing their plush softness even as they remained near-impossibly perky for their size and her age. They were squeezed between her arms as she continued to casually put on her makeup, forming a deep valley of cleavage, and in the center of each was a perfect pink nipple, large as such things go, but small given the overall size of her breasts, and just right to make Ashley's mouth water.
"Mom... You're ummmm... You're not wearing a top right now," Ashley finally managed to blurt out while forcing himself to turn away his lustful gaze.
"Oh right, I meant to mention that," Ava replied casually as if nothing were out of the ordinary. "I know we'd agreed on wearing at least our underwear around the room, but sports bras are just so constricting when you have big tits like me, you wouldn't understand with that flat chest of yours. So I decided that just panties would be fine for the two of us."
"So... you're fine with me seeing your breasts?" Ashley asked tentatively as he slowly turned back to face Ava.
"Of course I am sweetie, it's so silly how much society sexualizes them, they're just boobs. There wasn't anything sexual about you cuddling Mommy's boob last night, that was just you being sweet as always. Here, if it helps, you can touch them now if you'd like."
Ashley couldn't believe what he was hearing, but he also couldn't let an opportunity like that pass. He stepped forwards slowly, as if wary of a trap, his eyes fixed on Ava's bare chest. She stood to face him, her breasts jiggling hypnotically as she did, and he extended his arms out, coming just shy of touching them. Ava eventually grew impatient, and took each of her son's delicate hands in her own, pressing them into herself.
"See, they're just boobs," she said with a laugh. "And if you think about it, I grew them for you, why shouldn't you get to see them and hold them? Besides, it's not like they're really all that different from your chest, just a bigger version of the same body part."
As Ava spoke she snaked her arms into Ashley's bathrobe, traced her fingers over his chest, and lightly scraped her fingernails against his nipples. They'd grown puffy and sensitive over the past few days, with the skin around them seeming warm and swollen. The touch sent sparks of electricity surging through Ashley's body, causing him to moan at the sensation. His reaction just made Ava want to play with him more, clamping his sensitive nipples between her fingers and pulling.
"See sweetie, there's nothing sexual about them, they're just boobs. Now go get dressed, and I'll see you in a minute when I'm done with my makeup."
Ashley walked away quickly, eager to hide his sudden boner and wondering when his chest had gotten so sensitive and why having his nipples pinched had made him suddenly so erect. His penis had been acting so strangely, thankfully not getting too hard even when holding his mom's bare tits in spite of how horny he was, but then immediately standing tall between the folds of his robe as soon as she repaid the favor and played with his nipples.
Knowing that he couldn't very well wear panties with his new shorts without showing off his panty lines (or, honestly, showing off his panties with how high the legs were cut on the shorts), Ashley decided to again do without and stepped directly into them, tucking his dwindling erection back and away into the thankfully strongly elastic fabric. Then he turned over his new sports bra in his hands. In a way it wasn't that different than the racerback tank he'd worn the day before, just revealing a little more skin, but in another way it was entirely different. Tanks could be for boys or girls, even if the cute one he'd worn yesterday had been a definitely girly cut. But bras were for girls. Girls with boobs. And even though Ava had said that their chests were really the same thing, just in different sizes, he wasn't ready to accept that.
He was still turning his new bra over in his hands and pondering when he heard Ava walking in behind him and turned around to see. She was absolutely radiant, with her hair and makeup fully done and still wearing nothing but her new booty shorts. Ashley hadn't really gotten the chance to see them with her sitting, but now he could see how tightly they stretched across her and how high they were cut on the sides, exposing her legs nearly up to her hips. And her breasts. Oh goddess her breasts. They'd been beautiful when she was sitting still, but now swaying and jiggling freely with her every step, Ashley felt his heart leap as he instantly knew he'd never seen anything so beautiful before in his life.



"You know, I said it was fine for you to look at my tits sweetie," Ava said in a playfully scolding tone, "But maybe you could look me in the eyes every once in a while too."
"Oh, sorry Mom," Ashley said as he struggled to pull his eyes up to meet hers. "It's just that you look hot. Like really hot."
"Awww, you're so sweet buttering me up like that, you look hot too you know, those shorts look great on you, spin around and let me see that cute little tush of yours."
Ashley did as he was told, turning for Ava to inspect and jumping a little when she delivered a playful swat to the exposed underside of his cheeks.
"Love it, and I'm sure Ajani will too. Now, let's finish getting dressed and we can go meet up with him!"
Ava pulled on her sports bra and carefully arranged her breasts inside it, then looked at Ashley expectantly as he continued to hold his in his hands.
"Come on sweetie, put your bra on so we can get going," Ava said impatiently.
"Mom, do I have to?" Ashley protested.
"Yes, of course you do. Your little boy boobies may not be handfuls, but you still can't just go out topless."
"Boy boobies!?! What the hell mom?"
"Look at yourself Ashley, you've got to admit you've got a little jiggle there on your chest, and I'm not saying it's a bad thing, I think they're kinda cute. And to be honest I bet you'd find a nice supportive bra to be comfy."
"Okay, this is insane. I don't need any support, I can just wear my shirt from yesterday."
Ava pouted, jutting out her lower lip and batting her eyes at Ashley.
"Please sweetie, can you do it for me? I know you've already done so much for me on this trip, and I've had such a lovely time with you, but you know I've always wanted a daughter, and since you've been dressing so much more cutely I thought it would be fun for us to wear matching outfits, just for today."
That was a lot for Ashley to take in and process. He had gone along with wearing gradually girlier clothes initially from necessity and then from the steady stream of positive affirmations from his mother. And to be honest, once he'd gotten over the stigma, he'd actually enjoyed it. But hearing that Ava imply that he could be like a daughter to her made him uneasy. He'd been happier than ever before the past few days as their relationship grew into something new and beautiful, but in his heart he secretly hoped for it to continue evolving into something romantic, not acting like the daughter she wished for. But maybe if it brought him closer to Ava then it was worth it?
"If you do it for me then we can go on a third date," Ava offered. "You know that's a special one..."
Ashley's mind short-circuited at the implication, and without hesitation he pulled on his first bra. It was awkward and difficult to get the strange piece of clothing over his head and shoulders, but Ava was right there to help him, and in short order the two were fully dressed in their matching outfits. They set off walking across the resort, holding hands as they usually did now, and Ashley swiftly noticed two things.
First, unsurprisingly Ava was right. While he still didn't like the idea of him having 'boy boobies', there was no denying that his chest was swollen and tender and his nipples had grown puffy and sensitive with odd hard lumps underneath, and even if they weren't boobs it turned out that having them snugly supported in a soft, comfortable bra did feel nice. Second, Ashley noticed that he was starting to attract attention, especially from the large black men in their tight white uniforms that staffed the Pink Lotus. He was used to all eyes, but especially men's, being fixed on his hot mom when they walked together, but he was pretty sure that now at least a handful of them were actually checking him out! Ava had said he looked hot, and with the natural sway in his step ever since Ajani had helped to open his hips he could feel his booty swaying as he walked. At first Ashley's reaction was to get upset as he always did when mistaken for a girl, but then he started to enjoy the attention. It's not like he'd ever actually do anything with the guys checking him out, but in a way it was kinda flattering, and he found himself deliberately adding a little extra sway to his steps to give them a show. Those manly hunks with their big bulges on display would be so embarrassed to know they were checking out a dude's ass!
When they arrived at the spa the receptionist greeted them with a smile and presented Ashley with a coconut filled to the brim with his warm, frothy, creamy drink. He slipped his hand from Ava's and rushed forward to take it, eagerly tilting his head back and downing the first half in one long swallowing chug before coming up for air. Ashley looked back sheepishly at Ava as she chided him for his unladylike behavior and wiped the residual cream from around his mouth before holding out her fingers for him to lick clean. The eroticism of that act combined with the usual rush of energy he felt from the coconut cream drink made Ashley let the 'unladylike' comment pass without complaint, although he did take care to enjoy the rest of his beverage as the receptionist led them to the yoga studio in smaller sips. Before they stepped into the room Ashley thanked her for having the drink ready, and she offered that she could have another prepared for after his yoga session if he'd like. He eagerly accepted her offer, regretting his rudeness to towards her when they first met.
Ajani was waiting for them when they entered the studio, greeting each with a 'Namaste'. He was once again wearing a pair of skin-fitting trunks that left little to the imagination other than just how far his bulge would extend if released from their confines, and he praised Ava and Ashley on their choice of outfits as they would be able to get the most from their hot yoga session if they were wearing as little as possible. He explained that the progressions he'd planned for them today were usually used for couples yoga, but that he thought given the special bond that Ava and Ashley clearly shared they would take well to the intimacy.
What followed was a blur of hot breath and warm sweaty flesh as Ajani moved Ava and Ashley through position after position. As the flower from movement to movement, Ashley and Ava's bodies were entwined in every configuration, each supporting the other. And at every step Ajani was there, guiding them deeper with his strong hands. His touch set Ashley's heart racing, his swollen hips and chest had grown so sensitive and the yogi didn't seem to care for personal boundaries, lifting, pressing, and holding whatever part of his student's bodies he needed to correct their stance. From his close proximity Ashley could tell that Ava felt the same way, her eyes rolling back as she melted into Ajani's strong touch. But as the session went on, Ajani faded further and further into the background of their minds, as Ashley and Ava became entirely focused on one another, connecting on the physical level but also the spiritual as they gazed deeply into each other's eyes. In the final pose their faces were just inches apart, and Ashley's thoughts went back to their kiss the night before. He licked his lips and leaned forward slightly, hoping wildly that Ava would kiss him again. Ava meanwhile saw what he wanted and knew that she shouldn't, that last night had been a mistake, but also that her son's lips were so soft and full and he looked so cute waiting there, begging for her. Then the issue was forced by Ajani's hands on the back of each of their heads, pressing them together until their lips met and they each tasted the warm salt of the others perspiration as they kissed.
"Good, good," Ajani said. "The lovers pose should end with affection, even if you are not traditional lovers, it is clear that you share a strong bond together."
Ava finally broke off the kiss, then extricated herself from the pose and turned to thank Ajani for another incredible session.
"I was actually wondering if we could thank you properly tonight over dinner. We have a lovely beach side table, and I'm sure the staff wouldn't mind setting another place if you'd be willing to join us."
"But mom!" Ashley immediately protested. "You promised we would... you know... have our third date if I wore this."
"Oh we will sweetie, that can wait until tomorrow night. Don't be so rude to Ajani, after the spiritual journey he's taken us on. Come now, I insist, you will join us for dinner, won't you?"
"It would be my pleasure," Ajani replied, "to dine with two such beautiful people."
Ashley's only consolation for his shattered plans to have his third date with Ava that night was the warm coconut cream drink waiting for him at the reception desk on their way out of the spa.
That evening as promised the three met for dinner on the beach. Ajani was dressed sharply, wearing a colorful open fronted shirt that showed off his muscular abs and pecs and a tight pair of white linen shorts. Ajani complimented both Ashley and Ava on their tremendous progress in their yoga practice, but then spent most of the rest of the meal focused entirely on Ava, leaving Ashley feeling like the third wheel. He watched like a fly on the wall as Ava laughed and smiled at Ajani's jokes and listened with rapt attention to his stories. On their dates Ava had naturally taken the lead in the conversation, but now she took the back seat, gladly letting Ajani set the tone. At the end of the meal he thanked Ava for her hospitality and offered her his card, letting her know that he offered private lessons if she ever needed to be stretched out.
As they walked back to their suite after bidding Ajani goodnight, Ashley stewed over how the evening had gone, and voiced his frustrations as they entered the room.
"That sucked Mom, I wore the stupid bra for you so that we could..."
His voice gave out as Ava turned to face him and removed her sports bra in one smooth motion, dropping it to the floor.
"Oh thank god," she moaned, "That thing was killing me and the girls needed to breathe! What were you saying sweetie?"
Ashley's mouth went dry as he stared at Ava's exposed breasts, and it took him a minute to gather himself enough to speak.
"Umm, I just thought that we were going to have our third date tonight, but instead you and Ajani were all over each other."
"Aww, did my little guy feel all left out?" Ava cooed. "Come here sweetie."
Ava gathered Ashley close into a hug, pressing her bare breasts against his sports bra. His newly sensitive nipples went hard inside the soft fabric, and he felt like somehow his chest had grown even more swollen during the day.
"Ajani was a lovely dinner companion, but you know that you're my number one relationship right now, don't you? Let's forget the whole thing and just get ready for bed, okay?"
It was impossible to argue with Ava as her breasts short circuited every bit of Ashley's brain, so he simply nodded his head, and the two changed into their matching satin rompers and slipped into bed. They lay there for a few minutes before Ashley broke the silence.
"Can I at least get my goodnight kiss?" he asked petulantly.
Ava responded with a flurry of movement, rolling over on top of Ashley and straddling him. For a moment he thought his wet dreams were coming true, but then Ava hooked her feet between his thighs, forcing his legs out wide, and grasped each of his wrists, pinning his arms above his head in a mad scramble. He reflexively tried to resist, but even though she was only a little taller than him she outweighed him by a decent amount and had the element of surprise, and in seconds she had him fully pinned under her to the bed. Ashley stopped resisting, and Ava started to slowly lean in, causing him to close his eyes and pucker his lips. But then nothing happened.
"Not tonight you greedy little boy," Ava whispered. "You should have been more polite to Mommy's date."
Then Ava relaxed, releasing her hold and snuggling in with half her body laying on top of Ashley's and her head resting on his shoulder.
"Goodnight sweetie," she said sweetly. "Just remember that no matter who Mommy goes on dates with, you're the one that I will always come home to."
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~~~~~ Day 5: Third Date Locked In ~~~~~
The next morning Ashley woke up first with Ava still laying half atop him. He did his best to remain still, not wanting to disturb her and not wanting the feeling of her body pressed firmly against his to end. Ava's words the night before about him being the one she'd come home to echoed in his mind. He wasn't sure exactly where their relationship stood. Clearly it was growing into something much more intimate than a traditional mother/son relationship, but they hadn't put a label on it and for every taboo they broke there was an excuse as to why it wasn't actually a big deal. Sure, they cuddled together in the same bed every night, but that was just because Ava got lonely. They walked around the room wearing nothing but panties, but Ava insisted that boobs weren't really sexual, so it wasn't a big deal. They'd been on two dates, but those were just meant to be practice. They'd kissed but... well, there wasn't really an excuse for that. They'd kissed and as inexperienced as Ashley was he felt sparks in their kisses that went far beyond platonic.
As Ashley was considering all of this, he felt Ava's leg that was resting over top of him slide up. Her steady breathing made it seem as if she was still asleep, just shifting, but the motion dragged her exposed thigh over the soft satin fabric of Ashley's pink romper shorts. A surge of blood flowed into his nether regions as Ashley's body responded naturally to the stimulus. Then Ava's leg slid back downwards, triggering a further response that left Ashley stifling a moan. Before he had a change to recover, her leg slid up one more time, pausing to rest and press it's weight against his struggling erection. Then Ashley heard an amused snort beside him and turned to see Ava eyeing him with a bemused grin.
"What's the matter sweetie, are you trying to push my leg away for some reason?" she asked innocently.
"What? No, I just, it's just, a little sensitive," Ashley protested.
"Awww, Mommy's little guy is sensitive?" Ava asked in a teasing voice as she used her hand to squeeze Ashley's chest, pulling the swollen flesh outwards until she was pinching his puffy nipple in her fingers and twisting it roughly.
With that Ashley wasn't able to stifle his moaning any longer and his erection surged from halfway stiff to painfully hard. But then with an exertion of will Ava forced herself to let him go and slipped out of bed.
"I'm going to go take my shower sweetie, why don't you take care of that morning wood while I'm in the shower, I can give you a little privacy."
Ashley couldn't believe his ears as Ava walked away. Had his mom actually just told him to jerk off? And had she been deliberately teasing him? Whatever, he was horny, he was hard, and he needed to cum. Ashley waited a moment for the sound of the shower to mask his fapping, then slid the shorts of his pink satin romper to the side to free his aching cock and balls and started to stroke. After days trapped with his hot mom without cumming he should have been rock hard, but for some reason he was having a hard time maintaining a full erection. It still felt good, but as he frantically rubbed his half-chub Ashley worried that he might not be able to climax without additional simulation. Fortunately Ava had shown him just the trick he needed when teasing him, and Ashley ran his free hand along his chest, circling his fingers lightly around his still-hard nipple before pinching and twisting it. Again it had the same effect, instantly turbocharging his erection and sending waves of pleasure through his body. That gave Ashley a wicked thought. It was Ava's fault he was so backed up and horny and it was her responsibility to take care of it. He didn't have the nerve to try actually walking in on her in the shower, but he could at least peep on her while he took care of himself.
Ashley quietly got out of bed and carefully tiptoed around the corner, his hard nipples tingling at the sensation of his romper top sliding against his skin. He was rewarded with the perfect view of his mother dripping wet in the shower and facing away from him, water running down her body as his eyes locked on the fat tits he could see bulging out on the sides even from behind and on her beautiful curvy ass. He started jerking off again, imagining being with her, touching her, kissing her, making love to her. But then suddenly in his mind's eye Ajani was there as well, and Ava's focus was turned towards him. It shouldn't have been surprising that that's where his mind went after watching primarily Blacked porn for as long as he could remember, but the shock of that mental image still rocked Ashley, causing him to stumble backwards a step and crash once again into the stupid nightstand he'd bumped into the day before.
"Ashley sweetie, done already?" Ava called out without turning around. "That's great, I could use your help in the shower if you don't mind."
"You could what?" Ashley asked in total shock, weighing that dream scenario against revealing that he hadn't actually managed to finish yet.
"I don't have a scrub brush and with my tits it's just so hard to really wash my back," Ava explained. "Don't worry, we've already seen most of each other at this point, it's not like it really matters. Now don't make me tell you again, strip down and get in here before the water gets cold."
Moving as if in a dream Ashley obeyed. He still hadn't managed to get off, but that hardly mattered compared to the opportunity for a shower with Ava. He slipped the straps of his romper over his shoulders and let it slide down his body, working it over his wide hips and letting it fall to the ground next to Ava's. Then he stepped forward hesitantly, as if worried that this was too good to be true, but no objections came as he stepped into the shower behind Ava, marveling at her beauty up close as he stared at her shimmering wet tanned skin. He was only snapped out of his reverent state of worship by a soapy loofah being handed back over her shoulder.
"Here sweetie, take this and get to work. I haven't been able to give my back a proper wash since we got here."
Ashley did as he was told, gently scrubbing in little circles on Ava's back, feeling the soft touch of her warm skin under his fingertips, starting up at her toned shoulders and gradually working his way down her back, to her narrow waist, and to her curvy hips. His eyes were fixed on her ass, which looked huge up close, especially compared to his still-twitching erection. All it would take was a little half-step forward and he'd be buried between her lush cheeks. Inches from paradise, Ashley continued working his hands downward, sudsing up the top of his mom's booty while working his hands onto her hips, mentally preparing to take the plunge. But just as he worked up the courage, Ava turned, rinsing off her back in the shower as she faced Ashley.
"No need to worry about down there sweetie, I was able to wash that before you came in," she said. Then Ava looked intently at Ashley for a moment before breaking into a laugh. "See, it's not like we had to worry about you seeing anything new joining mommy in the shower, you've already seen my tits and I don't think there's anything that could pry your eyes away from them now."
"Sorry Mom! I didn't mean to stare, I just... you're just...."
"It's fine honey, it's sweet really, you enjoying your old mom's boobs when I'm sure you've seen plenty of girls your age with nicer perkier ones."
"No, yours are the only, I mean, the best, I mean, you're beautiful mom," Ashley said sincerely as he pulled his eyes up to meet Ava's and stared into hers brimming with emotion.
Ava stood under the water staring back into Ashley's eyes for a long moment, his hands were still on her hips from his aborted attempt to try for something from behind and she rested hers on his shoulders.
"Oh Ashley, I'm so glad to be where we are with nothing separating us now, not just physically, but on a deeper level too. I feel as close to you as a mother can be to her child."
"Thanks mom, me too," Ashley answered before finally breaking the soft eye contact they'd held for so long. "I guess I can go ahead and wash myself now if you're done showering."
"Oh nonsense, you washed me, the least I can do is return the favor!"
Ashley tried to protest, secretly hoping that Ava would give him some much needed privacy to finish the deed he'd started earlier while secretly watching her, but she would not be swayed and insisted on 'washing her little boy just like she used to'. At first it was frustrating, as all Ashley could think of was how hard he'd be beating his meat after seeing Ava naked in the shower if she'd only leave. Then it was erotic as Ashley processed that this beautiful woman he'd spent the past several days obsessing over was touching him all over while he stood naked in the heat and steam. Then finally it was tenderly sweet as Ashley realized that while Ava's touches were without boundaries, they weren't intended to arouse, instead gently caressing him in a way that could best be described as platonically romantic. As if they were fully intimate lovers without ever having made love.
When they shower finally finished and they started toweling off Ashley's only consolation in his disappointment was that at least Ava hadn't seemed to notice the erection he'd maintained throughout. Consolation that was dashed to pieces by her next remark.
"My goodness, your little stiffy may be on the smaller side, but it just doesn't seem to ever go down even after you masturbated," Ava said with a laugh as she wrapped her hair in her towel and reached for her robe.
Ashley started to protest that he hadn't managed to finish, but then decided against sharing that personal detail.
"I didn't... I mean, it's not little Mom.... is it?"
"Oh sweetie, I'm sorry, I forgot how sensitive you boys can be about that. Forget I said anything, it's quite the cute little thingy, and you know there are girls out there who like all kinds of different sizes. But do you have this problem often where it won't go down after?"
Ashley demurred and mumbled a noncommittal answer, walking back to the main area to get dressed while Ava did her makeup. He spent a few minutes pacing around, debating what to do. His erection wouldn't go down, not after what he'd just been through, but he also couldn't very well jerk off with Ava just around the corner doing her makeup. He tried putting on a pair of panties, but that only made him more excited and the light fabric had no chance of containing his erection. Finally he did the only thing he could and sat down on the edge of the bed, waiting and hoping for the swelling to go down.
Fifteen minutes later any minor softening Ashley had managed was wiped away in an instant when Ava walked in, her makeup finished, wearing nothing but a thong and a smile.
"I know you saw it all in the shower anyway, but I thought I might as well go on wearing panties around the room and..." Ava paused as she saw Ashley still nude and suffering from the same affliction as before. "Still honey? We have to get dressed and get on with our day, can't you make it go down?"
"No?" Ashley answered uncertainly. "Maybe I can just stay in while you go have fun."
"Or maybe..." Ava paused for a long moment pondering, "I could help you make it go down?"
For the second time that morning Ashley couldn't believe his ears, but Ava continued looking at him as if awaiting an answer, and so he nodded his head.
"Wonderful, I have some experience with problems like this and I'll take care of everything. You just stand up, close your eyes, and give mommy and minute and I'll take care of you."
Ashley stood and closed his eyes tightly as he'd been told, imagining Ava giving him a handjob, or maybe even taking him into her mouth. He heard some rustling sounds in the room and wanted to take a peek, but didn't dare risk ruining his chance at this. After a minute he thought he could hear Ava returning to stand in front of him, then going down to her knees. He felt one of her hands tracing lightly down his thigh, then the other take hold of his still-erect shaft by the base. He couldn't believe she was touching him there, and braced for the warm, wet feeling of her mouth wrapped around his member. But instead what he felt was the pins and needles sensation of sudden shocking cold. Ashley's eyes shot open and looking down he saw Ava gripping the top of his junk and forcing his cock and balls down into an ice bucket filled with sloshing cold water. He tried to pull away, but her grip was too tight and fighting it made her nails dig into his sensitive skin. In a few minutes it was all over, and Ava released her grip while lowering the bucket. Ashley looked down and given that he couldn't feel a thing he was relieved to see that everything was still there, although shrunken smaller than he'd ever been before.
"What the hell was that?"
"You said you needed help getting it down," Ava answered evenly, "and that certainly did the trick. Look how small and soft it is now."
"So that was your big plan, to try to freeze my dick off?"
"No, that was just phase one sweetie, if we leave you like that you'll just pop another erection soon, and I've been dying to put on our swimsuits and hit the beach. That's why you're going to wear this."
Ava produced a small metal contraption in the palm of her hand, and Ashley blushed with shame as he instantly recognized what it was. A few times when he'd gone deep down the rabbit hole of Blacked porn he'd ended up jerking off to videos where the beta white guys had been locked up in chastity, but in his wildest dreams he never thought anybody actually used those things in real life.
"It was a gag gift from one of my bridesmaids at the bachelorette party, 'just in case Greg was disappointing', you see it goes on your penis and..."
"I know what it does Mom!" Ashley sputtered, "But there is no way you're putting that thing on me!"
Ava stood slowly, looking ever so slightly down into her son's eyes as he struggled to maintain his composure and keep his eyes looking up and away from her tits.
"You know I was really looking forward to our third date tonight," Ava offered, "and I know you were too. But if we can't get you dressed then we can't go, and you can't wear any of your new clothes with that thing sticking out. Just do this for me and I promise we'll have a great time together tonight. Please?"
Ashley knew in that moment that he was well and truly over a barrel, and his resistance quickly melted into resignation. There was very little he wouldn't do for Ava at this point, especially with the all-important third date on the line. Ava read her moment of opportunity and dropped back down to her knees, deftly slipping the base ring around her son's still cool balls and pressing his limp cock back behind the flat front until it clicked in place. Then looking up at Ashley with a happy smile, she placed the key in the lock, turned it with a quiet click, and stepped back to admire her handiwork.
The deed done, Ashley stood still for a moment unsure of what to do next. Sensation was returning slowly to his chilled bits, so while he couldn't exactly feel what had happened he was able to pick up on a vague sense of tightness, which was unsurprising as the flat-fronted cage pulled everything back into a nearly smooth line with the downward curve of his abdomen. His first thought was to wonder what new clothes from Ava's wardrobe he'd be and to pull off now that he was effectively tucked away, imagining how he'd look and the reactions he'd get walking around the resort. Ashley was so wrapped up in his dream world that he didn't even notice Ava had stepped away to her dresser until she returned, holding a pendant necklace in one hand and the key she'd just locked his chastity cage with in the other. He recognized the necklace at a glance, it was a Mother's Day gift from a couple years ago with a silver heart-shaped pendant inscribed 'A Mother is her Son's First Love', but he wasn't sure what she was doing with it. More pressing was the question of what she was doing with the key.
"Okay, we did it," Ashley said, "Now give me the key and we can get dressed."
"No, I don't think so sweetie," Ava replied, her voice soft but firm, like a mother telling her child that he couldn't have dessert. "You know how you're always losing things, and besides, it's technically my key anyways, right?"
As Ava spoke she threaded the head of the key onto the necklace chain, letting it slide down until it rested in the center next to the heart pendant Ashley had given her.
"Wait, you're going to keep it? So I'm going to be stuck in this thing?"
"Oh, it's not like that Ashley," Ava said as she reached back to fasten the clasp and let the pendant and key fall into her cleavage, "I'll let you out when you really need it, although that shouldn't be for a while since you just took care of yourself. And in the meantime, your key will be right here, safe and sound, where you can keep an eye on it."
Ava winked mischievously as Ashley stared at the key and the heart he'd given to his mother, both nestled safely between her breasts. Ashley tried to think of the words to protest, but as wrong as the situation seemed he felt a deep instinctual desire to support Ava and to put her needs and wants before his own. Surely she knew what was best for him, even if that meant wearing her silly chastity cage, and as long as she was happy, maybe he could be too.
With that matter settled, Ava and Ashley started trying on swimsuits together so they could finally hit the beach. As Ashley watched Ava model one swimsuit after another sensation gradually returned fully to his caged cock, but for all the excitement he felt watching her parade around for him nearly nude, everything stayed securely just where it was meant to be. He could feel the blood rushing and himself trying to get hard, but the cage was so tight that it didn't even let that process start, sparing him the agony of dealing with an erection. There were other signs, like the sudden pointy hardness in his newly puffy nipples, but that was far more manageable. Finally Ava settled on a turquoise leopard print string bikini and declared that it was Ashley's turn. It took a few tries to find one of Ava's suits that was modest enough to hide the reduced but still present signs of his manhood and that had a top adjustable enough to handle his mostly flat chest, but eventually they settled on a cotton candy pink polka dot bikini with a halter top and a matching sarong. Ashley still wasn't sure about wearing it out until Ava pushed him in front of the full length mirror and forced him to take a look.
He was hot. Like, legitimately hot. Ashley had never had the most boyish figure, but something about the recent changes had pushed his body past androgynous and well into feminine. His skin was still smooth and soft from the accidental spa treatment, and his long unruly blonde hair suddenly looked less like a gamer dude's unruly mop and more like a brat tomboy's. His face seemed to have grown a bit rounder and fuller, but the real change was in his body. He'd always had bigger hips and had been teased in school for having a 'bubble butt,' but it somehow looked even wider now and his waist seemed thinner, emphasizing that he was honestly looking pretty thick, especially from behind. And as for the swelling on his chest, even though they were nothing compared to Ava's, he had to admit that he had a perky set of little boobies.
"Mom," Ashley asked as he turned in shock, " What's happening to me?"
Ava stepped in close and took Ashley's hand in her own.
"I don't know sweetie, maybe this is who you've really been all these years and you're just now seeing it. But I love you, and right now I just want to enjoy our day together."



With that the pair finally left their suite and took the walk to the beach, walking hand in hand. Ashley was growing more used to being looked at, and after checking himself out in the mirror he had to admit that if he saw a girl walking by looking that way then he'd be looking too. Even at the beach where other guests of the Pink Lotus Resort were showing off some skin in swimwear of their own, Ashley and Ava pulled far more attention than most as they looked around a bit before selecting a pair of chairs set up under an umbrella in front of the gently lapping waves of the Caribbean. Once they'd settled in, Ava announced that they'd need to apply sun lotion to avoid burns, pulling out a bottle of SPF 30 and instructing Ashley to lie down so she could apply it.
As usual, Ashley followed Ava's lead, laying back in the chair as she started applying the thick lotion to his upper body. He tried suggesting that he could take care of it himself, but Ava insisted that with his fair skin she wasn't going to take any chances with him getting a bad burn. The high SPF cream was so thick that it took a lot of effort for Ava to fully rub it in to Ashley's skin, but she would not be swayed so he laid back and enjoyed the feeling of her working it in to his slender arms and shoulders, his chest and torso as she carefully worked it just a little under the edges of his bikini halter top to ensure he didn't get burned there, and down to his smooth legs.
"You have the nicest skin now dear," Ava said as she worked the lotion into Ashley's thighs and up under the edge of his sarong.
"Ummm, thanks Mom," Ashley said, not quite sure how to take the compliment.
"You know most girls would kill for skin this soft and smooth," Ava continued as she squeezed and kneaded his supple flesh beneath her fingers, "just begging to be touched and perfectly creamy white. I don't know what was in that treatment they gave you at the spa, but you'll have to ask them to repeat it for you as needed, I want your skin to stay just like this."
Ashley nodded along, not sure that he'd actually do that, but toying with the idea given how much Ava seemed to like it and his much he was enjoying her hands all over him. More pressingly, her bringing up the spa had reminded him that he hadn't had the chance to have his now daily indulgence of a coconut cream drink. There was something about it that was so deeply satisfying and the vitamins or whatever they packed it with made him feel sparkly inside. His throat tickled and itched at the thought of one, and so while Ava finished on his legs he waved down one of the attendants. The man walked over and it wasn't until he was standing right next to Ashley that he realized just how big he was, towering over him as he reclined on his beach chair. He was wearing the usual Pink Lotus uniform, and as was typical for the staff here the bulge in his tight shorts was prominently visible for those who cared to look, and from where he was sitting Ashley couldn't help but look up at it, standing just a for away.
"May I help you ladies?"
Ashley didn't even bristle at his mistake, his throat went even drier as he thought about the ridiculousness of this black Adonis serving him, if anything it should be the other way around. Finally he managed to find his voice, although perhaps due to the dryness in his throat or the uncertainty he felt it was higher and softer than his usual tone.
"If it's not too much trouble could you go to the spa and ask them for one of their special coconut cream drinks? Tell them it's for Ashley, they may have made one for me already."
The attendant left on his mission and Ava had Ashley flip over so she could get to work on his backside. To Ashley's surprise while Ava had lotioned his front while working from the side, for his back she straddled him and used his thick booty as her seat. He was uncomfortably reminded of the way Ajani had sat on him in the same way in their first yoga session, grinding himself in as Ashley helplessly struggled to reach his position. But instead of a barely restrained bulge forcing it's way between his cheeks, he now experienced his mother's warm thighs squeezing them together, emphasizing how much he'd grown back there.
"Are you sure you should be drinking so many of those coconut cream drinks?" Ava asked as she worked the lotion in further and further down his back. "I think they're going straight to your hips!"
"They're fine Mom, I'm sure they're totally healthy, they're from the spa."
"I suppose you're right sweetie," Ava said as she took one of Ashley's cheeks in each hand and squeezed, "besides, big butts are in now, right?"
Ashley felt an unexpected surge of pleasure and an accompanying failed attempt from within his chastity cage to respond. He'd never really thought of his ass as an erogenous zone, but something about the way Ava took hold of it suddenly sent him wild.
"Either way, you should be good to go for a while," Ava said, giving Ashley's butt a playful swat goodbye as she stood and released it. "Your turn to lotion me now."
Ava handed Ashley a bottle of SPF 4 tanning oil, explaining that her dusky skin didn't need as much protection as his, then laid back and told him to get to work. Feeling how runny the oil was compared to the lotion she'd used on him, Ashley squirted some out directly on her chest. It landed near her sternum and started to naturally spread, coating the heart pendant he'd given her for Mother's Day and the key she'd used to lock him in chastity as they sat on full display between her breasts as they flattened in her reclined position.
The sudden urge to snatch the key and bolt seized Ashley's mind, as he started to rub the oil in around her chest and onto her soft breasts which were mostly uncovered by the skimpy bikini she'd chosen. But then he thought about what giving up that freedom had bought him as he sat there on the beach next to the hottest woman he'd ever known, casually rubbing oil onto her tits. And it's not like he'd had much opportunity to use his cock since they'd gotten here anyways, so it might as well be locked up when he thought about it. His fingers brushed against the heart and the key, twin symbols of his devotion to Ava, then continued outward, carefully rubbing the oil into her arms and shoulders, trying to focus on the moment and not think too hard about the control he had willingly surrendered.
Just as Ashley had done, when Ava's front was finished she rolled over so that he could take care of her back. He hesitated for a moment, remembering how she'd straddled him and sat on his backside, wondering if it would be okay to do the same. The back of her bikini was even skimpier than the front, just a tied string for the top and a string thong disappearing far into her crack for the bottom. As he was wavering Ava reached her hands back and loosed the string tie on her back, letting the ends fall to either side, and told Ashley to hurry up or she'd get one of the attendants to help her out instead. That was all the motivation Ashley needed to push himself over the edge, and he sat himself down right on Ava's virtually bare ass and set to work oiling her back. Without really meaning to he found himself naturally rocking slightly forwards and back, pressing himself into his mother's booty, holding for a moment, then pulling back and letting her soft ass jiggle and roll back into place. It wasn't until he'd been doing it for a few minutes that Ashley realized what he'd been doing: humping her from behind like a dog in a heat. He stopped, grateful that she hadn't seemed to notice, and also strangely grateful that he was locked away in the cage she'd given him. If not for that then he'd surely have popped an embarrassing erection by now, ruining the moment. Instead he was free to continue his work, sliding down to sit on her legs as he continued to oil her ass and thighs, relishing in the intimate closeness they were able to share.
Eventually he'd finished, although he didn't want to admit it, and he continued rubbing his hands along Ava's toned calves, unwilling for it to end. But then the attendant he'd waved down returned, holding a platter with a beautiful brown coconut on top that instantly made Ashley start salivating by repeated association. He quickly stood and took his seat as the attendant reached them, thanking him and taking the offered drink with slightly shaking hands. Although his natural instincts wanted to throw it back and chug the delicious beverage, Ashley had just enough self control to force himself to enjoy it slowly, savoring small sip after small sip as he enjoyed the ocean view, the warm sun, and the cool wind tickling his skin. Somehow he swore that every time he had this it got better, although perhaps it was just a side effect of taking the time to enjoy it properly instead of respectively wolfing it down. The natural sweetness of normal coconut milk was there as the base, but there were complex layers of cream and salt and a hint of acid bitterness beyond that which swirled on his tongue in perfect symphony. By the time he was reaching the end of the drink Ashley was doing everything he could to extend the experience, playing with it in his mouth, rolling it back and forth with his tongue, moving it from cheek to cheek until finally it had mixed with so much of his own saliva that he had to swallow it down and take the next delicious sip. The usual inner warmth it gave him spread from his tummy out to every limb, and when he'd finally scooped out the last bits he lay back to bask in the glow, wondering if it really was going straight to his hips and not particularly caring if it was.
After a while Ashley was awoken from his blissed out state by Ava turning over to tan her front. He saw with mild disappointment that she'd refastened her top, keeping her breasts technically covered by the strips of turquoise leopard print fabric, but he was still riding high on his special drink and didn't feel like there was anything that could bring him down.
"Ashley sweetie, I think you forgot to do my feet earlier," Ava said lazily, "be a dear and oil them up for me."
Ashley moved as if in a dream, happily kneeling down in front of Ava's chair and squeezing more oil onto his hands before massaging it into her feet. Maybe it was the lingering taste of coconut cream on his tongue, or maybe it was just that he'd never been so close to a woman's feet before, but Ashley found himself licking his lips as he stared at them and worked the oil in diligently with both hands. Thinking of licking from her heels all the way up her soft soles, wondering how her toes would taste, what they would feel like wiggling between his lips, inside his mouth. He'd never had a foot fetish, or really understood it before, but as he knelt at Ava's feet slowly working the oil into them under the warm sun with the taste of his special drink still fresh on his lips. She was so clearly naturally meant to be above him, kneeling before her feet felt right, like he'd found his place in the universe. He leaned forwards, eyes closing as his lips pursed, unsure of exactly what he intended to do, until finally he'd closed the distance and pressed his lips against the soft bottom of Ava's big toe, gently depositing a devoted kiss.
From above him he heard Ava giggle uncontrollably as she pulled her foot back. Ashley's heart fell as he cursed himself for getting caught up in the moment, pushing too far and ruining a good thing.
"I'm sorry!" he yelped, "I didn't mean to, really."
"You didn't mean to kiss my to big toe?" Ava said as her laughter stopped and she arched an eyebrow quizzically. "How exactly does that happen by accident?"
"I... ummm... I don't know," Ashley admitted. "I'm sorry you didn't like it."
"I never said I didn't like it sweetie," Ava said with a smile as she extended both feet back down in front of Ashley's face. "You just caught me by surprise and it tickled a little. Now tell me, do you like Mommy's feet?"
Ashley nodded emphatically.
"Good, because I was really enjoying that footrub and it's hard to find a boy willing to really put in the effort down there. You may resume, go a little easier on the oil, and Ashley?"
"Yes Mom?"
"I have nine more toes to kiss before you're done. Make sure they don't get jealous of this one," Ava said as she wiggled her big toe in his face.
Ashley couldn't believe his luck and set to the task with relish, working his hands back and forth over Ava's feet and depositing sweet kisses on her toes whenever she wiggled them at him to signal it was time. As he worked he leaned forward further and further until his field of view was filled by her feet. He was so engrossed in his task that he lost all track of time and didn't even notice that Ava had sat up until he felt her hand tousling the hair on the back of his head, triggering him to look up at her.
"Good boy, that will be all for now," she said. "Let's go for a walk."
The rest of the afternoon the pair strolled and enjoyed the beach together, holding hands as they walked along the line of the surf and stopping in at a kitchy tiki bar for some fruity drinks. After a few cocktails Ava got the idea in her head of going for a swim to cool down, but Ashley was concerned that without his sarong people would see what was hiding under his bikini bottoms. Between the liquid courage of rum and tequila and Ava's pressing he finally relented, pulling off his sarong and walking closely behind Ava out into the water. Once they were waist deep Ashley finally let himself relax, floating, swimming, and splashing with Ava as the two frolicked together under the sun. As sexually charged as many of their encounters were due to Ashley's growing obsession with his hot mom, it was incredibly freeing to simply play together and enjoy each other's company. She was the person he was the closest to in the entire world, and after several days of intense bonding now occupied a strange place relationally, but there was no denying that she was his best friend and that regardless of all the rest she was the person he wanted to be with.
As they walked back onto the beach Ava handed Ashley his discarded sarong, and he took it thoughtfully. Looking down at his bikini bottoms he could barely see the outline of his chastity cage and behind that the dainty bulge of his balls tucked back between his legs. If he didn't know what he was looking for it was unlikely he would even notice, and a quick scan of the faces of those on the beach nearby, several of whom were checking them out, confirmed that either nobody noticed, or nobody cared. So Ashley held the sarong in his free hand and walked beside Ava, happy and without a care in the world.
As evening approached the pair headed back to the honeymoon suite to prepare for their third date. Ava went to the closet and dug around for a moment before emerging with a pair of beach cover-ups. One was a flowing piece of white linen fabric loosely shaped as a flowing dress or tunic with wide three-quarter length sleeves and a series of bright flowers sewn into a Y pattern running around the collar and down the front. The other was a blue knit crocheted dress with an open pattern and bits of lace detailing throughout.
"No time to get changed into something new, but we should at least put on some cover-ups over our suits to look a little more presentable at dinner," Ava said as she held the two dresses out. "I think you'd look cuter in the blue one, what do you think?"
"I think it looks like a dress, I'm not wearing that!" Ashley responded.
"Why not sweetie, don't you want to go on our date tonight?"
"Well yeah, but can't I just wear this, or the other clothes you've given me? Even if they're a little girly tops and bottoms seem at least a little closer to what I should be wearing than an actually dress."
"Do they? Really?" Ava asked as she looked up and down Ashley's bikini-clad body.
"I don't know," Ashley said, exasperation creeping into his voice, "It just seems different, and I don't want to."
"Well if you really don't want to then I suppose that's alright," Ava said as she started playing with the pendant on her necklace. "I just know you were looking forward to our third date so much, and I'd hate for such a little thing to spoil the mood."
Ashley froze as he saw Ava's fingers dance around the key to his freedom, combining that understated display of dominance with her implications regarding their third date. Was she actually planning to release him and do something together after? Was she threatening to keep him locked if he didn't do what she said? It was difficult to parse, and he didn't want to ruin things by asking too many questions, so he decided that he'd best just go along with what she wanted. Besides, it was just a dress.
"No, it's fine, I'll wear one. But I want to wear the white one, it's more like an oversized shirt at least."
"Okay dear, that's fine," Ava said with the practiced tone of a mother dealing with her child's tantrum. "You'll look adorable in the either dress, I just want to make sure you understand the importance of dressing up and looking your best for a date, even if it's just with your old mom."
It may have been more like an oversized shirt, but as Ashley pulled it on over his head he could still clearly tell that it was a dress. What he hadn't been expecting was how strong the urge to twirl in it would be. The light fabric flowed freely as he walked and he knew it wouldn't take much for him to get the whole thing spinning around him. He waited into Ava was in the bathroom touching up her makeup, then finally gave in and took it for a whirl in the bedroom. The feeling of freedom as the beautiful dress splayed out around him was exhilarating, and Ashley found himself suppressing a giggle that made Ava ask if everything was alright. Ashley just smiled to himself and called back that it absolutely was. A few minutes later Ava came out wearing her cover-up, the knitted fabric stretched and straining around her curves as the gaps expanded and the knotted threads sank slightly into the soft skin of her tits and ass. Somehow it was more beautiful and more erotic than seeing her in the bikini she still wore underneath, even more than seeing her nude. Ashley's jaw dropped.
"See sweetie, it's worth it to get all dolled up for a date," Ava said smiling. "Now let's go out to dinner."
Dinner at their private table on the beach was wonderful, as always. The food was delicious, the champagne was cold and refreshing, and the company was electrifying. After having their evening meal crashed by Ajani the night before, Ashley was ecstatic to have Ava all to himself again, pulling their chairs close together as they talked and laughed. He didn't know exactly when it had happened, but at some point Ava had apparently kicked off her wedge heels under the table and started gently tracing her bare feet over his own. A thrill ran through Ashley as he remembered massaging and kissing those same feet earlier in the day and now felt those same soft soles sliding affectionately up and down his leg.
Ashley had never been on a date before his first practice date a few days ago with Ava, but he'd heard all sorts of things about what happened after third dates, once both parties knew well enough if they were interested in taking things to the next level. He'd already crossed so many boundaries in his developing relationship with Ava, and he felt a real chemistry there that he hoped she felt too, could tonight be the night that they took things all the way? Those thoughts echoed again and again through Ashley's mind as they finished their meal and continued their conversation until after the sun had set. When the words gradually ebbed away they sat together in comfortable silence, enjoying each other's company even without words. Then without saying a thing Ava slid her wedges back on, stood, and offered her hand to Ashley. She led them silently side by side down the sandy path back to their suite and Ashley gently rested his head on her shoulder as they walked. Finally they reached their destination and turned to face one another. Ashley wondered what he should say, what words would seal the deal on the perfect evening they'd had together, but before he could speak and ruin the perfect moment of silence Ava cupped his chin in her hand, tilted his head up to face hers, and kissed him.



The kiss started gentle and soft, two pairs of lips meeting silently in the darkness, sliding against one another in muted need. Then her hand slid down from his chin to his chest, brushing against his nipples as her other hand wrapped around and cupped his ass from behind, lifting him on his tiptoes and bringing him closer to level with her elevated height. His hands followed suit as his body was pressed into hers, racing up and down her growing familiar body, squeezing, gripping, pawing, needing. Her kiss grew more insistent, her mouth opening slightly in invitation. His mouth followed, opening just a crack, which was enough for her tongue to go darting in, pressing against his own and dancing together with it. She brought one hand up behind his head, taking him by the neck and pulling him in closer as her mouth opened wider and her tongue pressed deeper. He tried to return the gesture by pushing his tongue back into her mouth, but was repelled by her own pressing against his, making it clear that she was the one kissing him and that his role was to receive. So he closed his lips around it and began to suck on her tongue, willing it deeper into himself as their bodies writhed against one another. Then as quickly as it had begun, it was over. Ava pulled back, releasing her grip on Ashley's neck and taking a step away.
A quiet minute passed as both labored to catch their breath.
"I had a lovely time tonight," Ashley finally offered. "Should we head into the room now?"
"I.... I don't think that's a good idea sweetie," Ava replied hesitantly as if she couldn't believe the words coming out of her own mouth. "It was a wonderful date, really, and I know you had your hopes up for something, but tonight I think I really need to take some time by myself. Maybe you could take a walk and I could have the room for an hour or so?"
"Uhh, sure, I guess," Ashley answered, unsure of how to handle that kind of answer after a kiss like that.
"Oh thank you so much for understanding Ashley, it means the world to me."
After watching Ashley walk off confusedly into the night Ava entered their suite and slumped down to the ground with her back to the door. She didn't know how it had happened. It had started harmlessly enough, taking Ashley as her companion when she needed comfort and letting him have his practice dates with her. She'd thought she'd be fine since he was very much not her type, and it's not like he'd be into her anyways. But then she'd started having fun dressing him up, and had been surprised to find that the girly look on him was oddly attractive. Especially when combined with his sweetly attentive affection and increasingly obvious infatuation with her. She should have put a stop to it then, but it felt too good to be desired in that way and the truth was that she had been falling for him piece by piece and although she was the one with a key and a heart around her neck, he held hers no less certainly. Tonight she'd almost done it. She'd never been on a date so perfect and that kiss after had set her whole body on fire. Only in the last second had she managed to stop herself from unlocking the chastity cage and having her way with her own son. She knew she had to do something to help her control the urges coursing through her, and so she did the only thing she could. She took out her phone and snapped a hot selfie showing off her cleavage, then pulled out Ajani's business card and texted it to him with the message 'You up?'. A few minutes later the yogi was at her door, ready to help her scratch that itch.
Meanwhile Ashley wandered aimlessly around the resort, wondering what he'd done wrong. He replayed the events of the evening over and over, but couldn't figure out what it could have been. Ava had been the one to come on to him, and he didn't think he'd pushed anything. His only regret was that he hadn't asked her to unlock his cage or give him the key before departing. It would have been a little awkward, but she'd promised to let him out when he needed it, and after that day and that kiss he needed it badly. He considered carefully before finally deciding that she probably wouldn't mind her hour of solitary time being interrupted for a quick request like that, so he made his way back to their suite while working up the courage to ask.
He was unsure what the strange noises coming from the honeymoon suite were as he approached, and for a moment his heart raced as he worried that Ava might be in trouble, it sounded like a man's voice coming from inside! He ran quietly to the window, peeking over the sill to see what was happening, and was met by the sight of his mother on her knees in front of the yoga instructor they'd taken out to dinner the night before. Ashley managed not to yell, concerned that the large black man was forcing himself on his mother, and watched as she hungrily slid down his pants pulling out his big black cock with both hands then licking it from the base of the shaft all the way up to the tip before sucking the head into her mouth.
She didn't look to be in distress, but Ashley couldn't make himself stop watching as Ava bounced her head up and down on the biggest cock he'd ever seen while jerking it with her hands. Her moans were similar to the ones she'd made earlier in the day as he massaged her feet, deeply satisfied, and as she worked more and more of the cock into her mouth and down her throat it became increasingly clear that far from being in danger, Ava was the one driving the action. Ashley marveled at the size of Ajani's cock, even with both of Ava's hands wrapped around the base of it one on top of the other, there was enough meat left for her to gag as she impaled the back of her throat on it. It was so hot, and Ashley was so horny, that he couldn't resist sliding a hand down, lifting up the hem of his cover-up dress and sliding his fingers down into his bikini bottoms. Of course he was still securely locked within, so lacking other options he started rubbing his fingers in circles into his exposed balls, occasionally pulling his hand back to plap them gently. It hurt a little, but it also felt good, and aroused as he was from watching Ava slobbering all over a huge black cock Ashley would take whatever he could get.
As Ashley continued to masturbate while watching through the window, Ava finally stood and stripped out of her dress and her bikini, then crawled up on the bed on all fours and shook her ass back at Ajani. He didn't need a second invitation, stepping forward and taking hold of Ava's ass with both hands mounting her doggy style. From his side-view Ashley could see the first few inches of Ajani's cock plunge into Ava from behind in the first violent thrust. He couldn't imagine how she was taking that girthy monster inside if herself so easily, and his wonder only grew as Ajani started pumping in and out, forcing his cock another inch deeper into Ava with every thrust. She squirmed a bit, struggling for a moment to get away as Ajani's cock was buried deep inside her, but with his hands on her hips she couldn't get away, and soon she'd given up the attempt and was instead throwing her ass back into him, helping to work in the last couple inches. Ajani paused for a moment to let Ava accommodate to his python, then he started pistoning in and out. From his angle Ashley had the perfect view of Ava's swinging tits, hanging low from her body and rocking in motion with each of her lover's thrusts. He reached his free hand up to his own blossoming chest, playing with his own nipples as he imagined what it would be like to have a set of boobs like hers. As he watched he couldn't help but notice that the only thing Ava was still wearing was the necklace he had given her, as the heart pendant and his key were swinging right along with her breasts.
Then Ashley sensed the energy in the room escalating in the fevered moans coming from both Ava and Ajani. Without warning he pulled out, flipped Ava over into her back, then stepped forward again, reinserting himself. Ava mewled with delight and wrapped her legs tightly around his torso, triggering Ajani to bend down and pick her up in his strong arms, lifting her cleanly off the bed and impaling her fully on his cock. Now fucking face to face, Ava and Ajani started to kiss passionately, and Ashley felt a sudden pang of betrayal. He understood on some level Ava fucking a hung black man like Ajani, but a part of him hoped that it was just sex, not love. Love like they had together, or at least he'd thought they had. Their kiss earlier had seemed like something out of a fairy tale, but now less than an hour later she was kissing some random dude? Ashley had to take his mind off of it, had to do something, get off somehow. Acting on instinct he slid the hand in his bikini bottoms further back, pressing his fingers into the soft area behind his balls. It felt surprisingly good, like somehow he was massaging his trapped cock from below, and the further back he went the better it felt. He kept on pressing while watching Ava and Ajani fuck until suddenly his fingers slipped and he yelped in surprise and pleasure as in his blind excitement he accidentally fingered his own hole. Ashley dropped to the ground, sure that he'd blown his hiding spot, trying to process the strange and powerful sensation he'd just felt while waiting to be caught.
Ava was riding Ajani like a great black stallion, nearing climax when she thought she heard the sound of Ashley's voice. That little bit of connection was all she needed to push herself over the edge, clenching her pussy down on Ajani's cock while burying her head in his strong chest and digging her fingernails into his back. When the shuddering waves of her orgasm finally subsided Ajani was still going strong, so she whispered to him that she wanted him to cum on her tits. He needed no convincing, lifting her off and setting her back onto the ground before she took hold of his cock and jerked rope after rope of thick, rich cum onto her chest.
A few tense minutes later Ashley heard the front door of the suite open and Ajani come stumbling out. He tensed, sure that he was about to be dragged into the room to explain himself, but instead Ajani continued on down the path humming happily to himself. Ashley waited a few more minutes to make sure he wasn't coming back, then went into the room to check on Ava.
He found her laying on her back on the bed, rubbing her tits together. She seemed tuned out, almost like she was high, and in the minute before she seemed to notice that Ashley was standing there he got a perfect view of her dripping wet pussy. When she finally noticed him she made a quick apology, then got up from the bed and searched around for her discarded bikini bottoms, pulling them on to maintain some level of decency, before asking Ashley what he wanted.
"Um, I was wondering if maybe I could have the key back for the night?" Ashley asked tentatively.
"Back? No, I don't think so," Ava replied in a sing-song voice that made it clear she was still in an altered state. "But I can let you out if you'd like. Come here."
Ashley walked up to Ava and she kneeled down in front of him. A thrill raced through his body at the thought that she had been kneeling the same way in front of Ajani when she blew him. Keeping her necklace on, Ava leaned in close, pulled down Ashley's bikini bottoms, and inserted the key into the lock, pressing her tits against Ashley's bare legs as she did so. With a click the device separated into two pieces, and Ava pulled the cage away and set it on the ground. Ashley could feel his penis stretching out after spending all day in the flat cage, but as aroused as he was it remained flaccid as it tried to adapt to being free once more.
"I had such a beautiful day with you sweetie," Ava said as she remained in position in front of him. "I think you deserve a reward. Would you like mommy to help you?"
"He... help me?"
"Yes, help you darling. You like Mommy's big tits, don't you?"
Before Ashley could answer Ava took one of her breasts in each of her hands, spreading them wide then squeezing them together, trapping Ashley's cock between them. It felt warm, and soft, and wet, and in spite of spending all day forced inside his body, Ashley rapidly felt himself hardening. In a few minutes he was fully erect, although his cock still fit entirely within Ava's cleavage, and moaning as his mother pumped her tits around his cock. Ava stood, looking Ashley in the eye, and even though they were almost the same height with her heels off he still felt as if he were looking up to her.
"Lay down on the bed," Ava whispered in a quietly commanding tone.
Ashley laid down, and didn't have to wait long for Ava to position herself on top of his lower half, once again wrapping her tits around his cock and pumping their slick flesh up and down around him. Deep in the throes of pleasure Ashley couldn't help but play with his nipples with each hand, and within a minute of laying down on the bed he was whimpering with joy as he squirted load after load of backed up cum onto Ava's chest. When the last spurt finally dripped out of him Ashley looked down at Ava and said "I love you."
Ava smiled back up at Ashley for a moment before responding. "I love you too sweetie. Thank goodness you're a quick shooter though, I'm exhausted and ready for bed."
Ashley was unsure how to take that, she'd phrased it like a compliment but he'd never heard of being a 'quick shooter' being a good thing.
"I'm too tired to go wash up," Ava continued as she crawled up the bed. "Be a dear and clean up your mess so we can get to sleep."
Without waiting for an answer Ava lay down on top of Ashley, pressing her tits into his face. He reflexively started to suck and lick without even thinking about what he was doing, and it wasn't until he tasted his cum that he paused to think. The idea of eating his cum seemed weird and kinda gay, but surprisingly the taste was a little familiar and not at all bad. And at the end of the day he was licking and sucking on the most beautiful rack he'd ever seen, so what could be gay about that?
Ava started off rubbing her chest back and forth around Ashley's head, giving him the opportunity to lick every nook and cranny clean, but when she saw the excitement with which he took to the task, she rolled over onto her back, pulling his head with her, and let him graze freely over her chest until he'd cleaned every last drop. Ashley was stunned at the amount of cum he'd managed to pump out, attributing what seemed like four or five of his regular loads to his pent up sexual frustration, but he didn't mind it. The more cum there was the longer he got to lick Ava clean. Finally she decided that he'd moved beyond cleaning and into playing, and Ava pushed Ashley's head away from her chest, pulled it to her shoulder to cuddle, and whispered, "That's my good boy. Goodnight sweetie."
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~~~~~ Day 6: Setting Boundaries ~~~~~
The next morning Ashley woke up with a smile on his face. After five days without a chance to rub one out, after five days of living in close quarters with his smoking hot mom, after watching live the hottest sex scene he'd ever witnessed and not being able to touch himself. After all of that he'd finally gotten his rocks off, and it had been with Ava milking his cock between her perfect tits. It was a storybook ending to their third date, and he couldn't wait to turn the page and see what was next for them. He slid one hand down under the blankets of their shared bed, lifting the hem of the beach cover-up he was still wearing from the day before, to play with himself while reliving last night in his mind. But instead of soft flesh between his legs his fingers brushed against pitiless cold steel. It took a moment for his sleepy mind to process what he was feeling, then his eyes snapped wide in shock. Somehow he was locked once again in the chastity device Ava had received as a gag gift at her bachelorette party. He looked frantically around the room and saw that Ava was up already, sitting in the chair across the room from their bed and wearing a full length silk kimono-style robe as she watched him from her perch.
"Hey that was something last night," Ashley said, trying to match the smooth confidence he'd seen in movies even as his voice cracked. "What do you say you unlock this and we pick up where we left off?"
"Very funny Ashley," Ava replied sternly, "But we crossed a line last night, and it can't happen again. That's why I locked you back up while you were sleeping."
"Crossed a line? But you were the one that came on to me!"
"I know," Ava admitted seriously, "and I take responsibility for that. That's why I'm taking responsibility to make sure it never happens again."
"Can't we just pretend it never happened and let things keep going as they are?".
"No dear, I've done some thinking while you slept, and there are two options. Option number one is that we call off the trip, go home early, and do our best to go back to our normal lives."
Ashley's face was crestfallen as Ava paused for a moment.
"Option number two is that you locked, and I keep the key, and we can continue our stay her at the Pink Lotus for the rest of the month."
Ashley thought long and hard as he pondered his response. A part of him couldn't believe that he was even considering going along with being locked in chastity by his mother for the rest of the month. But a much greater part of him couldn't imagine giving up the rest of their time together on Ava's honeymoon trip and going back to their ordinary life. Finally curiosity got the best of him.
"So.... If I do this and let you keep me locked, what does the rest of our time here look like?"
Ava fought to keep a smile from her face. She'd wanted more than anything to stay and continue their vacation together, but she couldn't let Ashley know that or he might try to take advantage of another moment of weakness on her part.
"Well, in a lot of ways the same as the past few days. We can keep enjoying all the wonderful amenities of the resort, have a good time together, relax, and deepen our bond. Of course we'll still need to share a room since we're still on the Honeymoon Package."
"So if we're sharing a room, does that mean still sharing a bed?
"Well I'm hardly going to make you sleep on the floor," Ava said with a laugh.
"And what about getting changed in the room," Ashley asked cautiously. "You said before it was too much bother to be modest all the time, would we still be casual about all of that?"
"Well it is such a bother to duck around the corner for every outfit change..." Ava paused as she thought. "I suppose if you behave yourself then we don't need to be too fastidious about it. Although we should really try to at least wear our panties around each other to maintain a little bit of decency."
"What about going on dates together?" Ashley asked hopefully. "I think I could still use some practice if you don't mind."
"I... don't think so," Ava finally forced herself to say. "You're quite the charmer and I think I've taught you all you need to know. We'll still have dinners together on the beach of course, but let's keep that casual, okay sweetie?"
"Yeah, yeah, totally casual. I can do that."
"Good. Is there anything else?"
Ashley thought for a long moment, building up the courage to ask his final question.
"What about... Is it okay if we still kiss? Sometimes?"
"I really don't think that's appropriate, do you?" Ava answered. "I mean, probably not, right? Although I suppose that in some cultures they do that, so maybe it could be okay?"
Ava looked at the hope blooming behind Ashley's eyes, and she just couldn't find it in her heart to tell him no, even as her head told her she was crazy.
"Maybe sometimes," she finally admitted. "Just little kisses. But it stops there, and only when I initiate it. If this is going to work, then I have to be the one in charge and you need to follow my lead. Deal?"
"Deal!" Ashley answered enthusiastically before Ava could change her mind.
Ava smiled at her son's obvious enthusiasm and waved him over. He hopped out of bed and quickly walked over to her as she stood up from her chair and extended her hand with an air of ritual formality. Ashley took it and shook out in his own, matching her serious vibe, so he was taken completely by surprise when Ava pulled him forwards by his arm, wrapped her other arm around the back of his head and leaned in to give him a quick peck on the lips.
"We're going to have such fun together," she said with a mischievous wink. And Ashley knew that she was right.
With their difficult conversation out of the way, Ava told Ashley that she wanted to go check out the tennis courts. She loaned him one of her tennis skirts, which she pointed out had built-in shorts underneath making it not too girly, and told him that he could just wear his sports bra up top. Then Ava shed her silk robe, dropping it to the floor and went to pick out a similar outfit for herself. Ashley tried not to stare too obviously as Ava walked around the room in her panties, remembering her instructions to behave himself, but even then he still got an eyeful of her perfect curvy body. Then to make things fair, Ashley stripped out of yesterday's bikini and put on a fresh pair of the boyshort panties Ava had bought for him, finding excuses to hang around her for a bit before getting dressed. He might have been imagining it, but Ashley thought that he might have caught her checking him out once or twice, and the idea of being that attractive to her gave him goosebumps in spite of the warm weather.
After a pleasant morning walk across the resort, Ava led Ashley to the front desk of the Athletic Center and asked for equipment for her and her daughter. That made Ashley do a double take, but she smiled and didn't say anything until after they'd gotten their racquets and balls and were heading to the courts.
"Your daughter?" he asked incredulously.
"Oh don't get your panties in a twist," Ava said as she gave Ashley's hand a loving squeeze. "It's just that given the way you look right now, isn't it just easier to let people think that's what you are instead of having to explain it all the time?"
"Maybe I guess, but it still feels kinda weird."
"You'll get used to it, trust me. Besides, being a girl is loads more fun, and there's some perks too."
"Like what?"
"Well when we're done playing we can both just use the Women's locker room to freshen up, won't that be nicer?"
Ashley made a non-committal grunt as they took to the court and began to play. Tennis had always been the sport Ashley did best at, as his smaller size was less of a disadvantage than in contact sports and he didn't have to deal with bullying from bigger teammates. Ava had played in high school as well, but that was years ago, so while she held her own and made a game of it, most of the points in their warm-up games went to her son. So when they paused for water before starting an actual match, Ashley was feeling confident as Ava made her pitch.
"What do you say we make this a little more interesting? First one to six games wins and if I win..." Ava paused as she considered her wager. "If I win then you have to use the women's locker room with me afterwards without fussing about it."
Ashley thought for a moment, he didn't think there was much chance of losing, and honestly going to the women's locker room and checking out all the hotties in there didn't sound like the worst thing.
"And what do I get if I win?" he asked, subconsciously flicking his eyes down to Ava's cleavage where the key to his chastity cage was still safely attached to the heart pendant he'd given her for Mother's Day.
"Not that!" Ava said with a laugh, tugging her necklace with one hand, "That is off the table for you. What else would you like?"
"How about.... five minutes of making out?"
"One minute, and you keep your hands to yourself you naughty little boy."
"Three minutes, hands stay outside of clothes," Ashley countered.
"Two minutes, and you may have your hands on my back, final offer."
"Done! Get ready, because you're going down Mom!"
The thrill of competition with a friendly wager on the line made tennis even more enjoyable for the pair, and they were soon laughing and playing together without a care in the world. Ashley won the first two games handily, breaking Ava's serve, but then they should the next four with each of them holding their own serve, putting the match score at 4-2. In spite of being twenty years older, Ava was still in great shape, but the real difference maker as she started to win some games was Ashley dealing with the changes to his body. His hips were definitely wider and his ass felt a little thicker, throwing off his stride every so slightly. Plus while he'd never been a power hitter, his arm strength seemed a little less than he recalled. But what really threw him was the feeling of his budding boy boobies bouncing on his chest as he ran back and forth across the court. It hadn't been too bad when they were warming up, but as the level of competition increased and he started playing harder, it became more noticeable. Thankfully the sports bra Ava had purchased for him helped keep things in place, but the soft fabric also rubbed just right against his nipples with every bounce, and a quick look down confirmed that he had twin headlights poking out through the fabric.
In the next four games Ava managed to break Ashley's serve once as the constant stimulation of his nipples was now triggering another distracting response as his caged cock struggled to get hard in the flat chastity cage she was making him wear. That put the score at 5-5, and when Ava defended her serve in the next game they were at 6-5, with Ava needing to win just one more to seal the match. Ashley took a deep breath and tried to focus in as he prepared to serve, but on the other side of the court Ava started to play dirty. She reached into her sports bra, cupping one of her tits and lifting it halfway out, then repeated the process with the other. Her sports bra had done it's best to contain her massive breasts as she ran and jumped around the court, but now the elastic pulled in hard, pressing the large expanse of cleavage she'd just revealed up like a shelf. As she bounced from foot to foot in readiness for the serve Ashley was treated to the perfect view down her jiggling chest as he did his best to focus. The first two points he double faulted. The next he managed to serve inbounds, but got burnt by a hard return down the sideline, setting Ava up with match point at love-40. Ashley tried to take a long breath to calm down and managed once again to serve inbounds, but after a quick volley back and forth Ava was able to press the advantage of her momentum, taking the net and finishing Ashley off with a smash.
Accepting his defeat magnanimously, Ashley congratulated Ava on a great match and followed her into the women's locker room to clean up as agreed in their bet. Even with her leading the way he was nervous and worried that somebody might call him out for not belonging. The irony of being worried over being identified as a boy after years of stress over being mistaken for a girl was not lost on Ashley. But as they entered there was no cry of alarm or protest, one of the ladies inside even complimented Ava and Ashley on their cute matching outfits. As Ashley's stress started to wane his eyes started to wander. The women in the locker room weren't exactly parading around in the nude, but they also weren't bothering to cover up, and although he was dressed in a tennis skirt and sports bra and his cock was locked in a flat chastity cage he was still a man and couldn't help but get excited. These were the first women that he'd seen naked or at least partially undressed besides his mother, at least in person, and although none of them matched her body, they weren't hard on the eyes either. Ava noticed Ashley's wandering eyes and felt a surge of jealously. He was hers, and she didn't like the idea of any other woman stealing him from her.
"Eyes on me in the locker room sweetie," she said under her breath as she stepped in front of him. Ashley followed, doing his best to glue his eyes to Ava's swaying backside as she led them to the showers. There was an open shower area with a couple of women already as well as a few private shower stalls, but only one was available. Ava debated what to do internally. The open shower was clearly out, and she didn't trust Ashley to behave himself in the locker room without her direct supervision. That left only one option.
"We can use the private shower together for a quick rinse-off I suppose," she said casually.
"Are you sure Mom? I don't mind, I just don't want to get in trouble, you said we needed to be a little more decent around each other."
"I know, but really we've both seen it all already so the pussy is out of the bag, don't you think? Now strip and get in there before I change my mind."
Ashley complied, pulling off his sports bra, then turning to face the wall before pulling down his tennis skirt and panties just in case anybody was looking in their direction. A minute later Ava joined him in the shower, also nude from head-to-toe. Compared to the shower in their suite the spa shower was much smaller, clearly being designed with one occupant in mind, not two. That meant that their bodies were in near constant contact no matter how they tried to position themselves as they washed, so before long they gave up trying to avoid one another and accepted that it was going to happen, and they might as well enjoy themselves. Ava decided that if Ashley was going to shower with her he might as well be useful, and put him to work washing her hair and scrubbing her back. The combination of his soft hands working her scalp, shoulders and back with the hot water to her front was divine, and she started to wonder about having him take showers with her as a general rule. So long as he was safely locked away there wasn't too much risk, he seemed to be enjoying it, and she deserved a little pampering, didn't she?
"It was hard work beating you on the court," Ava said teasingly after Ashley had finished with her hair and back. "My muscles are all sore, be a dear and give me a massage."
Ashley didn't hesitate, sliding around her and dropping down to his knees, then reaching for one of Ava's feet and pulling it up into his lap, remembering when she'd had him rub her feet at the beach yesterday. As he set to work massaging it, Ava looked down at him in wonder. He was so pliable and easy, not even a word of protest at kneeling under the spray of water and serving at her feet. The sense of power was intoxicating, and for a moment she considered taking him by the back of the head and pressing his pretty little face directly into her crotch. It would be so easy, she knew he wouldn't resist her, and that sweet tongue of his could be put to work between her needy legs.
"Ashley," Ava finally said as she looked lovingly down at him, "I meant my shoulders, though if you want to give me a footrub later that would be welcome too."
"Oh, sorry," Ashley said sheepishly as he let go of Ava's foot and stood back up. "It's just that you said earlier if this was going to work then you had to be the one in charge. And I really want this to work mom."
"You're precious sweetie, I want this to work too," Ava said as she caressed Ashley's cheek. Then shifting her voice to playfully commanding she said, "Now get back there and massage my shoulders!"
"Yes Ma'am!" Ashley replied with mock seriousness as he slid back behind Ava and set to work massaging out the knots from her shoulders as she continued to enjoy her shower.
A while later, freshly washed and dressed, Ava and Ashley headed back into the resort to decide what to do with the rest of their day. Ava left it up to Ashley, and after a moment of thought he suggested that maybe they could go to the spa for a bit.
"Are you wanting to spend a little more time with that beautiful man Ajani?" Ava asked, "Or just have another one of those silly coconut drinks you like so much?"
The mention of Ajani immediately threw Ashley's mind back into watching through the window as the hung black man had fucked Ava all over their honeymoon suite, and he struggled to hide the strange mixture of shame and excitement he felt at the thought.
"The drinks are amazing," he finally managed to say, "you should try one!"
"Well that does sound nice," Ava admitted, "and perhaps after we can schedule a couple of masseurs to work us both over. Your massage was lovely, but I need a man with stronger hands to really give me a deep tissue massage."
At the spa they had Ashley's accustomed coconut cream drink waiting and ready, and it took them just a moment to go to the back and come out with another for Ava. Ava stayed at the counter for a moment to book their massages, while Ashley found them a place to sit and enjoy their drinks. By the time Ava had joined him, Ashley had already gulped down half of his drink and was forcing himself to slowly sip the rest and savor it. He looked eagerly to Ava's face as she tried hers, but it while she says it was nice, she definitely didn't have the same reaction he did. He was a little upset, but she told him not to worry about it and that different people having different tastes is normal and good. The two enjoyed light conversation together as they finished their drinks until they were called back for their massage.
In the room they were led to there were two massage tables ready for them, soft candlelight, and gentle music to create the perfect relaxing ambiance. While Ashley was taking it all in, Ava started removing her clothes and setting them neatly on a small table. By the time Ashley turned back to her, Ava was sliding her panties down and picking them up from the floor.
"What are you doing?"
"Why getting ready for my massage dear, you don't think they can work on us with all these clothes in the way, do you?"
"I uhh, guess not," Ashley replied, but doesn't that mean that they're going to see us naked?"
"It's all very professional, you have nothing to worry about. Besides, we'll be laying down on our tables with towels over our backsides, so it's not know they'll really see much anyways."
Ashley hesitated, his fingers hooked into the waistband of his skirt. Beyond just the normal fear of nudity in front of strangers, he was concerned about his cage being spotted and the odd questions that would accompany it.
"If you're not comfortable with that you can always leave your panties on," Ava offered helpfully, "but personally I prefer to bare it all so they can really work on my glutes"



A few minutes later both were stripped and ready, laying face down on the massage tables with soft towels draped over their backsides. Ashley elected to keep his panties on, although the additional coverage didn't make him feel that much more secure at the prospect of being seen by two strangers.
"Good afternoon ladies," a deep voice said as the door to the room opened, "welcome to the Pink Lotus Resort Spa, I am Dejuan and this is Leandro, we will be your masseurs today."
Ashley's eyes shot open as he turned to And in surprise and stage whispered "Mom, they're men!"
"Of course they are sweetie, I told you I needed a set of stronger hands on my body."
"But, I thought we'd be getting massages from women, this is kinda weird."
"If there is a problem then we can address it," Leandro offered. "The comfort of our guests is paramount."
"No, there's no problem," Ava said as she looked the masseurs up and down while biting her lip. "Ashley will be fine. Lay down and close your eyes sweetie, you're going to enjoy this."
Not seeing any other choice, Ashley relaxed into his massage table and tried his best. Dejuan poured warm oil over his back and set to work, forcefully working his large strong hands into Ashley's back and shoulders with a touch that was somehow both firm and soft. Any reservations that Ashley had felt quickly evaporated as his body melted into a warm puddle under the masseur's masterful touch. It felt like his body was being molded and reshaped, and every kneading touch made him feel better and better. All he has to do was lay there and take it as the powerful black man above him worked his body over with authoritative care.
As Dejuan moved on to working on his legs Ashley faced a new problem. It wasn't as if he was physically attracted to Dejuan, although he had to admit that the powerfully built man was quite handsome and there was something about the way he touched Ashley that stirred up butterflies in his stomach, but the massage felt so good that he could feel his penis straining to get erect inside his cage. His problem was made worse by Ava, who was also having her legs massaged by Leandro, and was moaning along in pleasure. He was happy that his mom was enjoying herself, but those moans sounded almost sexual and made it even more difficult to cope with his strange arousal in the moment. He was confused, unsure of how much of his arousal was due to Ava's breathy moans and how much was due to Dejuan's magic hands working their way up the smooth skin of his calves.
As the massage progressed Ashley's situation got harder. Dejuan was now working on his thighs, and the thicker flesh there was fertile ground for his hands to play in. With every sliding, oiled squeeze of Dejuan's hands as he worked them higher and higher up Ashley's thighs, he felt a drop of precum ooze from the front of his cage. It was embarrassing, but he couldn't help it as it felt like he was being milked. Looking at Ava's table only made matters worse, as Leandro was now working his hands under her towel and her moaning was reaching a more fevered pitch. A part of him wished that he'd forgone his panties so that he could have been massaged in the same way, his hips had been sore recently, and he was sure Dejuan could make them feel better. He was just about to ask when the masseur completed his final touch and stepped back. Disappointed and relieved at the same time, Ashley lay there feeling the small puddle of precum dampening the front of his panties.
"That was wonderful, you two are magicians with your hands," Ava exclaimed as she took her towel and wrapped it around her body, covering at least most of her curves.
"You are too kind," Dejuan responded with a bow. "It is our pleasure to work with two such beautiful bodies."
"You have to join us for dinner tonight, we have a private table on the beach," Ava offered, "and we've really been enjoying getting to know the local culture."
"I suppose we could," Leandro agreed, "so long as we aren't intruding."
"Not at all," Ava answered, "we were just going to have a casual dinner together, but with the two of you it will be like a double date! It'll be fun, we'll see you tonight."
The rest of the afternoon Ava and Ashley went back to their suite to relax and prepare for their double date. Ashley made a few casually snide comments asking why they needed to invite strangers to their dinner, but Ava reminded him that they were going to be keeping it casual from now on, so if he really wanted to practice his dating skills then he'd need to do it on someone else.
Ava tried on dress after dress for their date, asking Ashley which one he thought the boys would like best. He enjoyed watching the show, but felt a little uncomfortable at how eager Ava seemed to impress their dates. Eventually with his input she settled on a bright yellow halter top mini dress that hugged her curves and showed of her tits perfectly, just skirting the edge of what was acceptable to wear in public. She tried to convince Ashley to wear another of her dresses, or to at least let her touch up his face with a little makeup, but he steadfastly refused. The idea of dolling himself up for a date was just a step too far. Ava took his refusal in stride, careful not to push him too far, but told him that if he was going to be obstinate the least he could do was to give her a footrub while she did her makeup.
Although she acted like it was meant to be a punishment, Ashley was more than happy to take his place at Ava's feet. She scooted her chair back from the dressing table to make room for Ashley and he slid underneath. It was a little tight, but fortunately he was rather small so he had plenty of room to sit and work while Ava did her makeup and fixed her hair. Ava sat with her legs crossed so one of her feet rested on the floor while the was raised and offered to Ashley. He took it eagerly, running his fingers along her sole and over her toes before really settling into the massage. They didn't speak, as each was engrossed in their work, but the occasional moan of happy approval from Ava meant more than words ever could to Ashley. As he worked he kept his eyes fixed on the hypnotically bobbing foot in front of him, wondering if it would be okay to kiss it. He'd kissed Ava's toes during their beach footrub the day before and she hadn't minded, but there were other things they'd done yesterday too that she said couldn't be repeated. He finally convinced himself that one little kiss couldn't hurt, and so as he finished his massage he held her foot in both hands like a prince kneeling before the offered hand of his queen and leaned in to place one delicate kiss on the top of her toes.
Ashley pulled his head back, unsure if he'd overstepped, but was instead met with Ava's leg extending until her foot was directly in front of his face. Ashley took his cue, lavishing her sole with kisses until she finally pulled it back, set it on the floor, and lifted her other foot. Ashley again followed Ava's lead, beginning his massage on her other foot, but while she'd had her legs neatly crossed for the first one, now she was sitting in a more relaxed fashion with her legs spread wide. Combined with her short dress, that meant that Ashley was in the perfect position to see her ass and pussy, covered only by a black mesh thong. Between their showers, and clothes changes, and of course secretly seeing her get fucked by Ajani last night Ashley had technically seen all of Ava's perfect body already. But there was something different about seeing it this close and from this angle, he could even make out her pussy lips through the mesh....
"No daydreaming down there, you've got a job to do!"
As Ava spoke she pushed her foot once again towards Ashley's face, but this time she didn't stop when she made contact, gently feeling around with her toes until she found his mouth then hooking her big toe into his cheek and pulling his head down. Ashley quickly snapped to work, massaging his mother's foot with both hands. His line of sight up her dress was blocked now by her calf and it was difficult to pull his eyes up from her foot with her toe still hooked in his mouth, so he did his best to ignore the glimpse of paradise he'd just been given and to focus on the task at hand. As he continued diligently working Ava gradually relaxed the toe hooking his cheek, but instead of pulling it out of his mouth she slid it over, encouraging her son to suck on it, which Ashley did with relish while continuing to massage her foot. His devotion to his task only increased when he felt Ava's other foot sliding slowly between his kneeling legs, not stopping until her toes were brushing up against the bottoms of his balls through his skirt and panties. They didn't stroke or rub, and Ava didn't give any indication that she knew where she was touching him, but her lower foot remained there in soft contact.
After several minutes Ashley felt Ava's big toe being gradually pulled back and away from his mouth. He sucked harder, wanting to continue, but Ava gave him a gentle tap to the balls with her lower foot, causing him to open his mouth in a mixture of shock with a little pain, then took advantage of the opportunity to pull her foot back. Ashley was about to protest his loss, but before he could Ava pressed her foot forwards again, this time forcing all five toes into his mouth. Ashley couldn't help but release a groan of satisfaction as Ava forced her toes in deeper, until the ball of her foot was in his mouth as well. He continued his massage, working his tongue between each of her toes while continuing to rub the rest of her foot with his hands as his saliva gradually dribbled down. Eventually Ava gave Ashley's balls another gentle tap with her foot, this one slightly softer as she knew she had his attention, and he obediently opened his mouth, allowing her to withdraw. She scooted her chair back and stood, and Ashley crawled out from under the table, taking the hand she offered down to help him up. It was like having an angel reach down from the heavens. Ava was beautiful even without her makeup, but now she looked radiant, with her face and hair perfectly made up.
"You look.... amazing mom," Ashley finally managed to say as he found his feet.
"Thank you sweetie, you know, we can always be a little late for dinner if you want to touch up a bit. I can get you in a dress in no time and put at least a few touches on your face. Your eyes would be so pretty with just a little shadow."
Ashley really thought about it. Earlier he'd rejected the idea out of hand, but as he looked at Ava and wondered what it would be like to look like that, to be beautiful like her he hesitated. Especially if that's what she wanted him to look like. He knew that she was into men, and from their time at the resort he was starting to think that her type was big, hung, and black. But what if she was trying to nudge him in that direction because that's what she wanted? He could do that for her, if that's what it took. But for now he was still unsure.
"No thanks Mom, but I appreciate it, I really do. Maybe another time? Besides, I'm sure the guys tonight will be staring at you anyway, there's no chance they'll be looking at me."
"Suit yourself then," Ava said. "Kiss for luck?"
Ashley smiled as Ava leaned in and gave him a quick peck on the lips, then the two of them held hands and left for their date with Dejuan and Leandro.
Their dates were waiting for them at the table when they walked up, still wearing their Pink Lotus uniforms: white polo shirts with a pink flower embroidered on the chest and a tight pair of short linen shorts. Ashley had been too distracted during their massage to notice, but as they stood to pull out the chairs for him and Ava he saw that like every other male staff member at the resort they were packing. Previously he'd wondered if something about the cut if the shorts was making the bulges look bigger, but after seeing Ajani in action the night before he knew that was definitely not the case.
Ashley and Ava took the offered seats across from one another and sat with Dejuan and Leandro taking the seats between them. He knew now what to expect from a dinner with Ava when there were other men present, so he wasn't surprised when the conversation quickly became a threesome with him on the outside looking in. Ava flirted, and they both ate it up, casually resting their hands on her arms or legs as they laughed and talked. While struggling not to feel jealous of them, Ashley started idly wondering what it would be like if he were the center of attention. If he'd let Ava dress him up and do his makeup would he be laughing and talking with Dejuan right now? Would he be the one feeling Dejuan's strong, yet gentle hand grasping his thigh? He realized with a start that he suddenly wasn't feeling jealous for Ava's attention, he was feeling jealous of the attention she was getting.
When the meal ended and the four of them stood from their seats, Ashley was looking forward to a quiet evening back in the honeymoon suite with Ava. Unfortunately she had other ideas.
"Ashley darling," she asked, "would you mind terribly taking another walk tonight? I have some tight spots that really need to be worked out, and I think it will take Leandro and Dejuan both to take care of me."
"Ummm, sure Mom," Ashley replied, trying to keep his eyes going wide as he realized what she was planning. "If that's what you'd like."
"It really is, thank you sweetie. Enjoy your walk, we should be done in an hour or so."
Ashley lingered by the table and watched as Ava led the two men down the trail back to their suite. She stood a full head shorter than either of them, and Ashley couldn't imagine how she was going to handle both of them at once, but he was definitely going to watch and find out. After waiting a few minutes, he quietly walked back down the path and to his spot at the window, where he found that Ava and her two dates had wasted no time in getting down to business.
Ava was on her knees in between the towering, now naked black men, stroking one of their big cocks in each of her hands while alternating back and forth sucking their bulbous heads in her mouth. She was moaning in appreciation for them, and with each transition between the two Ashley heard a quick string of thankful wonder spill from her lips at the feast she'd been provided. The chocolate rods she sucked on weren't just long, they were girthy; Ashley could see her fingers couldn't even fully wrap around the throbbing shafts. He slid a trembling hand down the waistband of his tennis skirt and started rubbing the sensitive area behind his balls with his fingers, causing his palm to naturally plap against his dangling sack with each cycle in a pleasant dual sensation.
It was like watching some of his favorite scenes of Blacked porn back home except that he wasn't able to jerk off to it. However, that failing was more than made up for by being able to see it in person and the fact that his mom was so much hotter than all those white girls he'd watched get plowed by hung black bulls. As Ashley watched and rubbed himself he thought about how much hotter Dejuan and Leandro were than the male performers he was used to watching as well. Dejuan was powerfully built with a solid, stocky frame, while Leandro was a bit taller and leaner with more of a swimmers build. Maybe it was just that he hadn't paid as much attention to the men when watching porn, or because the cameras had focused on the women getting railed, but he found himself if not attracted to them, definitely at least appreciating their masculine beauty.
As Ashley watched Ava let go of the twin cocks she was servicing to lift the halter top of her yellow dress over her head then let it fall, allowing her large breasts which had been straining against the imprisoning fabric to spring free. As she resumed stroking and sucking their cocks, Leandro and Dejuan both leaned over and reached down to start pawing at her tits. Ashley knew that Ava insisted they were "just boobs" and not actually sexual, but clearly the men fucking her didn't agree. Ashley found himself absentmindedly lifting his sports bra up and over the swelling on his chest that he'd started internally thinking of as "boy boobies" after Ava had called them that. He massaged the tender flesh, working it from the outside in towards his puffy nipples which were now fully erect with hard, sensitive nubs at the center. It felt good, but he wondered how much better it would feel to have Dejuan's or Leandro's skilled hands working them over, relieving his persistent soreness, twisting his nipples between their dextrous fingers carefully, but with just the right pinching hardness to send shivers down his spine.
Eventually the men fucking Ashley's mom were ready to move on from the appetizer to the main event. Ashley watched as Dejuan lifted her to her feet and set her on the bed on her hands and knees. He ripped off her panties, then placed his strong hands on her hips and leaned in to start eating her out from behind. Ava naturally pressed her face down into the bed and thrust her ass high in the air to give the man pleasuring her the best access she could, so Leandro moved in, positioning himself in front of her and pulling her head down onto his cock with both hands. While Leandro forced Ava to gradually deepthroat more and more of his cock, Dejuan stood up and lined himself up with Ava's offered pussy from behind, thrusting hard into the wet hole he'd prepared with his mouth. Ava's ecstatic groans of pleasure we're muffled by Leandro's cock, but even then Ashley could tell from his vantage point just how much she was enjoying herself. He felt his own excitement rising as he continued to play with his nipples and rub his hand behind and around his balls. Clear precum was oozing from the front of his flat chastity cage onto his wrist. It seemed like that was happening more and more now, as if his body was adapting to not being able to climax by releasing it's fluids just from getting sexually aroused. He worked some of his juices into his finger tips, using it as lube to help him glide more quickly back and forth over his sensitive perineum.
Ashley heard the growing moans of excitement from the threesome he was watching and thought that they might finish with Ava getting fucked from both ends, but then she lifted her head up from having her nose buried in Leandro's abdomen, letting the full length of his ten inch cock slide out of her throat and mouth, and said "I want you to fuck me in the ass."
Dejuan happily obliged, pulling out of her pussy and using her juices that were dripping from his cock to force his head into her tight asshole. Even lubed up it took some effort to work it in, and Ava's cries were a mixture of pain and pleasure as she frantically rubbed her pussy while her ass was reshaped to accommodate big black cock. Meanwhile Leandro moved from his spot in front of Ava to stand next to Dejuan as he realized this was his opportunity to fuck more than just Ava's mouth and throat. At his urging Dejuan lifted Ava from the bed, the two of them working together to hold her up with her legs spread wide, giving Leandro the perfect angle to push his slobbered knob into her eager pussy. Once he was in, the two men gradually lowered Ava down, forcing her ass to take all of Dejuan's meat as she buried her face in Leandro's muscled shoulder and whimpered in incoherent pleasure. Finally both men were fully inserted, stuffing Ava front and back, the fullest she'd ever been.
Ashley couldn't believe the amount of cock that Ava had managed to fit inside of herself, although as the two men sandwiching her started pumping in and out while she flopped helplessly suspended between them he realized that at this point she didn't have much of a choice in the matter. She'd invited these men on their double date, flirted with them and encouraged their advances at dinner, and invited them back to their suite. What was happening now was the natural consequence of those actions, and like an avalanche she was powerless to stop the natural conclusion of the chain of events she'd set in motion. Not that it seemed she wanted to. Her mixed cries of pain and pleasure that had started when she first struggled to take the large black cock invading her ass had morphed into sheer ecstacy, and she was now breathlessly encouraging them to pound her holes even harder. Seeing how much his mother enjoyed having her ass fucked made Ashley all the more aware of his own. He could feel it puckering and loosening in rhythm, as if it were longing to be filled, and he remembered the strangely beautiful sensation when he'd finally slipped a finger into it for the first time while watching Ava the night before. He thought about how wet with Ava's juices Dejuan's cock had been when he'd forced it into her ass and wished that he had some lube of his own, then realized the solution was right in front of him.



Ashley pulled down his tennis skirt for better access and started plapping one hand against his balls as hard as he could bear while holding the fingers of his other hand gingerly in front of the hole on the front of his chastity cage. As he hoped, it wasn't long before he had a small puddle of clear, sticky precum coating his fingers. While watching the ongoing scene in their suite, Ashley worked his lubed fingers around his twitching hole, imagining what it would feel like to be Ava in that moment, then plunged his fingers in. Whether due to the lube, the practice, or something else, it was far easier to finger himself now than it had been last night, and in his first thrust Ashley was shocked to find that he'd managed to take three fingers all the way to his second knuckle. Fortunately he was ready for the wave of knee-weakening pleasure this unleashed, and he was and to restrain himself from moaning too loudly and risking being caught peeping.
He continued working his fingers in as Ava's cries of abandoned ecstasy and Leandro and Dejuan's deep grunts of excitement approached their climax. When he'd gotten his three fingers fully inserted he felt a hard nub inside him under his fingertips and began experimentally rubbing it, taking his pleasure to a whole new level. It wasn't quite enough to make him cum, but he found himself riding the edge as he frantically plunged his fingers in and out of his ass while watching both men blow their loads deep in his mother's holes while she gasped in a matching climax of her own. As the men tenderly set three very satisfied Ava down on the bed, Ashley kept fingering his ass for a bit, but gradually slowed and then eventually pulled his hand away as the moment passed. He hadn't been able to reach climax, but the steady stream of precum that had oozed out had at least relieved the swollen ache in his balls, and he felt pleasantly content, if not fully satisfied. He knew that sometimes girls didn't climax even after sex, but that didn't necessarily mean they didn't enjoy it, and he wondered if this was how they felt, no big crescendo, but a generally warm fuzzy feeling.
Suddenly away of how exposed he was and thankful for the cover of darkness, Ashley pulled his panties and skirt up and lifted the front of his sports bra back over his boy boobies, careful to stretch the fabric over his still hard and sensitive nipples. Then he watched as Dejuan and Leandro dressed and left the suite while Ava continued to lay on their bed, her bright yellow dress only half-on. Not wanting to intrude, Ashley sat quietly against the side of the building, giving Ava some time to recover as he caught his breath as well. Finally when he thought it had been about an hour since they'd left dinner, he walked around to the front door and knocked. Ava answered after a moment. She'd changed into her pajamas, a forest green satin romper, and the sheen of sweat from her exertions was gone, but her tangled hair and messed up makeup still testified to the wild time she'd had. She pulled Ashley quickly into a warm hug and told him to go get dressed for bed, clearly excited to see him even after just an hour apart.
Ashley did as he was told, happily settling into their normal nighttime routine. He pulled out his pink satin romper, laid it on the bed, then started stripping out of his daytime clothes. Normally he'd just toss his clothes to the side, but with Ava obviously watching him out of the corner of her eye as she moved around the room taking care of small things, Ashley decided to put on more of a show. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of his tennis skirt, but instead of shrugging it off and letting it drop to the ground, he wiggled his hips as he worked it over his ass, then bent down at the hips as he lowered it all the way to the ground. He smiled as he heard a sharp intake of breath from behind him, giving his panty-clad ass another wiggle as he stepped out of his skirt before finally standing back up straight. Next he stripped out of his sports bra, lifting it gracefully over his head with both hands, then dropping it to the floor and giving his chest a quick rub after releasing it. Then Ashley casually walked over to the full length mirror, turning slightly to check out his ass while pulling up his panties a bit further, exposing a bit more of the bottoms of his plump cheeks. Finally he walked over to Ava, who pretended as if she hadn't been watching his every move, and innocently asked if he should change into a new pair of panties because his were a little damp in the front. She smiled as she struggled to control her reaction, and told him that was normal, and that one of the benefits of wearing panties was the cotton liner that could absorb a little dampness. So Ashley went ahead and stepped into his romper and told Ava he was ready for bed.
As they lay side by side Ashley rolled over to face Ava, then quietly asked, "Mom, did you have a nice time tonight?"
"I did sweetie, I really did," she answered warmly. "I had a lovely day with you and a wonderful evening as well, thank you."
Her answer resonated inside of Ashley, filling him with deep-seated joy. Of course he would rather have had Ava all to himself at dinner, whether on a formal date or even just casually, and although he'd enjoyed waves of unfamiliar pleasure as he fingered his ass and watched in secret he couldn't help but be acutely aware that of the four of them he was the only one who hadn't been able to reach full climax. But in spite of all that he discovered a hidden truth, which he shared eagerly with his mother.
"You're welcome Mom, and thank you too," he said sweetly. "If you're happy, then I'm happy."
"You are just the most precious little thing, come here," Ava cooed as she pulled him across the bed into a tight embrace.
Ashley basked in it for a moment, then realized the one thing that was missing to make his day complete.
"Mom?" he said as he pulled back slightly, "Do you think that maybe I could have a kiss goodnight?"
Ava thought for a long moment, one hand going to the heart pendant and key dangling from her necklace while the other reached down. She clicked her nails several times against the hard metal of his cage through the shorts of his satin romper, the taps sending shivers down Ashley's spine even though he could hardly feel any physical sensation from them, just knowing how close her hand was to touching him there, even if there was an impenetrable barrier between.
"I suppose that would be alright," she finally said, "so long as we keep our boundaries in place there's no reason to deprive ourselves of a little fun."
Ava cradled Ashley's head in her hand, brushing back his unruly blonde hair, and leaned slowly in to kiss him. Their lips met gently, tenderly exploring one another without the frantic excitement of a first kiss or the desperate need of a sexually charged one. This was the slow, languid dance of love, relaxed and comfortable with one another as each expressed their affection without hurry or rush, knowing that the other would always be there for them. Finally Ava broke off the kiss, sucking Ashley's lower lip between hers as she slowly pulled away, finally letting it snap back into place as they both caught their breath.
"Goodnight Ashley," she whispered so that only he could hear. "I love you."
"I love you too Mom," he whispered back as he took her offered hand, their fingers interlacing as they both laid down to sleep.
As Ashley drifted off he treasured that hand, secure and happy in the knowledge that although Ava had spent the evening with Dejuan and Leandro, he was the one that she came back to in the end.
Once Ashley's regular breathing and adorable little snore told Ava that he was fast asleep, she slid her romper bottoms to the side and started to rub herself with her free hand. Her pussy was still sore from getting fucked by Dejuan and Leandro, although nowhere near as sore as her stretched-out ass, but her goodnight kiss with Ashley, chaste as it had been, had lit a fire in her belly that she couldn't ignore. She avoided actually inserting her fingers, focusing instead on tight little circles of pressure around her sensitive clit. How was that boy so perfect for her? She had been worried that he'd be offended by her asking him to take a walk while she had her private time with their dates, but if anything he'd seemed genuinely happy that she'd had a nice time. It seemed like every man she'd been with was focused primarily on getting a piece of her body, and she knew that Ashley was plenty interested in that, but she would have never thought that her son of all people would be the first man she met that truly cared about her happiness more than getting himself off.
As her fingers shifted from working around the edges of clit to massaging it directly, she thought about watching Ashley's impromptu striptease when getting ready for bed. She'd have thought that after getting plowed by three big black cocks in two nights that her lust would be sated, but there was something about Ashley that was different. Normally she went for big, strong, black men with the biggest cocks she could find. Their swagger and understated dominance drove her wild, and now that she'd experienced the fullness of getting stuffed by them she knew she'd never be able to give it up. But somehow the complete opposite of those black bulls was now getting her just as excited and she was realizing that maybe sissy white femboys were also her type. It was in an entirely different way, as she got to take the dominant role for once and keep the focus entirely on her pleasure. Being with Ashley was almost like being with another girl, especially now that she had him wearing cute clothes and with the strange changes his body had been going through, except that unlike most girls he still had a cute little cock to play with.
It was a good thing she had it locked away, as she honestly didn't think she could trust herself not to take advantage of him if she had easy access to it. It was nothing like the big, hard black dicks that she loved to impale herself on, but it turned out that she appreciated dick in all it's forms. She was honored that Ashley had agreed to let her lock him up to be with her, and as she neared orgasm she fantasized about testing the limits of his devotion, teasing and tormenting him to see how horny she could make him before he broke and begged for release. Maybe even letting him out so that she could play with that cute little cock of his again...
Ava climaxed silently as her hand flew rapidly over her clit, imagining all the things she could do to her sweet little son while carefully ensuring she didn't wake him from his sleep. She squeezed his hand one final time, being rewarded by a contented sigh from his soft lips as he happily dreamed, then she laid back and entered sweet dreams of her own.
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~~~~~ Week 2: Chrysalis and Clarity ~~~~~
In many ways the second week of Ashley and Ava Addams' impromptu "Honeymoon" at the Pink Lotus Resort after Ava and Greg had abruptly called off their wedding was much like their first. The rhythms of their days were similar. They spent their time throughout the day enjoying the amenities of the spa, doing couples yoga or getting massages and of course getting Ashley's daily coconut cream indulgence; or engaging in friendly competition on the tennis court before cooling off together in the locker room; or simply relaxing and tanning at the beach. In the evenings they often invited some of their acquaintances among the resort staff to join them for dinner, though sometimes they kept it casual with a simple meal with just the two of them.
On 'Date Nights' Ashley would always help Ava to dress and look her best, and she would always press Ashley to join her in the fun, although he still held out as tempting as it was. After dinner Ava made a habit of asking Ashley for some time alone, either taking their dinner date(s) back to their suite or texting a booty call to one of her growing stable of boyfriends among the resort staff. There was Ajani, the lithe yoga instructor who had held helped Ashley and Ava grow more comfortable with new positions together in his sweaty studio. There were Leandro and Dejuan, the talented masseurs from the spa who had worked their bodies over from head to toe. There was Kemar, one of the waiters who served their food that Ava had insisted join them for dinner. And there was Tafari and Shavell, the burly twin porters who Ava had requested come to the suite to help her rearrange a few things.
Regardless of whose company Ava requested, the evening routine was remarkably consistent. Ava would summon one or two of the hung black men on staff to their suite and get her brains fucked out while Ashley hid and watched from his spot at the window, unbeknownst to anyone inside. During their dinners he found he was now focusing more on the men Ava invited than on her, imagining what they would look like, stripped down with their toned muscles glistening from the sheen of sweat on their rich dark skin as they fucked his mother with their massive, girthy cocks. Ashley had grown quite proficient in fingering his ass, easily lubing it up with spit or precum gathered on his fingers, then dexterously fucking himself and tenderly stroking his sensitive spot deep inside. That maddening sensation combined with teasing his nipples and watching the real-life blacked porn happening right in front of him was enough to get him right to the edge of cumming. In some ways it was infuriating, to be so horny and so close but unable to climax, but at least rubbing his special spot milked the precum from his swollen balls, providing some relief as it oozed out the front of his flat chastity cage and into the convenient liner in his panties.
Once the men had finished with Ava and left and everyone but Ashley had been satisfied, Ashley would rejoin Ava. As frustrating as but being able to cum in chastity was for him, it was still his favorite part of the day. For one thing, it was the main time he got Ava all to himself, a sweet reminder of the strength of their relationship that when the other men who came and went were gone, his arms were the ones she curled up in to sleep. But the second reason was even better. When laying down the boundaries of their new relationship after the first night he'd secretly watched her get laid, then gotten a surprise titjob, Ava had told her son that they could maybe kiss sometimes, but just a little. And during the day she generally held to that, sticking to quick pecks on the lips or the occasional more affectionate kiss. But in the evenings, after getting her blood pumping with a good roll in the sheets, Ava couldn't help herself.
Sometimes it started with a welcome back kiss as Ashley came through the door of their suite minutes after her lovers had gone. Other nights she had the self control to wait until their goodnight kiss once they were both dressed in their satin rompers and tucked in. But whenever it happened, Ashley's horny mother just couldn't resist his soft, full lips, and before long the two were engaged in a hot and heavy makeout session. Ava took the lead, pouncing on Ashley and usually pinning him to the wall if they were standing, or rolling atop him if they were already in bed. She liked to pin his arms above his head to keep him from getting too handsy as she nibbled and sucked on his plump lower lip, making him moan with need until she quieted him by plunging her tongue into his waiting mouth.
Eventually Ava would lose herself a little to the throes of passion, letting her grip on Ashley's wrists slip as she worked her hands down his body, exploring the delicate expanse of his neck, or the growing curves of his chest, or the smoothness of his flat tummy promising pleasures just beyond... But then he'd inevitably lose control and try to sneak his hands down, running them past her cheeks, down her neck, and into the sweet, soft expanse of her large breasts. Or stroking her luxurious dark hair, then tracing the curve of her back until his hands rested on her wide hips or her thick ass. It was one of her firm boundaries, and behavior she'd scolded him time and again was inappropriate for a mother and son, even ones as close as they were. And so with a playfully exasperated sigh she'd find his wandering hands, lock her fingers around his wrists, and pin his arms up above his head again before continuing to make out with him. Eventually when she'd had enough Ava would release Ashley, having slaked her post-coital thirst for his sweet lips and leaving him a shuddering mess of blissful gratitude and unsatisfied desire.
Ava and Ashley's regular evening makeout sessions weren't the only change they saw in their second week at the Pink Lotus. There were many others, some small and subtle and others obvious and dramatic, all adding together into an ever evolving relationship between the inseparable pair. One of the subtler, but nevertheless significant, changes enacted unilaterally by Ava was in Ashley's pronouns around the resort. Ever since their first visit to the tennis courts when Ava had introduced Ashley as her daughter for the convenience of using the women's locker room together, she'd continued to use feminine pronouns for Ashley.
The well-trained staff of the resort were swift to pick up on the change and professional enough to not comment on it, so within the warm cocoon of the resort it was as if Ashley became a girl overnight at Ava's whim. His feelings on the matter were complex. On a surface level, it obviously made Ava happy, and it made it easier to spend as much time with her as possible, which made Ashley happy. But on a deeper level he'd been struggling his whole life against being misidentified as a girl, given his technically androgynous name and his feminine features and build. Just letting it slide as everyone around him casually referred to him as one rankled at first, but graduate and in imperceptible degrees it became less of a bother, until by the end of the second week he hardly noticed. Of course Ashley still thought of himself as a boy, at least most of the time, his painfully swollen balls tucked away in his panties and his locked away cock pushing futilely against the flat metal head of his chastity device didn't allow him to forget what he was beneath the cute clothes Ava preferred to dress him in. But it really didn't matter much to him in the end how those around him referred to him.
Truthfully, Ashley had to admit that he couldn't blame anyone for identifying him as a girl. His blonde hair had been an unruly mop approaching shoulder-length when they'd first arrived at the resort, and in the two weeks since then it had seemingly grown a couple inches. Apparently the climate or something in the food agreed with him. He hadn't really bothered with styling it, until Ava had signed them both up for a trim at the spa and chosen a new haircut for him: an airily textured bob that emphasized the natural waviness of his hair. Ashley didn't understand how having a bit of hair cut away had suddenly made him look like he had more, but the magic of layering gave him a chic look that framed his face beautifully.
He'd always had vaguely feminine features, but with the new haircut the face he saw staring back at him in the mirror was downright girly. His blonde hair swept over his forehead, pulling attention into his widely set crystal-blue eyes. Even without the makeup that Ava continually encouraged him to try, his naturally long and curly eyelashes and naturally thin and well-shaped eyebrows were lovely. Below them he had a cute button nose, the naturally pink bow of his lips, and a narrow chin with a sweet little dimple of a cleft in the center. One day as Ashley inspected himself in the mirror he got the nagging sensation of recognizing his reflection not as himself, but as someone else that he knew. He racked his brain, trying to tease out the elusive connection until suddenly it snapped into place. It wasn't someone he knew per se, but someone he'd watched for countless hours. He looked eerily similar to one of his favorite pornstars, Elsa Jean. He'd watched her videos on Blacked more times than he could count, marveling at how she managed to take such massive black cocks into her tiny body and aroused by the combination of her apparent innocence and her obviously insatiable hunger.
And the similarities between Ashley and Elsa didn't end there. When he inspected his body in the mirror dressed only in his panties (Ava's preferred uniform for him when they were just relaxing in their suite), he saw that his short and slight frame had been continuing to grow out, but not in the way he'd always hoped growing up. His already narrow waist seemed to have pulled in further, maybe as a result of their regular yoga sessions with Ajani, while the strengthening of his glutes had filled out a tight little ass that was now threatening to break out of the panties that had fit him well just a short time before when Ava had bought them for him. He wondered about asking her to please buy him some thongs, as those seemed like they'd be more comfortable. And up top his boy boobies probably matched Elsa's A-cups now, no longer general swelling in his chest region but rather two well-defined palmfuls with perfectly pink nipples that precisely matched his lips. He knew from looking up her measurements that at 5'3" she stood an inch taller than him, but he had a bit of weight on her, mostly in his thicker thighs and ass. Honestly he could have been mistaken for her younger sister, so how could he protest when the tall, bulky black men on the resort staff with their yummy-looking bulges in their tight shorts treated him and looked at him like he was a girl?
Concern over his growing breasts did prompt Ashley to seek help in the middle of their second week. It wasn't so much that he minded having them, they were honestly kinda fun to play with, especially his sensitive, puffy nipples, but he was concerned as to what might be causing their growth and whether they were going to keep going. It was all well and good while they were at the resort, and they made his bras and tops from Ava fit far better, but in a could more weeks they'd be going back home and he'd finally be dressing as a boy again, and he was worried that if his boobies grew much more he'd have a hard time hiding them, even under baggy boy clothes. So he made up an excuse to visit the resort doctor, feigning slight illness to Ava. Out of concern for her "precious little girl", Ava tried to join Ashley in the doctor's office, but he insisted that he could handle it on his own.
Doctor Johnson nodded sagely as Ashley expressed his concerns with his growing breasts, then instructed him to remove his top. Ashley was wearing a pair of low-rise cutoff jeans shorts and a pale blue Cami with little red hearts that Ava said complimented his eyes, so he carefully lifted his shirt over his head, exposing his breasts to the doctor and awaiting his judgement. It was cool in the air conditioned office, and Ashley embarrassingly felt his nipples gradually harden into painfully sensitive points as the large doctor leaned down to inspect them. Without warning, Doctor Johnson placed one of his hands on each of Ashley's breasts, gently massaging the tissue, his palms sending sparks cascading through Ashley's body as they rubbed against her hard pink nubs. His hands were surprisingly soft, yet strong. While he shared a similar build to the other Jamaican men Ashley had seen at the resort, positively dwarfing his slender 5'2" frame, his hands were the dextrous tools of a doctor in spite of their large size. Ashley stared down at them in shock, squirming a bit in his seat as he felt a little precum oozing from his cage into his panty liner, realizing that this man's hands were the first to touch her boobs other than her own and her mother's. His boobs. They were his boobs. Sometimes these days Ashley got so used to been called a girl that he forgot it was just an act to keep Ava happy. Finally the doctor completed his inspection.
"Your breasts seem healthy for a girl your age," he pronounced in a deep, authoritative voice. "And if I'm not mistaken they are in active growth. I wouldn't worry, I'm sure with time you'll grow a beautiful set of breasts just like your mother's."
Ashley froze as he reached for his Cami, realizing his mistake. While he'd told the doctor that he was concerned about his breast growth, he'd never mentioned the small little detail that he was, in fact, a boy.
"No, I'm so sorry Doctor Johnson, the problem is that I'm a boy."
"Ah, I see," he said with mild confusion that evidenced he didn't. "I know that many girls your age are interested in transitioning, and of course as a medical professional I must support your choice to do so, but as a man I cannot understand why such a pretty little thing such as yourself would want to become a boy."
"No!" Ashley said with growing exasperation, "It's not that I want to be a boy, I am one, and that's why I shouldn't be growing breasts!"
The doctor took another look down at Ashley's heaving chest, then fixed his eyes in a hard stare.
"There's no need to be hysterical or throw a fit young lady," he said sternly. "I told you as a medical professional that I would support your choice to transition, but if you honestly want me to believe that you were born a boy you'll have to stand up and strip out of those shorts so that I can inspect you properly."
"No, no, it's fine," Ashley said meekly as his face blanched. "I was... just joking about all of that, that won't be necessary, sorry. Thank you for your time Doctor."
Ashley quickly got dressed again under the doctor's watchful eye, then scurried out to the lobby to reconnect with Ava and continue on with their day.
Besides the changes to Ashley's body, the other prominent change in Ava and Ashley's second week was in the hierarchy of their relationship. They'd never exactly been equals, with Ava in the position of natural authority as Ashley's mother and her natural assumption of the typical dominant male role in their practice dates, but as time went on the slid further and further into a domain where she was lovingly dominant and he was sweetly submissive. This modality subtly affected all of their interactions throughout the day, but there were some times in particular when it showed through the most.
The first was when Ava showered. After trying it a couple of times she'd found it quite pleasant to have a shower attendant to wash and scrub her body, and as Ashley was always available she soon made it clear that her baseline expectation was for her to serve her whenever she bathed. Yes, it was perhaps a little much to allow Ashley to see her fully nude, but Ava had gradually been shifting her perspective from a repressed attitude of "I really shouldn't" to an empowered attitude of "Why shouldn't I?"
She'd already shrugged off the restrictive strictures of society on women by building our a personal harem of half a dozen hung black lovers to satisfy her needs, and she was in the process of helping Ashley to transcend the expectations of society on him from being born a boy to blossom into something beautiful and new. So why shouldn't she do what felt right to her and enjoy herself along the way? Besides, Ashley was always safely locked in her little cage, so even though she clearly enjoyed washing Ava's body, then standing obediently behind her and giving a scalp massage as she washed and conditioned her hair, it wasn't as if anything would actually happen between them, so what was the harm? Lots of girls showered together, Ava remembered some wild times in college doing just that, and as she came to think of Ashley more and more as a daughter, it just seemed right.
The other major shift towards a service-oriented dominant/submissive relationship between Ava and Ashley was centered around Ava's feet. Like many women Ava's feet were often sore by the end of the day due to the fashionable heels she liked to wear. So of course a footrub was always welcome, and a partner who was willing to provide them was a major plus. But she'd never been with anyone as willing, and even eager to spend time at her feet as Ashley. Ever since that first footrub on the beach Ava had caught Ashley staring at her feet nearly as often as she caught her staring at her tits, and it only took the barest invitation for Ashley to happily kneel or sit in front of Ava and carefully begin to massage the knots and stresses out of them. Eventually the behavior became so engrained that all Ava had to do was nod downward or say something like "heel" or "down" and Ashley would drop whenever they were and begin to lovingly serve.
As wonderful as the physical sensation of having her feet massaged felt (and that was substantial as Ashley rapidly learned just how Ava liked it), the emotional rush of seeing Ashley's loving adoration was far stronger. Sometimes Ava would nearly ignore Ashley as she worked below her, continuing to read a book or apply her makeup, but other times Ava couldn't help but look down in love as she watched her sweet daughter fully focused on serving at her feet. Truth be told, having her feet kissed or her toes licked and sucked on didn't really do anything physically for Ava, but the emotional rush that came from Ashley's response as she doled out those rewards for good service was intoxicating. The feeling of power from casually saying "kiss" as she read and then feeling a shower of kisses on her soles and toes along with mumbled expressions of gratitude was breathtaking. Similarly, seeing Ashley's whole body go tense with desire as she wordlessly pushed a toe or her whole foot into her pretty little mouth was flattering in the extreme.
Ava didn't know, though she may have secretly suspected, that this casually dominant treatment had accelerated Ashley's feelings for her from animal lust when they'd first arrived, to an uncertain crush after their practice dates, to full-fledged love. Ashley had honestly thought that he'd never have a chance with any woman, at least not one he wasn't paying to be with him, and certainly never imagined that he'd be the closest companion of a woman as beautiful as Ava, with her gorgeous face, immaculate style, thick curves, and breasts the size of his head. And yet here he was, spending nearly every waking moment with her and cozily sharing her bed every night. He'd always loved her in one way as her son, so while it was odd at first their suddenly deepening relationship into something more also felt like a natural extension and growth rooted in many years spent together. And given that context it made sense that she naturally took the lead role. For years she'd been the primary authority figure in his life, and although as he grew up that dynamic had faded, as their relationship grew in unexpected new ways it resurfaced stronger than ever. In a way it felt weird to be so completely submissive and subservient to his mother as an adult eighteen year old man, but it was also incredibly freeing to not have to worry about making any decisions for himself, knowing that his loving mother would tell him whatever he needed to do.



The one difficult bit for Ashley in reconciling with their new relationship dynamic was his feelings regarding Ava's ever-expanding stable of lovers. Here he was a tangle of strong conflicting emotions. In one sense it made him proud to see the proof of how sexy and desirable his mother was in so easily pulling so many young black studs into her bed. He could only imagine how many girls the strong, muscular, and hung black men Ava seduced had throwing themselves at them, trying to ride their beautiful cocks, but no matter the circumstance Ava was always able to promptly summon them to the Honeymoon Suite to make love to her. In another sense Ashley was just happy to see Ava happy. Her smile was infectious, and as much as he knew she enjoyed their time together throughout the day, he never saw her happier than when she was pulling one of her lovers chocolate rods out to suck on. She deserved to be happy after all the long years of work she'd put in raising him as a single mother, and if she was happy, then he was happy too.
The only problem in this happy situation was how desperately Ashley needed to cum. His anal fingering and playing with his breasts as he watched Ava and her lovers through the window took some of the edge off by making him ooze out precum, but day after day the pressure in his swollen balls demanding a full release grew. Every night he was watching a real life version of Blacked far better than the usual porn he'd watched back home, but then at least he'd been able to jerk himself off. He knew that he could never actually be with Ava in the way that her lovers were, and that while she seemed to enjoy making out with him, and cuddling together, and showering together, and having him worship her beautiful feet, there were boundaries, and it wasn't like she'd ever actually be into a guy like him anyway, she clearly had a type. But he wished that she'd at least unlock him once in a while so that he could jerk himself off. And maybe if he was really, really good she'd even help him a little? Not a titjob like she'd given him the last time she'd allowed him to orgasm, Ava had been clear that that was a step too far, but maybe just a quick little handjob would be okay? Or even if she unlocked him and have him a few minutes to take care of himself while they cuddled at night. Just something to let him cum while feeling connected to her instead of sending him off to the bathroom to handle his business. That pressure finally came to a head at the end of their second week at the Pink Lotus.
It was late in the evening and Tafari and Shavell had been Ava's lovers for the night, following her eagerly back to the suite after dinner. They weren't Ashley's favorites within Ava's harem, the twin porters were bulkier then the others and tended to work in concert to fuck Ava more roughly than the others did. He preferred the leaner and more graceful bodies of the spa employees, who tended to make love to his mother in ways that he felt were more artful and respectful, but in the end she seemed just as happy to be on the receiving end of the rougher sex, and so Ashley was begrudgingly content. As usual he played with himself as he watched secretly through the window, and as usual he wasn't able to reach orgasm with his cock locked away within his body behind his flat chastity cage. When they'd left and he'd given Ava a respectful amount of time to make herself presentable, he approached their front door and knocked to be let in. He always felt a little silly knocking to be let in when it was his suite too, but it felt right.
When Ava answered the door she was still nude, as Tafari and Shavell had ripped away her clothes before having their way with her. Usually Ava pulled back on some clothes before Ashley "came back from her walk", or at least tossed on a robe or her pajamas, so Ashley was slightly taken aback by the sight. It wasn't as if seeing his mother's amazing body in it's naked glory was new to him, but she had a look of feral hunger in her eye and had taken no efforts to conceal the fact that she'd just been well-fucked. Her dark hair was wild and unkempt, a sheen of sweat still covered her body, there was a trail of love bites down her neck leading all the way onto her breasts where her erect nipples betrayed her continued arousal, her ass was marked with multiple large handprints from the spankings she'd received, and a mixed ooze of her and her lovers' juices ran from her inflamed pussy down both of her legs. Moving like a lioness, she pounced on Ashley, pulled him into the room, slammed the door shut, and forcefully pinned him against it. His cry of surprise and pain at her rough handling was muffled as she mashed her lips against his, going straight to an open-mouthed kiss as she rammed her tongue into him.
Ashley could smell Ava and the sex on her, the sensation mixing with the sweet taste of her tongue and the tangy, salty flavor that he'd come to realize was the taste of other men's cocks from their regular evening makeout sessions. He breathed deep, savoring all of it as Ava ran her hands all over his body. Slowly Ashley started to bring his own hands down from over his head where Ava had pinned them in her first furious assault. He brushed back her wild hair from her face, then continued downward, eagerly exploring the naked, sweaty body pressing him into the door. Twin blooms of sudden pain stopped him in his tracks as Ava bit down hard on his lower lip and reached up under his skirt, fiercely clutching his tight little sack in her hand and squeezing in with her nails. His arms shot out to the sides in defensive submission as Ava continued to mercilessly squeeze his swollen balls while releasing his bloodied lip.
"Keep your hands up where they belong like a good little girl," Ava growled, "You know you're not allowed to touch me when we're kissing." Without waiting for an answer the dominant MILF leaned back in to continue taking her pleasure from Ashley's lips.
Ashley continued to squirm and writhe trapped between Ava's naked body and the door, but he did his best to keep his hands over his head and Ava didn't have to teach him again to follow her rules. Eventually Ava was cooled off enough from the sexual high her lovers had left her in and her kisses with Ashley grew more tender and sweet, gentle nibbling explorations instead of hungry bites. She still kept her body pressed firmly against Ashley's, but took her hands from exploring his soft body and laced her fingers through his, holding his hands until their final kiss.
"Thank you sweetie, you know how much I miss you in the evenings, even though Mommy needs her private time," Ava said with none of the primal ferocity from earlier, just a quietly understated authority. "Now wash up and get ready for bed."
Ashley slumped against the door and watched as Ava turned and walked away, her bare ass swaying seductively. Her needs may have been met, but his had only been inflamed, and his poor balls hurt from more than just her vicious squeeze. He hurriedly stripped, put on a new pair of panties that he hadn't soaked through yet with his juices, and pulled on the light blue babydoll Ava had given him while his pink satin romper was in the resort laundry. It was a very different feeling than his old pajamas, as the lace and mesh top was elastic and hugged his chest and torso closely, while the flaring skirt at the bottom was both see-thru and more open than the built in shorts of his romper. Even though the babydoll was a more boyish color, Ashley didn't like that it was closer to a dress, but in the end Ava liked how he looked in it, so it was what he wore.
After he'd brushed his teeth he saw that Ava had dressed as well in her red lace chemise and was seated at her makeup table. She turned and saw he was finished, and simply said "Heel." before returning to removing her makeup and applying her nightly routine of lotions and moisturizers. Ashley quickly scurried under the table and set to work massaging his mother's feet, but she had a different idea. Ava reached under the table with one hand and pulled her kneeling son's head forwards until his cheek was resting against the outside of her bare thigh, then she lightly rested both her feet in his lap. As Ava continued her nightly routine with one hand and lovingly stroked his hair with the other, the realization struck Ashley that if he hadn't been locked in his cage right now then his erect cocks would be resting right between Ava's beautiful feet. Squeezed between her silky soft soles. He wrapped his arms around Ava's legs, hugging them close, and couldn't resist starting to ever so slightly hump her feet like a dog in a heat, even though he knew that he wouldn't actually be able to feel anything from it. Ava continued stroking his hair, but started to press down more firmly with her feet until he felt it in the trapped balls between his thighs. Understanding her displeasure, he obediently stopped, holding himself as still as he could, serving as her footstool as she stroked his hair like a beloved and devoted pet.
Once she'd finished, Ava stood and walked to their bed, not looking back as she issued a single command, "Come." Ashley obeyed, crawling out from under the table and following her into bed, although the irony was not lost on him that her command was the one thing he wanted to do more than anything else. After a week of being locked without release, spending every day with Ava or watching her get fucked, and then having her force herself on him like she did tonight then make him sit at her beautiful feet, always close, always near, never able to touch her in the ways he so desperately wanted and not even able to touch himself in the way he wanted, Ashley finally snapped.
"Mom?" he asked hesitantly as he lay cuddled up next to her with his head on her shoulder.
"Yes sweetie?"
"It's been... a while. Do you think that maybe I could be unlocked for a little bit to take care of myself?"
"Hmmm..." Ava said as she paused and thought for a long moment. "I don't think so sweetie. It's too late, if you wanted to do anything that you should have asked earlier. Mommy's tired now."
Ashley let the silence hang for a minute between them, the conversation apparently over as far as Ava was concerned, his request for release casually denied, just like that. But he was too horny to take no for an answer.
"Please Mom? I've been really good, and it will only take a couple of minutes. I just... really have to cum. Please unlock me?"
Without really thinking about what he was doing Ashley started reaching for the key to his chastity cage, which, as always was dangling from Ava's necklace between her breasts, next to the engraved heart he'd given her for Mother's Day. She brusquely swatted his hand away.
"I said no Ashley," Ava said in a serious and much more awake tone. "You will be unlocked when I want to unlock you, do you understand me?"
"Yeah," Ashley mumbled.
"I said, do you understand me?"
"Yes Mom," Ashley answered more respectfully.
"That's better."
A minute of tense silence passed as Ashley fretted that he'd spoiled his chances for a release and would have to sleep another night full of desire and pent up cum.
"Well I'm awake now," Ava finally said. "How badly do you really need to cum?"
"So badly Mom, you can't even imagine. It hurts!" Ashley begged, any pretense of dignity forgotten.
"Show me. Get out of bed."
Ashley obeyed, sliding out from under the sheets and walking around the other side of the bed where Ava stood.
"If you want to cum so badly, then you can start by kissing my ass to apologize for waking me up as I was dozing off."
Ashley looked back at Ava for a moment, struggling to gauge whether she was serious or this was all an elaborate joke. But her arched eyebrow and impatiently tapping foot told Ashley that she was serious and that the clock was ticking. With one last glance at the key to his freedom hanging between his mother's tits, Ashley quickly walked around behind her, dropped to his knees, and rolled up the hem of her red lace chemise to fully expose her ass. He'd seen it before, of course, but never this close, and the distance let him truly take it in in all of it's glory as it fully filled his view. He reverently placed one of his hands on each of Ava's hips, unsure if exactly where I'm the fleshy expanse she wanted him to kiss. Ava was just having second thoughts about what she'd asked Ashley to do on a whim, thinking he'd never actually go through with it. She was about to tell him to stand up and that he could have his release, when suddenly he worked up his courage and leaned in, pressing his face firmly into the center of Ava's right cheek and planting a kiss on it. Then another. Then another. Then a dozen in rapid succession. Then a longer kiss that was more akin to a love bite, opening his mouth slightly and sucking part of her ass into his mouth, scraping it against his teeth as he licked and bit down gently on it. That one tentative first kiss exploded into an unstoppable avalanche as Ashley lavished his mother's perfect ass with affection.
Ava moaned, thinking that she really should put a stop to this as Ashley moved from her right cheek to her left, but it just felt so good. Plenty of men had grabbed her ass, spanked her ass, and even fucked her ass, but nobody before had ever kissed it, and her sweet little Ashley was kissing it for all she was worth. Ava tried half-heartedly to push her away, but Ashley would not be dissuaded, gripping harder onto Ava's hips and dropping her head lower and lower around the curve of Ava's ass to avoid her loosely swinging arms.
Ashley's trail of kisses continued as he moved his head down, sinking lower onto his knees as he devotedly worshipped. Ava's moans reached a new pitch as he began to nibble and kiss at the sensitive junction between her upper thighs and her lower cheeks. Her response only spurred Ashley on to greater intensity, licking and biting at the cleavage below her ass.
Ava was going out of her mind. Half the reason she took lovers from the resort staff every night was to keep herself from taking advantage of Ashley, but if she kept going like that then Ava was going to do something rash. She knew that she had to stop it, right now, but in the heat of the moment she instead leaned slightly over, resting her hands on the edge of the bed, wordlessly giving Ashley both the permission and the access to go deeper.
He took it. Pulling her cheeks further apart with his hands, Ashley kissed and nuzzled his way from under Ava's plump ass towards the middle, slowly, so painfully slowly making his way inwards, until finally his face was fully buried between Ava's cheeks and within their warm embrace he gave one, final kiss, tenderly pressing his lips to her clenching asshole then firmly pressing his tongue into her.
Unable to bear it anymore Ava screamed, sending Ashley tumbling back onto the ground in confusion.
"Mom, I'm sorry, I thought you wanted..." Ashley trailed off his staccato series of excuses as he fixed his eyes on Ava's ass and debated for a moment diving back in, in spite of everything.
"No, no dear, you didn't do anything wrong," Ava said consolingly as she caught her breath, stood up, and turned around. "It was... wonderful actually, you just caught me by surprise is all. If you still want to cum, lay down on the bed and give me a minute, you've certainly earned it."
Ashley couldn't believe his ears. The truth was he'd completely forgotten about cumming, he'd been so engrossed in Ava's ass, but now that it was actually happening he felt his cock surge against the steel cage, sending it's moment of freedom was at hand. He quickly hopped on the bed, laying on his back and delicately smoothing out his babydoll over his legs. A few minutes later Ava returned from digging around in the closet, holding in her hand a plum purple vibrator.
"If you want to cum, it's high time you learned how to cum properly, like a girl," Ava said with a wild glint in her eye. "Don't worry sweetie, Mommy is here to teach you how it's done, just lift up your legs and hold onto your ankles."
Obedience was so ingrained into Ashley at this point that he responded without thinking, lifting his legs and clutching his ankles, exposing his chastity cage and his ass to his mother. Not that he'd have done anything differently if he'd paused to think, he was too horny and too desperate to cum at this point to even think of doing anything else. Ava approached slowly, like a cat stalking it's prey, thumbing on the switch to the vibrator with a dull buzz. She held it to the flat front of Ashley's cage for a moment, sending him into convulsions as the vibrations transmitted directly inside him, then pulled it back with a wicked smile.
"You're going to enjoy this," she promised, then Ava pressed the vibrator head firmly against the bottom of the cage where it met his balls and leaned her head down to his exposed ass, licking up and down his smooth hole.
Ava hadn't lied. Ashley felt his whole world exploring as his cock inside his body and his balls outside it were both overpowered by vibrations. He'd heard of how much girls loved their vibrators, but he'd never felt it for himself, and now he understood it entirely. It felt like every nerve ending in the most sensitive area of his body was on fire. And to top it all off, Ava's wet tongue was mercilessly licking his hole and punching itself right inside. His ass was already loosened up by his fingering himself earlier while watching Ava with her lovers, but his mother's tongue felt far better than his fingers ever could. Just when Ashley thought he couldn't take any more, Ava thumbed the switch and the vibrator buzzed at a higher pitch, elevating the sensations coursing through him. It could only have been a minute at most, but he was already right on the edge. Ava had to stop, it was too soon, after a week of waiting he wanted to enjoy...
She thumbed the switch again, sending the vibrator into an even higher pitched buzz, like an angry hornets nest, and Ashley cried out in ecstasy. Spurt after glorious spurt of cum blasted from his body, squirting out through the holes in the front of his cage. It may have only taken a minute to get there, but Ashley's orgasm went on and on and on as he cried with joy, tears streaming down his face as he had a near out of body experience. Only when the last shuddering gasp and the last oozing spurt of cum had been milked from his body did Ava switch off the vibrator and stop licking his hole. As she rose Ashley opened his eyes and saw that the vibrator and Ava's face were both covered in ropey strands of his cum. His eyes went wide as Ava started to lick the vibrator clean, maintaining eye contact with Ashley the whole time as she gave the toy a slurping blowjob. Once it was clean, Ava tossed it to the side and crawled atop Ashley, aligning her face with his, then leaned in to kiss him.
Ashley's eyes closed naturally as Ava leaned in for the kiss, then opened again in shock as he realized that she hadn't actually swallowed any of the cum from the vibrator. Using her tongue she expertly shoveled glob after glob of it, mixed with her saliva, into his mouth, forcing him to swallow if he wanted to continue breathing. Once she'd transferred it all Ava pulled back a bit and whispered, "Remember sweetie, when you make a mess on Mommy, you have to clean it up." Ashley obediently started to lick the remaining cum from Ava's face, swallowing it all down before she leaned back in for one final kiss goodnight.
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~~~~~ Week 3: Truths Revealed ~~~~~~
The night that Ava finally let her son Ashley cum by eating his ass while vibing his chastity cage and balls was a turning point in their relationship. As they entered the third week of enjoying what was meant to be Ava's honeymoon with her ex-fiance Greg, the simmering sexual tension that had built between them finally started to boil over more regularly. Of course the dominant and submissive roles which they'd naturally developed continued, augmented by Ava always carrying the key to Ashley's chastity cage around her neck, and so while Ava allowed much more sexual contact between them now, she remained firmly in control of what they did and how far they went. Non-negotiable hard limits were still in place. First, Ava's pussy wasn't for Ashley. He could see it of course, he could hardly serve his mother in all the ways she required if he couldn't, but touching it was strictly forbidden. Second, and similarly, Ava wouldn't touch Ashley's cock, although the fact that she always kept it locked in it's flat chastity cage made keeping that rule easy for her. After some consideration she decided that Ashley's exposed balls were technically fine for her to play with, largely because she enjoyed the feeling of power watching her son squirm gave her. The classic loophole in all of Ava's rules for sexual conduct between her and her submissive sissy son was that anal didn't count.
One example of this sexually enhanced dominant/submissive dynamic was in the regular footrubs which Ava continued to demand from Ashley. The most common situation in which she summoned him to her feet was still while she sat at the makeup take in their suite. So common, in fact, that they started keeping a cushion under the table for Ashley to kneel on. But the act of service gradually became more overtly sexual. Ava had been putting her feet into Ashley's mouth for a while, hooking a big toe into his cheek or even forcing the whole front of her foot into his mouth, but now she was going further. Instead of holding her foot still and allowing Ashley to peacefully suck on her toes while massaging the rest with his hands, Ava started pumping her foot in and out of his mouth forcing him to slobber and drool on her foot as she fucked him in the mouth with it. From her seat above him she would even cheer him on, telling him to "suck Mommy's toes like a good girl" or to "give Mommy's foot a blowjob." Soon the footrub itself became an afterthought, as Ava started deriving more and more enjoyment from the delightful feeling of Ashley sucking and gagging on her feet.
One day while Ava and Ashley were tanning on the beach at a slightly secluded spot around a promontory where the helpful staff had set up a semi-private umbrella with two beach chairs for them, Ava rolled over in her chair and said in a calmly commanding tone, "Feet, dear."
Ashley got up from his lounge chair and kneeled in the sand at the foot of his mother's as she kicked off her sandals. He naturally reached out to begin massaging her feet, but Ava had other ideas. She expertly hooked her left foot around the back of Ashley's head, pulling him suddenly forwards and down with her powerful leg muscles, forcing his open mouth onto the toes of her right foot, which was sitting angled upwards on her lounge chair. Ashley's eyes rolled back in his head as his tongue wove between Ava's delicious toes while using the toes of her left foot to grab Ashley's blonde ponytail, Ava started forcing her son to bob his head up and down. If anyone had been watching they would have seen what looked like a pretty young girl in a coral bikini giving passionately sloppy head, but Ashley was so enamored with Ava and her beautiful feet that he didn't even consider the possibility as he sucked and slobbered with abandon.
Ava soon realized that her foot behind Ashley's head was unnecessary, as her good little girl was happily doing just as she was supposed to, so she pulled it back and slid her left leg down in front of Ashley's kneeling body instead. She knew how excited Ashley got when sucking her feet, and even if she wasn't going to unlock her, she didn't mind letting her have her fun as well.
As usual when given the opportunity, Ashley seized Ava's leg and squeezed it to his body in a tight hug, putting Ava's knee on his chest and her ankle to his crotch. His muffled moans of delight were music to Ava's ears as he started humping her ankle, rubbing and crushing the balls hidden in his bikini bottoms against her foot and ankle. Ava never understood foot fetishes before, thinking it was a little weird, but what had started as her simply enjoying her son's happiness being at her feet and the feeling of power that came with it had gradually evolved. His tongue flicking between her toes and sliding up and down her sole felt so good, it was as if her feet had developed new nerve endings in response to his constant attention, or the old ones had been awakened and rewired. Either way, Ashley's sloppy head on her foot had Ava worked up in a way that demanded attention. She slid one hand down the front of her bikini bottoms and began playing with her clit and fingering herself while teasing her nipples through her bikini top with the other.
Ashley looked up from Ava's foot as he continued to bob his head up and down while sucking on it, making eye contact with her, but also seeing in his periphery that she was openly masturbating on the public resort beach. His eyes darted back and forth, scanning to check if anyone was watching in their semi-private area. He couldn't see anyone, and he couldn't take his mouth off Ava's foot to turn his head and check more thoroughly, she wouldn't like that. So he continued on, sliding himself further up Ava's leg as he humped her more aggressively with his balls in response to her fingering herself, each impact sending twin bursts of pain and pleasure shuddering through him.
Ava felt Ashley's increased fervor and it gave her a wicked idea. She hooked the toes of her left foot upwards, searching for the fabric of Ashley's bikini bottom and pulling it to the side. Then she started tracing her big toe in slow circles around her daughter's hole, knowing from experience just how sensitive it was, before suddenly forcing her toe up Ashley's twitching ass. The shock made her start to pull her mouth away from Ava's other foot, but her mother was having none of that, pressing her right leg forwards to keep her toes in Ashley's mouth while forcing her to sit deeper onto the foot penetrating her.
Unable to escape, Ashley was forced to commit, grinding even harder into Ava's ankle as his ass was fucked by Ava's toe and his mouth was fucked by her other foot. His tearful eyes looked pleadingly up at Ava, wordlessly begging for permission, but her eyes were closed as she frantically chased her own pleasure at an increasing rate. Ashley fought with everything he had to hold back, until finally Ava climaxed and in the throes of her passion she cried out, "Cum for me now!" Ashley careened over the edge before Ava had even finished speaking, his ass spasming around Ava's toe as he spurted again and again through the flat head of his chastity cage into his bikini bottoms. When his orgasm finally subsided, Ashley slumped forward, spent, still holding Ava's foot in his mouth and lazily sucking on it until she pulled it away, along with her other leg, and gestured to Ashley to come up to her.
Ava scooched over to make room as Ashley crawled up and laid down next to her, snuggling cozily into one chair although they had two, laughing quietly at what they'd just done and feeling grateful that either nobody saw what they were doing, or if they did they'd had the good sense to leave them alone and not interrupt. Eventually after they'd basked in the afterglow of comfortable silence together for a time, Ava pulled Ashley's face up to her own and they lazily made out for the rest of the afternoon as they soaked up the Caribbean sun's rays.
After that, giving Ava footrubs became the primary means by which Ashley was allowed to cum. It wasn't as if he needed any additional incentive to serve at his mother's feet, but with that added bonus he was insatiable. Ava didn't always masturbate while he humped her leg, nor did she always work her toes up his ass, but she did always tell him when he was allowed to cum. Sometimes she let him go quickly, other times she tested how long he could hold back before finally granting her blessing, but either way she did require him to lick clean any of his mess that made it's way on to her when he was done.
Another new treat which Ava allowed herself was having Ashley worship her ass. Before the night when her jokingly telling Ashley to kiss her ass had unexpectedly turned into so much more, Ava had never really experienced that kind of attention back there. She enjoyed anal of course, especially as part of a double-stuffing with another partner in the front, but had never been with a man who wanted to kiss and lick her booty the way her precious daughter did. As it turned out, she loved it, even more than a juicy cock in her backdoor. So a quick and proper kiss on her ass soon became the standard way for Ashley to show her respect to Ava. While they'd grown quite informal with one another over the weeks as they lived together in the Honeymoon Suite, Ava didn't think it was proper to discard all formality between them as she was still Ashley's mother. So to remind her daughter of her place beneath her (and honestly because she enjoyed it), Ava made a habit of making Ashley kiss her ass throughout the day.
While taking their shower together in the morning Ava often snapped her fingers and pointed to her backside, signaling Ashley to take a quick break from washing her to kneel and show her devotion. Another common time was right before bed as they were wrapping up their day. Ava would snap and point as she started brushing her teeth, letting Ashley have one last taste of her ass before going to sleep. One day after Ashley finally beat Ava in a tennis match and crowed about her victory a little too much, Ava decided a public humbling was in order. She snapped and pointed as she stood on the court, causing Ashley's eyes to bulge. When her daughter hesitated Ava angrily snapped and pointed to her ass once more, leaving no doubt as to what she expected. Mortified in the knowledge that other couples playing tennis on the nearby courts could see him, Ashley still hesitantly obeyed, crawling behind Ava and pushing his face up under her tennis skirt, hungrily kissing her ass and inhaling her deliciously musky, sweaty accent through her built-in shorts. That soon escalated to the point where they had to take it to the showers, where Ava kept Ashley buried in her ass the entire time, teaching her respect as she was waterboarded in heaven.
Ass-kisses were sweet and a good reminder of Ava's dominant position as Ashley's mother, but there were also times when she needed more extended treatment back there. Sometimes she'd simply pull out a book, lay down on her front, lift her dress, and tell Ashley to eat her out while she read. She'd trained Ashley well, impressing on her daughter that she was only to lick Mommy's ass, not her pussy, and so she could get lost in her book, largely ignoring Ashley and not worrying about her misbehaving as she buried her face between her cheeks. Sometimes after an hour of reading Ava would feel done, thanking Ashley and going on with their day. Other times the steady pleasure of having her ass passionately eaten put Ava in the mood, and she'd toss her book to the side and finger herself to orgasm while Ashley continued.
With the physical barriers between them eroding, other barriers slipped away as well. When it gradually became clear to Ava that her nightly lovers were an open secret to Ashley, she started discussing them much more openly. Truthfully she was thankful to have someone she could indulge in 'girl talk' with, and as Ashley helped her get ready for their dates with the staff each night they'd talk about their opinions on the different men, comparing notes on their looks, their bodies, their swagger, and even their bulges. Ava didn't go into details of what happened in their suite while Ashley was away, not knowing that he knew full well as he spied on her through the window every night, but she did ask Ashley to help her pick out the outfit and lingerie that he thought each date would enjoy most.
Through it all Ashley found himself slipping further and further into thinking of himself as a girl. Ava continued to refer to him as her daughter all the time, even when it was just the two of them, and dressing as a girl in borrowed clothes from Ava plus the growing wardrobe of his own girly clothes that Ava bought for him took a toll as well. He wasn't sure if his body was gradually becoming more feminine, or if it just looked it because of the clothes Ava made him wear, but either way dressing like a girl, walking like a girl, talking like a girl, being called a girl, and as Ava loved to remind him cumming like a girl gradually day by day made Ashley think of himself more and more as a girl unless he put a deliberate effort into remembering who he was underneath it all. That effort was becoming harder and harder to muster as Ava made her preference for feminizing her daughter clear. She booked Ashley and herself for another skin treatment at the spa to ensure that he stayed hairless and smooth below his head, and also signed them up for manis and pedis, picking out bubblegum pink nail polish for Ashley's fingers and toes.
One night near the end of their third week Ashley and Ava had a dinner date with Ajani, their yoga instructor at the spa. While at their first date with Ajani a couple weeks ago Ashley had acted the part of a spoiled brat, throwing a fit over having to share Ava, but tonight she played her role in their three-way date with grace. Ajani picked the girls up at their suite, taking one on each arm as he led the way to their table on the beach. As they walked Ashley marveled at Ajani's muscular, but not overly bulky arm, tracing her bubblegum pink nails over his dark skin and biting her lip as she looked forward to watching him with Ava tonight. Of all her lovers he was easily her favorite, although she knew that Ava probably preferred the masseurs or the twin porters to keep more of her holes filled at once. But Ashley liked the way Ajani treated her mom, making love to her tenderly as he moved her smoothly from position to position even though he could have power-fucked her with his strength and his massive cock. As Ajani held out Ashley's chair for her to be seated she turned her head to take in the perfect view of his bulge, prominently displayed in his tight shorts, and for a moment she was tempted to nuzzle into it, begging him to make love to her the way he made love to her mother.
The moment passed and Ashley's self-control held as he shook his head. He was a boy, why was he looking at another man's bulge and wanting him to use it to make love to him. He didn't want that, right? It was natural for him to want to watch Ajani's beautiful black body as he fucked Ava, and of course he was looking forward to fingering his ass and playing with his little titties while he watched a real man having sex with his hot mother through the window of their suite, but he had to remember that he was a boy. A boy wearing a bikini top and cutoff jean shorts over his bikini bottoms, with long blonde hair gradually going platinum in the tropical sun, and a cute little 5'2" body with growing curves. A boy who looked just like Elsa Jean's little sister and had developed an appreciation for the powerful black men he was always surrounded with. But still a boy, dammit!
Dinner, as always, was delightful. The food was amazing, the view of the ocean ahead and the resort behind from their beach side table was stunning, and the champagne and conversation flowed freely. Ashley joined in fully in the evening, laughing along with Ava at Ajani's jokes and listening with rapt attention to his stories. Time flew by in a pleasant whirl, and before long the sun was setting before the horizon and it was time to move on. Ashley reached across the table, squeezed Ava's hand, and told her to have a nice time back in their suite, and that she'd need out on her evening walk. Then Ashley watched as Ajani walked Ava back to her room, waiting a bit before following them to her usual perch.
Ashley arrived just in time to see Ajani holding Ava upside down in front of his body, eating out her pussy while her head bounced up and down on his cock. Ashley struggled for a moment not to be jealous, for all the times Ava had let her eat out her ass, she'd never once let her have the tiniest lick from her pussy. She could only imagine how good it would taste, how the velvety soft skin of her labia would feel on her tongue, on her face. Ashley slid down her jeans shorts and pulled her bikini bottoms to the side, reaching around behind herself to start fingering her pussy. She was so focused on the scene inside, daydreaming about what her mother's sweet pussy must taste like, that she didn't notice the footsteps behind her until it was too late.
"The fuck you doin'?" a gruff voice from behind Ashley asked as a set of strong hands grabbed her by the shoulders. "Shit, you're Ava's little girl, whatchu doing out here?"
"N... Nothing!" Ashley protested as he snapped out of it and saw the he was being lifted and held by Kemar, one of the waiters and a member of Ava's stable of lovers. He hurriedly pulled his fingers from his ass, but worried that he'd been too late.
"Who's out there?" Ajani's voice called from inside the room.
"It's me, Kemar, brother," Ashley's captor replied, "And wait until you see what I caught."
Ashley squirmed helplessly as Kemar carried him inside, unable to even pull up his shorts or readjust his bikini bottoms to cover his ass. He was just grateful that he hadn't started playing with his nipples yet so at least he wasn't flashing his tits. As Kemar held him up for Ajani's inspection, Ava didn't even notice that anything had happened, continuing to sloppily suck on Ajani's big black cock until he finally pulled her away, turned her right side up, and set her down.
"Ashley?" Ava asked uncertainly, wobbling a bit as she got her bearings back.
"Ummm, hi Mom," Ashley replied sheepishly.
"But what are you doing here?"
"I caught her outside watching at the window," Kemar explained, then he gave a nod down to Ashley's disheveled lower half. "She was having a good time, looks like."
A hard glint entered Ava's eyes as she took in Ashley's embarrassed blush and her disheveled state.
"Is that what you want?" she asked accusingly, "To watch your own mother get fucked by real men? Fine, sit in the chair in the corner."
"But Mom, I..."
"I said. Sit. In. The. Chair." Ava enunciated each word with brutal precision. "And don't touch yourself either, you naughty girl. You just sit there and watch."
Ava turned back to face Kemar and Ajani then, her face softening along with her tone.
"Now then, where were we? Ah yes, I believe you two were just about to fill me up with your beautiful cocks. Shall we?"
Ava's lovers had seemingly had no compunctions regarding fucking her in front of her daughter, so Ashley was forced to sit in his front-row seat and watch as they worked his beautiful mother over in every hole, trading places and switching positions as each of the powerfully built black men made the woman who had Ashley wrapped right around her little finger into their willing bitch. The worst of it was that even there, humiliated and forced to watch, Ashley wanted nothing more than to play with himself in hopes that the taboo heat of the situation would be enough to push him over the edge into orgasm. But in every position Ava found a way to stare him down, keeping her eyes on Ashley as she satisfied two big black dicks. He couldn't disobey and play with himself under her withering gaze. Finally Ava's moans built to a climax as she was sandwiched between Ajani and Kemar. It could have been his imagination, but as Ashley stared back into Ava's eyes and smiled with genuine happiness for her at her orgasm, he thought he saw the hard look she'd fixed him with soften before her eyes rolled back in ecstacy. The rippling clenching of Ava's ass and pussy as she came triggered her lovers to climax as well, pumping her full of their thick loads of rich, creamy seed. From where he was sitting Ashley could actually smell it, a rich nutty aroma that made his mouth water in a surprisingly familiar way.



Satisfied for the night, Ajani and Kemar thanked Ava and left, each giving Ashley a knowing smile on their way out. After thanking them and waving goodbye, Ava turned to look at Ashley, who struggled to read his mother's face. It looked as if waves of conflicting emotions were doing battle, and so he sat still and silent in his seat, awaiting her judgement. Finally Ava broke the long silence with a single word.
"Heel."
Ashley practically jumped from his seat, hurrying to kneel at Ava's feet, hoping to forestall whatever punishment he was due by giving her a footrub. But his mother had other ideas. As he started to reach for her feet, she reached down and grabbed a fistful of his long blonde hair on the top of his head, tilting it back so he was looking right up at her. Then without a word she stepped forwards, straddling him and bending her knees slightly so that her pussy was directly over his face. He looked up at her in anticipation, his eyes tracing up her gently curved tummy, past her massive underboobs, and up to her beautiful face starting down at him. It was like kneeling at the feet of an avenging angel, beautiful and powerful. For a moment Ashley thought that he might finally get to touch his mother's holiest of holies, the forbidden fruit and the one part of herself that she kept off limits to him while giving it so freely to her many lovers. But as he tried to rise to meet it with his mouth her grip on his hair tightened, painfully forcing him back down, inches away from his heart's desire.
Then the first drop hit his lips, a mixture of his mother's sweet juices and Ajani's salty cum. Ashley instinctively licked his lips, tasting the exotic mixture with the tip of his tongue, and without conscious thought he opened his mouth wide. It was fortunate that he did, because that first drop was followed by a steady stream, oozing and dripping from Ava's freshly fucked pussy as she flexed her pelvic floor and gradually forced it all out. Ashley had no choice but to swallow, quickly gulping it down so that he could breathe, then opening his mouth again to catch the ongoing stream. He thought about the moment before dinner when he'd almost nuzzled into Ajani's bulge, processing the reality that although Ava had been the one who got fucked, he was the one swallowing down the load that had been churning in the powerful black man's balls at that moment, waiting for release.
When the flow of mixed juices from Ava's pussy slowed and finally ceased, she let go of Ashley's head and turned, bringing her thick booty to bear. Her well-trained son knew instinctively what was expected of him, tilting his face upwards at just the right angle to meet her ass as she sat on his face, using him as her human stool. Buried between Ava's cheeks, Ashley licked hungrily at her hole, thrilled to still be allowed this honor after what he had done. As his tongue scooped out the first glob of Kemar's cum, he swallowed it down and went digging for more, grabbing Ava's thighs with his hands to pull her down even harder on his face. But she quickly swatted him away, grabbing his wrists and pulling them off of her legs, making it clear that she was in charge, and Ashley's role was to receive. Still, as Ashley continued to eat she sat more fully, until most of her weight was bearing down on his pretty little face. Eventually his licking revived the flames of her passion, and Ava masturbated herself to orgasm while he continued his ministrations to her rear.
When Ava finally stood and turned back to look at Ashley, his face was streaked with sweat and cum, but his eyes looking up at her were filled with loving devotion. Her heart melted as she looked down at her little sissy sweetie.
"Mom?" Ashley asked, "Do you think that I could maybe have a turn to cum now?"
Ava's soft expression shifted back as she was reminded of exactly why her depraved daughter was in this situation.
"You get caught peeking on your own mother having sex and the first thing you do is ask if you can cum?" Ava asked incredulously. "The nerve! You don't deserve to cum, you deserve to be punished!"
Ava moved one of her legs between Ashley's knees and hooked her foot under his balls, dangling below his flat chastity cage. It wasn't quite a kick, but it wasn't a soft touch either, and Ashley winced in pain as Ava pressed her foot upwards, crushing them against his body.
"But this isn't even really punishment for a slut like you, is it?" Ava demanded as she increased the pressure. "I bet if I kept this up and started grinding my foot back and forth you'd spurt your little load all over me, wouldn't you?"
Ashley nodded, admitting the truth that even in the pain he was impossibly aroused.
"Well then, we'll need to find a different punishment for you," Ava said as she pulled her foot away. "Follow. If this was good enough when you were little, it's good enough now."
Ava walked over to the chair where Ashley had so recently sat and watched her with her lovers, sat down, and had him lay across her lap. Then for the first time in years she started spanking him. When he'd been younger Ashley's spankings had been brief, a few hard swats to teach him his lesson, sharp pain that soon faded. This was radically different. The first few swats of Ava's cupped hand didn't hurt too badly, Ashley had grown up and his pain tolerance was much higher as a young adult. But Ava didn't stop at a few swats, she continued on, working both of Ashley's cheeks, expertly distributing her strikes around the lower portion of his jiggling bubble butt and his upper thighs. Blood gradually flowed into the area, enhancing Ashley's sensitivity as repeated swats started to land in the same locations. Ava wasn't swinging any harder, but she also didn't show any sign of slowing down, and soon Ashley was whimpering in pain with every stroke. Oddly the pain didn't make him resent Ava at all, instead it made him feel oddly affectionate. What he'd done was wrong, he knew that, and his mother was working so hard to help him, to correct him. He knew that she was doing this only out of love for him, and so when one particularly painful swat drew the first tear from his eyes, he cried out, "I love you Mommy!"
Ava continued her punishing assault on Ashley's ass, spanking him with a regular rhythm.
"I... I love you... So much..." Ashley continued to cry out between swats. "I'm sorry... please... forgive me... I just want... to be with you..."
The tears were now flowing down Ashley's face as the pain clarified all the confusing thoughts that had been flying around his head, simplifying his world. Ava paused for a moment, replying, "I know you do Sweetie, and I love you too, you're my daughter after all. That's why I need to do this."
Ava resumed her spanking, forcing Ashley to continue spilling out the truths that he'd finally realized deep within between the ongoing bursts of elucidating pain.
"No... not like that... I mean... I love you... as my mother... but it's more!"
Ashley paused for a moment, taking a few more strokes and gathering his breath before revealing his heart.
"I don't just love you... I want to be your lover... I'm not a girl... I'm a boy... your boy... and I'd do anything to be yours!"
Ashley's declaration shocked Ava into finally stopping her spanking. She took a moment to process the unexpected words she'd just heard, gently rubbing her hand in soothing circles over Ashley's burning backside.
"You mean, you've been pretending to be a girl this whole time just to get closer to me?"
"I'd do anything to be closer to you!" Ashley swore emphatically. "You seemed to like me as a girl, so I went along with it, but I don't want to be your daughter, I want to be your boyfriend, like when we went on those practice dates. Please Mommy!"
Ava sat in silence, terrified at what she had done, what she had pressed Ashley into, the Pandora's Box she'd opened. But did she dare to snap it closed, or did she leave it open and pray that hope for the future finally came out.
"Go get your pajamas on," she finally said in a flat voice devoid of emotion, "it's time for bed."
Ashley and Ava both dressed for bed in silence, quickly moving through their evening routine while avoiding one another as much as possible. While Ashley wore his lacy babydoll, Ava dug around the bottom of her bag until she found a pair of plaid cotton pajama pants and soft old tee. Ashley tried to move in to cuddle Ava once she joined him in bed, but she held him gently back, telling him that she needed some space to think.
As Ashley drifted uneasily off into sleep, Ava wracked her mind to see where she'd gone wrong. The two of them had done so much and come so far in the past few weeks, falling into it naturally one small step at a time. She'd tried over and over to set boundaries and limits, not trusting herself or Ashley to resist the strange chemistry they'd unlocked between them, but every time she found herself slipping further and further until there was only one true limit left between them. Through it all she'd taken comfort in Ashley transitioning into a girl, thinking that all the strange things happening between them were a part of him discovering who he truly was, and proud of herself for supporting him as a good mother should. But when he'd revealed that he never really saw himself as a girl, and had done it all to get closer to her, she felt hurt and betrayed. Had she pushed him too far because she'd assumed that's what he wanted? Or because of her newly discovered attraction to soft femboys? Or because she'd always wanted a daughter?
But the scariest thing for her was the uncertainty in how she'd handle Ashley's declaration of love. Before that she'd been able to convince herself that they were just a couple of girls having fun, and that as long as they didn't actually have sex it was all just harmless play that didn't have to mean anything more. But with Ashley's admission that he did want more and had developed real feelings for her she was faced with the ultimate conundrum. Would she let him down gently? Or would she be unable to resist the growing feelings in her heart that echoed his own? What she needed, Ava decided as she fitfully drifted off, was space to think.
The next morning when Ashley woke up Ava was already in the shower. Eager to make amends, he quickly stripped out of his babydoll and panties and went to join her. However, as he approached the walk-in shower Ava turned away, using her hands to cover up her crotch and her tits as much as possible, and told him that she'd manage on her own, and that he could take his shower after. Ashley turned away as if he'd been physically struck. He couldn't recall the last time Ava had covered herself in front of him. The grim reality of just how badly he'd screwed up started to set in. By the time Ashley finished his shower and came out, Ava was already dressed in a flowing red sundress and on her way out the door.
"I'm off for the day," she said casually, "It's Tafari and Shavell's day off, and they invited me to visit the village with them. We should be back by evening, so I'll see you for dinner."
And then she was gone. And just like that Ashley was all alone for the first time in what felt like forever. His first thought was to chase after Ava and beg her to unlock him before she left. Although she'd allowed him to cum plenty of times in the past week, she still hadn't unlocked him from his chastity cage in over two weeks, and taking out his frustrations by actually beating his meat for once sounded great. But he second-guessed when he thought about how Ava would take it. She already thought he was a pervy slut after he'd been caught watching her have sex, what would she think if he followed that up by asking her to unlock him? Maybe the safest thing was just to stay locked and let her spend the day out and about with the key securely around her neck. In either case, by the time Ashley finished internally debating Ava was long gone and so his decision was effectively made.
With jerking off off the table, Ashley wondered what to do for the day. Eventually he decided to go to the spa, as he didn't know what else to do and drowning his sorrows in one of their delicious coconut cream drinks sounded good. Without Ava to guide him, he dressed as androgynously as he could, given the limited wardrobe he had to work with. He picked out some of Ava's yoga pants, and debated going commando. He didn't want to have any panty lines showing, of course, but he wanted his package to be tucked away a little more securely. Finally he decided to raid his mother's pantry drawer, picking out a nice thong for himself. The thin strip of fabric felt nice between his cheeks, rubbing ever so slightly on his sensitive hole as he walked, and he noted with satisfaction that he didn't have any panty lines showing after he pulled on his pants.
That only left a top. He thought about the various camis and crop tops Ava had dressed him in when he wasn't just wearing a bikini top or sports bra, but he really didn't want to go that girly right now. Eventually he picked up her discarded tee shirt she'd worn as pajamas last night. It still smelled like her. Ashley pulled it on and made himself ready to leave, then paused. His boy boobs jiggled whenever he walked, and he was worried about the attention they'd bring. He decided that the manliest thing to do was to go ahead and wear a sports bra under his shirt to at least contain them. Besides, it was way more comfortable that way. Once he'd taken care of that, he set out for the spa, happy to be in what he thought of as "boy mode".
While Ashley may have thought of himself as being in boy mode, the staff at the spa certainly didn't, as they continued to refer to him using female pronouns. Once that would have sent him into a rage, but now he took it with a friendly smile and didn't bother correcting them. After two weeks of going publicly as a girl under Ava's direction, he didn't want to confuse matters further right now. Besides, they had a coconut full of his special drink ready and waiting for him, and it was still warm. Ashley took a quick first sip, then asked if it would be possible to make a few more. The receptionists eyes widened a bit at his request, but she said she'd put the staff hard to work preparing them as fast as she could. Ashley expressed his gratitude and took a seat in the atrium to enjoy his drink.
As usual the coconut cream settled into his stomach and sent a warm fuzzy feeling through his body, like he was floating on a sweet pink cloud of cotton candy. He sat there with his eyes closed, simply enjoying the sensation until the receptionist appeared at his shoulder with a second drink to replace the one he'd finished. Ashley thanked her, and she told him that it would likely be an hour or so until the staff could make him another. He tried to make the second drink last longer, but before he knew it he was scooping out the creamy dregs from the bottom of the coconut and licking his fingers clean. Ashley felt warm, especially around his chest as his skin tingled under his sports bra. He needed to get up, to move, to do something with the heat burning inside of him.
Just then he saw Ajani walking into the spa atrium. He should have known this could happen, Ajani was the spa yogi after all, but Ashley had been so distraught at Ava's departure that he hadn't thought it through. He couldn't face the powerful man after what he'd been through the night before, not with him knowing that Ashley had been peeping on him and Ava. He saw his opportunity to escape as Ajani turned to greet another guest, rushing from his seat towards the exit. But just as he was nearly there, Ajani turned, and he had to divert down the hallway, ducking into one of the side rooms to hide. He quickly shut the door behind him, then turned and saw Leandro and Dejuan staring at him quizzically.
"Good afternoon Ashley," Leandro said after a moment, "Just you today? You're in luck, we're both free for the next hour, so we can both give you a massage. Just strip down and hop on the table and we can begin."
Ashley froze. He hadn't been planning to get a massage today, but he needed somewhere to hide from Ajani, and at least the masseurs didn't know that he'd been secretly watching them fuck his mother. And he knew from experience how good they were at their jobs. Their strong hands were like magic, and with the heat emanating from his belly being touched by them to release the energy inside sounded amazing. With all the massages that Ava and Ashley had received from the pair he didn't feel too awkward as he stripped out of his shirt and yoga pants, then tossed his sports bra to the side, leaving him wearing only Ava's borrowed thong which he'd thankfully worn. Blushing a little at the realization of how casually he'd just stripped down to nothing but a thong in front of these two men, Ashley hopped up facedown on the table, grateful as one of them placed a towel over his exposed backside for modesty.
While Leandro started working on Ashley's legs from the bottom up, Dejuan set to work on Ashley's shoulders and back from the top down. He'd only ever had one of the masseurs working his body at a time before, and the combination of all four strong hands kneading and working his soft flesh was amazing. With the oil they spread over his smooth skin their hands glided easily back and forth, teasing out all the tension he was holding in. Leandro told Ashley that he would continue working his way up her legs until she told him to stop, and he murmured his assent, wondering if he'd ever want it to end. Time passed and Leandro finished with Ashley's calves and started working up his thighs, and the sense of perfect relaxation Ashley had felt grew into something more. Perhaps it was because he was still sore from Ava's spanking the night before, but the squeezing and pulling sensation of Leandro's strong hands on his legs felt so good, and the heat in Ashley's belly felt like it was melting inside him.
He knew he should stop the masseur once his hands reached the bottom of the towel, but he kept thinking he would just let it go on a little longer. Soon Leandro's hands were under the towel, working the sore lower cheeks of Ashley's ass. He felt the melting liquid heat inside of him at the same time as he felt something warm and firm press against the soles of his feet. Not fully thinking he moved them back and forth a bit, trying to figure out what it was. It grew even harder, throbbing against Ashley's feet like a heartbeat, and he suddenly realized that he was playing footsie with Leandro's growing bulge. He froze, but it was too late, and the masseur took Ashley's flirtation as an invitation and began slowly grinding himself in. Ashley wanted to call for him to stop, but the liquid heat inside him was boiling to a crescendo and he needed Leandro to keep going. He tried to ignore the hardening cock rubbing against his feet as the hands squeezing his ass finally pushed him over the edge, triggering him to ooze a slow, throbbing orgasm from his cage and into his thong. Fortunately Leandro took Ashley's involuntary moan as his signal to stop, and he professionally removed his hands and stepped back.
Ashley thought he was done and was hoping Leandro and Dejuan would leave so he could clean up the mess he'd made in his panties, but they insisted that since the two of them could work twice as fast together that Ashley stay for the full hour and let them massage her front as well. He couldn't think of an excuse and their hands felt so good on his body so Ashley agreed, rolling over onto his back.
Leandro continued working Ashley's legs, starting again from the bottom and gradually working his way up. He didn't resume grinding himself into Ashley's feet, which left him feeling a strange mixture of thankfulness and disappointment. It wasn't as if he'd ever ask the man to do it, but maybe if he'd just done it then it wouldn't have been too bad. At the very least Ashley wouldn't have complained about it. But the more pressing issue was what Dejuan was doing. Ashley hadn't fully thought through what a massage of the front of his upper body would entail, but apparently it meant having his chest massaged. And apparently that felt really good.



Ashley suddenly realized how he must look to Leandro and Dejuan. They'd only ever known him to be a "girl", and with his chastity cage leaving his thong smooth in the front and his balls tucked back away between his legs, Dejuan didn't think he was massaging his chest, he thought he was massaging his breasts. The fatty tissue that Ashley had discounted as weird swelling for weeks had never been touched the way Dejuan was touching it now. Sure, Ashley had played with his nipples watch watching Ava fuck, and she'd even teased them a bit herself sometimes. But he'd never had a man take his breasts in each hand and work them the way Dejaun was. He focused his touch around the outside, gradually working his way into the center, pulling Ashley's soft tits in towards the nipples in the center that were hardening as they cried out for attention. The coconut cream drink always left Ashley's chest feeling warm, and two full servings in he was on fire. As Dejuan continued to work in painfully slow circles it almost felt like Ashley's breasts were growing even more under his forceful touch, as if he were loosening the tissue underneath his skin and allowing it to swell to it's full size.
After having felt Leandro's bulge earlier with his feet Ashley was acutely aware of the similar bulge beside his head as Dejuan continued. All he had to do was turn slightly, and perhaps he'd start to grind his manhood into Ashley the way his companion had. It was so close, he could smell it, could almost feel it. He was about to give in to temptation when the clock chimed the hour. Dejuan gave one final flourishing touch, squeezing each hand until Ashley's nipples were each pinched between his fingers, then twisting them gently as he released. Leandro executed a similar final flourish on Ashley's legs, then they both excused themselves from the room to allow him to get dressed in privacy. It took a full five minutes of slow breathing exercises for Ashley to calm down enough to even stand, and he wobbled on his feet as he got dressed and walked to the spa exit, gratefully taking a third full coconut on his way out. He wondered as he made his was back to the Honeymoon Suite if he should really drink it, the buzz from the first two seemed to be affecting his behavior and he wasn't sure what he'd do after a third. But it smelled so yummy and there wouldn't be any bulges to tempt him back in the suite, so he figured there wasn't any harm in it and polished it off before he'd reached the door.
It was late afternoon and Ashley knew that before too long he'd need to start getting ready for dinner, but first he needed to take care of a few things. The heat blossoming in his chest renewed with his third drink, and he could swear that his sports bra was fitting tighter than it had that morning. He stripped out of his top and bra, tossing them to the side, and let out a sigh of relief. Stepping over to the mirror and hefting a boob in each hand, Ashley inspected himself from every angle. They certainly looked bigger than he recalled, and instead of being generally swollen all around they were now a bit rounder on the bottom and sloped downward on the top. He certainly hadn't had underboob before, but as he bounced them up and down in his hands he saw that he did. A part of his mind wanted to panic at the thought, but that part was muffled by the warm pink cloud in his head, and another part of him giggled. Boobies were kinda fun, and he had his own set now that he could bounce and play with. He wondered how they'd look in a dress...
But before he went there, there was something else he had to take care of. The leak from his chastity cage had soaked through his panties and was now showing through the front of his pants. He peeled them both off and was and to throw them in the laundry bin when he paused. He looked down at the still wet puddle of cum in his thong. For weeks Ava had made him clean up his own messes whenever she allowed him to cum, and even though she wasn't there he felt an odd compulsion to do so knowing it would make her happy. He lifted the thong to his face, took one tentative lick, then stuffed it into his mouth, sucking out his cum and wondering if any of the flavors swirling in his mouth came from Ava's sweet pussy.
Once he'd finished, Ashley was naked and needed to choose a new outfit for dinner. He considered grabbing one of his pairs of panties, but really wanted to continue wearing a thong. So he raided her panty drawer for the second time that day, picking out an all-lace black one with scalloped trim he thought looked cute. After admiring his ass in the mirror, Ashley considered what to wear on the outside. He didn't really want to wear a bra, as the sports bras Ava had bought him were too tight now and hers were far too big. As near as he could figure his breasts were probably a B-cup, far short of Ava's H-cups. And he had wondered how his boobs would look in a dress...
Ashley paced the room, struggling to think clearly with three doses of coconut cream making everything feel warm and fuzzy. He knew Ava was always pressing him to dress up a bit more for dinner, to try wearing something more feminine or perhaps to try a bit of makeup. He thought that she'd always done that because she wanted him to look good for the men they were going on dates with, but after her response last night he wondered if she really wanted him to do it for her. He knew he had to do something to win her back, maybe this was his big chance?
Ashley tore through the closet on a mission, examining each of his mother's dresses to find the perfect one for him to wear. Most had no chance of ever fitting him due to the size of her breasts, and he kicked himself for not letting her but him a dress all the times she'd offered. Finally he found one that he thought he could make work. A little black dress that he had to imagine she would have been spilling out of, but which he could maybe pull in a little more tightly in the straps to more or less fit him. He stepped into the dress the way he'd seen Ava do as he watched her getting dressed, pulling the tight fabric up and over his hips, then working the spaghetti straps over his shoulders. Nervously he stepped in front of the mirror and checked himself out. He nearly cried.
After all the energy he'd spent fighting it, maybe he really was meant to be a girl. Ava's little black dress fit him far better than it had any right to, the ruched fabric hugging and accentuating his curves and the short length showing off his legs. He'd tightened the straps as much as he could to make the top kinda sorta fit, and he had to be careful if he leaned forwards at all or his tits would be on display for anyone in front of him. But he looked great. The only thing missing was makeup. He raced to Ava's table, quickly applying lipstick, eye shadow, and mascara. He'd seen her do it enough times to have picked up the basics, so although it wasn't perfect, it would have to be good enough. With his preparations running long he was worried about being late, so he didn't have any time to second guess himself as he slipped into a pair of black heels and wobbled out the door.
Ashley was running late, so he walked as quickly when the path to the beach as he could in heels. Even he emerged from the trees he saw Ava sitting alone at there table, still wearing her red sundress from earlier and looking beautiful as ever. She glanced at him, looked away, then whipped her head back to stare at him.
"Ashley?" she asked incredulously, "Is that really you?"
"Hi Mom," Ashley replied sheepishly as he waved. The additional motion upset his precarious balance and he toppled over with a high-pitched yelp.
"Oh sweetie!" Ava exclaimed as she leapt from her seat and ran to Ashley's rescue.
Ava took Ashley's hand and helped him back to his feet. As she did, he couldn't help but notice that she was leering down the loose front of his dress, taking advantage of the situation to check out his tits in the midst of making sure he was alright. They stood in silence for a moment, looking into each other's eyes and unsure of what to say.
"Do you like it Mom?" Ashley finally asked, gesturing broadly at his face and his dress and nearly causing another tumble that made him cling to Ava for support.
"I adore it," Ava replied warmly, reaching up to brush Ashley's hair back from his face. "Did you do all of this for me?"
Ashley nodded quickly, then said, "I think I kinda did it for us."
"Darling, that's so precious," Ava answered, wiping a tear from her eye. Then she leaned in slowly for a kiss, closing her eyes and slightly parting her lips. Ashley met her partway, unwilling to believe that this was really happening until their lips finally lightly brushed against one another. A pause, and then they brushed together again, slightly more firmly this time. Then another pause before they connected a third time, and this time they held, and held, and held, as though the world would crumble to dust before they let themselves be separated again.
Ava and Ashley had kissed many times by now. They'd shared quick pecks on the lips, hungrily lustful makeout sessions, sleepy kisses goodnight, and playful kisses good morning. This kiss was none of those things, it was something new and beautiful. It was the joyful kiss of two lovers reunited, the patient kiss of long-held love, the oblivious kiss of a couple for whom the whole world fades away. Their lips and tongues played together in a slow, sensual, intimate dance until finally Ava pulled back and whispered, "Let's sit and eat sweetie, I have something I need to tell you."
As they ate, Ava finally explained the events that had led to the cancellation of her wedding and her and Ashley embarking on the honeymoon together. Her ex-fiance Greg was a kind, decent man, and they really had been in love. But at her bachelorette party her friends had gotten her a stripper, a powerfully built 6'4" tall black man with the stage name Jack Hammer. It was all just harmless fun, until some of the girls got into an argument over where Jack's bulging "Hammer" was real, or the result of stuffing. He offered to let the guest of honor be the judge in a private showing, and the slightly tipsy Ava had agreed. She'd heard rumors about the size of black men's cocks of course, but had never experienced one for herself. What started with looking soon escalated to touching, then sucking, and before Ava paused to think she was being fucked to the best orgasm she'd ever experienced by Jack's 10" love hammer. The rest of the girls played it cool when they'd returned from the private side room, but it was clear that they all knew what had happened. Ava had stayed up all night after getting home, wondering what she should do and masturbating a few times to the memory. Finally when morning came she did the only thing she could, and called Greg, explaining that she still loved him, but that she couldn't be with him, and that the wedding was off.
"Wait, so you're the one who called it off?" Ashley asked as Ava finished her story. "I thought it was Greg."
"No, it was me sweetie. I knew that I couldn't give up on big black cocks, even after just one taste, and so there was no way I could be with Greg."
"Okay, but why are you telling me this now?"
"Because these past few weeks... I've been falling for you too Ashley. That's why I was so scared when you said you loved me last night."
"But Mom, this is amazing!" Ashley exclaimed, his face lighting up. "If you feel the same way I do, then we can be together, like really be together!"
"Honey, you weren't listening to my story. I can't go without big cocks, not after my experience with Jack and especially not after all the men I've enjoyed here at the resort. I have needs that have to be met, and if Greg couldn't meet them, then you certainly can't either."
"You don't know that!" Ashley protested, "We love each other, we'll find a way to make it work."
Ava reached across the table and took Ashley's hand. "Sweetie, look at yourself. I love the way you look, and I love that you dolled yourself up tonight for me, but you look more like my daughter than my lover."
"But you like this, right? I saw you checking me out before. I know you love fucking big black cocks, I've seen plenty of proof of that, but you clearly have a thing for me too. Love finds a way, we have to try!"
Ava thought about it, the memory of their kiss still lingering as she appreciated the beauty of Ashley's face with a hint of makeup. She knew she'd never forgive herself if she didn't at least try.
"Fine, back to our suite, right now. And try not to tumble over until I throw you onto our bed."
True to her word, five minutes later Ava had thrown Ashley onto their bed and was crawling on after him. They didn't bother stripping out of their dresses, Ava simply slid Ashley's up past his wide hips, then roughly pulled his borrowed thong down over his feet, slinging it across the room. Then she leaned back in over his crotch and used the key dangling from her neck to remove his chastity cage for the first time in over two weeks. It was a shock, to say the least, for Ashley to look down past his newly grown boobs and see a soft little nub poking out between his legs instead of a flat metal cage. He willed himself to get hard, he was so very horny and he wanted to show Ava that he could satisfy her so badly, but there was no response. And even soft his penis looked smaller than it had before? What had wearing that cage done to him?
Ava started to rub her son's little nub between her fingers, then started sucking his softy into her mouth. She was used to any man near her being hard in an instant, so it was a strange new sensation playing with a floppy little dicklet, but even through he struggled to get hard her sweet little boy's moans as she slurped his little noodle were immensely satisfying. When it became clear that it wasn't working, Ava let Ashley's cock out of her mouth with a soft pop and began to rub it again with her fingers.
"What's the matter sweetie, don't you want to fuck your mommy?" she asked in a teasing tone, trying to provoke him to man up and take her.
"God yes, please," Ashley answered desperately, "I don't know what's wrong with me, try something else, I'm begging you."
Ava considered, then licked the fingers of her other hand and lined up her third and fourth fingers with Ashley's twitching hole. They went in all the way on the first thrust, and as Ava started pistoning in and out she smiled as she saw the first signs of life from Ashley's cock. She continued for a few minutes, cooing soft encouragements as he finally reached half-mast, then seeing that his progress was stalling out, she decided to up the ante.
While continuing to finger Ashley, Ava asked sweetly, "Does my little girl want mommy to use her mouth again?"
"Please...." Ashley moaned.
So Ava climbed over him and positioned herself to the side, the fingers of her right hand still plunging in and out of his hole, but her palm now plapping against his balls with every stroke. Using her other hand Ava pulled down the top of Ashley's dress and exposing the breasts she'd only managed to catch a glimpse of earlier. His nipples were already hard, poking out in a clear display of his arousal, and Ava couldn't resist treating herself to them. She took one breast in her free hand and squeezed it as she sucked the nipple of the other into her mouth, lightly teething the sides of it as she flicked it back and forth with her tongue. Ashley cried out as he finally managed to reach a full erection, and a few minutes later when Ava finally released his nipple from her mouth with a satisfied sigh he was able to see it again for the first time in weeks.
It stood just a few inches tall. Ashley had never been physically gifted down there, maybe just five inches long on a good day and nowhere near the girth of the black cocks he'd seen so frequently at the Pink Lotus, but this was definitely smaller, even fully hard. For a moment Ashley panicked, knowing there was no way that Ava would want his little dick anywhere near her. But Ava was filled with lust for him and determined to make this work. She slid over the edge of the bed and bent herself over it, presenting her ass with a wiggle.
"I need to feel that cute little cock inside me," she moaned. "Hop up and show Mommy what you're made of sweetie!"
Ashley did as he was told, eager after weeks of waiting to finally fuck his unbelievably hot mom, but more than that, to make love to the woman he loved, and to show her that he would be enough for her. He stood behind Ava and rolled up her dress over her thick ass and her wide hips, seeing for the first time that she wasn't wearing any panties and wondering what kind of mischief she might have gotten up to with with the twins during their excursion. Trembling with excitement, he lined up his cock and slid it between Ava's cheeks.
Ashley had never been with a woman before, and he wasn't exactly sure where to position himself, but in all the porn he watched the guys just slid their cocks right in, so when he felt the soft warmth of Ava's flesh surround him in a perfect cocoon of love, he figured he must have done it right. He started thrusting, careful not to pull back too far and fall out. He tried his best to hold back, but the heat of the moment was too much for him, and after just thirty seconds he let out a girlish cry and began spasming as he shot his load.
"Mom, that was... amazing," Ashley said as he leaned over to rest on Ava's back.
"Amazing? Sweetie, you didn't even make it in my pussy." Ava stood, forcing Ashley to stand behind her, then climbed up on the bed, laying on her back and spreading her legs wide, then beckoning to Ashley. "Come here, it's clear you need to learn another way to please a woman."
Ashley climbed up on the bed between Ava's legs and she took his head in her hands pulling his face into her crotch. She didn't let him go straight to her pussy, forcing his head in circles around it as he licked her clean of all the cum he'd deposited between her cheeks, then finally she pulled him to the center and let him begin to lick her in earnest. It was the first time she'd ever allowed him to touch her there, and he was soon eating her out with feverish intensity, alternating between licking and nibbling on her clit and delving deep into her velvety folds with his tongue. Ava already knew how talented Ashley's mouth was from all the times she'd had him eat out her ass, but this was far better, and soon she was squirming in pleasure. She let go of his head, bringing her hands up to play with her tits and locking her legs around the back of his head to press him in deeper and to never let him go. When her orgasm inevitably came she clamped down so hard with her legs that Ashley thought his head might pop and he might suffocate, but if he did he would have died happy. A minute later Ava relaxed her leg lock, then finally released him. Ashley took one parting kiss, then sheepishly lifted his head and smiled at Ava.
"You see Mom? I knew we could make this work. It was good for you, right?"
"Oh sweetie, it was," Ava said reassuringly, "But there's still something you don't understand. Let me show you."
Ava went to the closet while Ashley laid back on the bed basking in the afterglow of finally getting to lick Ava's pussy, even if he hadn't technically managed to fuck it. When Ava returned she was holding the largest black dildo Ashley had ever seen. The shaft looked to be nearly a foot long, with a bulbous head nearly the size of Ashley's fist, there were knotty veins protruding along the length of it, and at the base were a pair of balls the size of ripe plums.
"The girls got this for me after my bachelorette party," Ava explained as she climbed back up on the bed. "It's a clone-a-willy of Jack Hammer's cock."



"That's... that's massive," Ashley stuttered.
"It is, isn't it?" Ava replied wistfully as she lovingly stroked one hand along it's length. "I wanted your first time to be special, and what could be better than the same big black cock that baptized me?"
"What?!?" Ashley asked, his vague sense of uneasy fear coalescing into crystalline terror.
Ava sat between Ashley's legs and plopped the dildo onto his tummy, dwarfing his softening little package beneath it.
"I'm going to fuck you with this big black cock so you can finally understand what it's like. If you really love me, then you'll do this for me, right?"
"Do... do I have to?"
"Only if you want to show me how much you love me," Ava answered expectantly.
"Umm... okay then, maybe just the tip?"
"I'm going to need more than that sweetie. I need you to ask me to fuck you with this big black dick, or you'll never truly understand me."
"Mommy...." Ashley started hesitantly, than building up steam he said the most fateful words of his young life. "Please fuck me with your big black dick."
Ava rested the base of the dildo on her pelvic bone and rested the tip against Ashley's ass, then scooping her fingers repeatedly into her still-wet pussy, she rubbed her juices up and down the shaft, and especially around the head. Then, lubed and ready to go, she looked deep into Ashley's eyes and whispered, "I love you sweetie."
Ava's first thrust pushed hard against Ashley's hole, but even loosened as he was from Ava fingering him earlier he wasn't able to take the full width of the bulbous head, and even the bit that Ava was able to force in send waves of burning pain that brought tears to his eyes. She pulled back and thrust again, forcing another millimeter in and drawing a cry from Ashley. After a few more probing thrusts with similar results Ava pulled back.
"Sweetie, this is too much," she said, "I shouldn't have started you off with something so big, I don't know what I was thinking, we can just..."
"No!" Ashley yelled with sudden ferocity. "I want to feel what you felt. Please, don't hold back anymore, and fuck my ass already!"
Ava's next three thrusts were nothing short of ferocious as she slammed the dildo into her son's ass with the full weight of her body behind it, lifting his legs up and back so she could angle her cock down and use gravity to her advantage. Ashley felt as if she were going to split him in two, but finally with the third thrust he felt something pop and a sudden sensation of delightful fullness flooded him from the inside as the wide head nestled inside of his painfully stretched hole. The pain ebbed and was replaced with even greater pleasure as even with just the head in the special spot he'd found inside him while fingering was squeezed, bringing his soft cock twitching back to life. Ava tried to pull out for another thrust, but Ashley was gripping the shaft of the dildo too tightly to let even the slightest bit of the head back out, so Ava settled on the only remaining direction of motion, pressing her weight down to force the dildo even deeper inside him.
Inch by inch Ava worked the entirety of the dildo into Ashley, rearranging his insides and making his eyes roll back in unspeakable pleasure. By the time it was halfway inside his little dicklette was standing at full attention, and when she buried the final inch in his ass the first drops of precum oozed from the tip. Then Ashley's ass finally loosened it's tight grip enough that Ava was able to slide the dildo partway out, so keeping one hand on the base to hold it firmly against herself, Ava started to fuck her sweet sissy son's hole while grinding her clit on the base.
Ashley reached down and grabbed one of his ankles in each hand pulling his legs back to give his mother the best angle possible to plunge her rod of pleasure deep into him. Looking up into Ava's eyes as she plowed into him Ashley felt like he was having an out of body experience. Having sex with Ava (or at least, getting an ass-job from her as it turned out) had been the most intense pleasure he'd ever felt in his life. But it was nothing compared to the full body heat that she felt right now. Laying there, her makeup a mess and her dress askew with her tits hanging out and her panties tossed God knows where, offering her ass wantonly to be destroyed by this black cock as she squeezed herself down on it to feel every blessed ridge and bump along it's length she finally understood what Ava had learned a month before. Getting fucked as a girl by big black cock was the best feeling in the world, and she could never go back.
"Keep fucking me mommy, just like that," Ashley begged, "make your little girl cream on that big black dick."
Those lewd words pushed Ava over the edge as she climaxed for the second time that night, grinding herself into the huge black dildo at the same time as it made Ashley spurt from her clitty. For a few minutes the only sound in the room was their heavy breathing as both came down from the peak, then Ava collapsed onto the bed next to Ashley and before long the exhausted couple fell asleep in each other's arms.
POSSIBLE BREAK POINT
The next morning Ashley woke up first, still mostly wearing her dress from the night before and with a dried sticky spot on her tummy from where Ava had made her cum with that big beautiful dildo. She stretched slowly, then reached her hand down to feel the strange object pressing into her. Her fingers wrapped around something firm, thicker than she could even get her hand around, and she realized with a start that it was the dildo Ava had fucked her with the night before. She marveled at the size of it, amazed that she'd been able to fit the whole monster inside of her as she traced her fingers lovingly over the veiny ridges that had given her such pleasure the night before. She could feel herself getting hard, and for a moment she thought about masturbating herself. Ava was sleeping soundly next to her, and this was the first time she'd been unlocked in weeks. She could pay with herself and cum before Ava woke up and nobody would ever be the wiser.
But somehow the very thought of that felt wrong. So instead she crawled down under the sheets between Ava's legs, slid herself up under her mother's dress, and began to slowly and tenderly lick. Ava awoke slowly from a beautiful dream. She was the beloved Queen of a prosperous country, without husband, but with many loyal knights who served her as she wished with their mighty swords to keep her satisfied. But her greatest treasure was the dear princess her daughter, who sat at her feet in the royal throne room slipping up under her royal gown to please her with her talented tongue whenever her heart desired. As she gradually came fully awake with a smile on her face, Ava's heart leapt as she realized that her dream had come true. She laid back and allowed Ashley to continue, signaling her growing pleasure with increasing moans of appreciation. Realizing that Ava was now awake, Ashley increased her intensity, switching between licking her mother's ass and pussy and gradually eating her out more forcefully until finally Ava's thighs clenched and Ashley went in for the kill, sucking hard on her clit to send her over the edge to orgasm.
Ashley extricated herself from Ava's legs and slid back up from under the sheets, laying on top of Ava in a tired embrace as she rested her head on her shoulder. Ava ran her hand through Ashley's hair affectionately before addressing the elephant in the room.
"That was lovely my dear, you may have to wake me up like that every day from now on, but I have to ask, do you understand now why I need big black cock?
"Oh god yes I do," Ashley answered emphatically. "Mom, when I had that in me I felt... I felt...."
"Like you were complete?" Ava offered.
"Yes, exactly!"
"Trust me sweetie, it's even better when it's the real thing, warm and alive and pulsing inside you. Maybe someday you'll experience that as well."
"Maybe..."
"So are you okay with knowing that I'm going to keep getting fucked by as many black cocks as I can find?
"Mom." Ashley said seriously. "I'd be disappointed if you didn't. Now that I've felt what it's like, how could I deny you? I want you to be happy. You deserve to be the happiest woman in the world, so I want you to have sex with whoever you want to, I just...."
"Yes sweetie?"
"I just want to be the one you come home to every night mom. I don't care who you have sex with, what we have is so much more than that, just please tell me that I can be that for you."
Ava was stunned. Her hope had been to let Ashley down easily, to make him see that it just couldn't work out between them because of her special needs. Never in her wildest dreams did she think that her son would be okay with an open relationship like that, but the idea of it sent a fresh wave of juices flooding into her freshly licked pussy. The thought of having her pick of all the hung black studs she wanted by day, then coming home to her perfect sweet Ashley every night... There was just one problem that she foresaw.
"That... sounds amazing," Ava finally said, "But I don't think it will work. If I'm with you then lots of the guys I want to fuck won't even think about it, they'll be too worried about another man getting jealous, and causing trouble. I mean, I'm sure I could still find some guys who are willing, but I don't..."
"Mom!" Ashley interrupted with a laugh. "It's okay. I think... I think I'm a girl."
"What? Sweetie, that's wonderful, I've always wanted a daughter, and you're so pretty, and... Are you sure? Are you sure this is what you want, not just something you're doing for me? I want you to be happy too sweetie."
"I'm sure," Ashley answered, gaining confidence as she spoke. "I've been fighting it for a long time, but more and more it's started to just feel right, and last night when you were fucking me with your dildo, I had a moment of clarity where I suddenly let go and just realized, this is who I am. This is who I want to be."
"Oh Ashley, I'm so happy!" Ava said, fighting back tears of joy. "I knew there was a reason the universe was changing you, molding you into this, and now we can truly be together."
"Thanks mom, I just have one question for you," Ashley said as she fished around under the sheets and pulled her hand out with the dildo clasped in it. "Do you think you could make a woman of me one more time before we start the day?
Ava laughed and snatched the dildo from Ashley, then rolled her daughter over onto hands and knees and mounted her from behind, fucking her doggystyle until she shot her load into the sheets in a cry of ecstasy.
After finishing their morning sex, the girls hopped in the shower together washing and giggling as they enjoyed one another's bodies. Ava marveled at the sudden growth spurt in Ashley's breasts, and she shared how Dejuan's massage the day before had felt like it was releasing something within as they stretched out. Ava helped walk Ashley through the finer points of get makeup, then the pair picked out coordinating dresses to wear for the day. They were nearly ready to go when Ashley approached Ava with something tucked in her hand.
"Hey mom," Ashley asked as she held out her chastity device, "Are you going to lock me up again?"
Ava toyed with the key still dangling from her necklace and thought for a moment.
"There's a certain appeal, it's fun holding that kind of power, but I also like the idea of having you accessible to play with... maybe we don't have to if you'll promise to behave and be a good girl for mommy."
"I can do that!" Ashley answered emphatically. "What do you want me to do?"
"Here are the terms," Ava answered seriously. "First, I'm the only woman for you, I don't want any other ladies trying to steal my little girl. Second, I get to fuck whoever I want, no questions asked, and no complaints. Third, I want you to practice cumming like a girl, no jerking off. Deal?"
"Deal!"
"Good, then come here and kiss the key and swear it. I'll keep wearing it even if you're unlocked just so we both remember who's in charge."
Ashley solemnly walked in front of her mother and said, "I swear you're the only woman for me," then learned her face down into Ava's cleavage and kissed the key and the heart that rested there. "I swear I'll be happy for you to fuck whoever you'd like." Ashley repeated her kiss. "And I swear I'll only cum like a girl." Ashley repeated her kiss one final time.
"Good girl, Ava said with a broad smile. "Now let's go hit the spa."
At the spa Ashley picked up her customary coconut cream drink while Ava booked them both for a special massage. She kept tight-lipped about what it was until they were in the room, then told Ashley she needed to strip all the way down for this one. She was hesitant, but peer pressure from Ava and the warm fuzzy feeling from her drink soon led to her clothes hitting the floor and her laying fully nude under her massage towel. A few minutes later Dejuan and Leandro walked in and asked if Ava or Ashley had any questions about their Yoni massage. Ava didn't, and Ashley didn't want to let on that she didn't know what was happening, so they got to work.
The massage started out normal, with Leandro kneading his hands into Ashley's thighs just as he'd done the day before. But as he slid his hands up under the towel his thumbs worked their way closer and closer to Ashley's hole as his hands pulled her cheeks apart. She felt nervously unsure, but she also knew just how good Leandro's strong hands could feel, so Ashley said nothing as he worked his oiled thumbs in gradually tightening circles. Then one of his thick thumbs popped into Ashley's hole and back out, resuming it's slow circle of pressure. Then his other thumb slid in, following the warm oily path led by the first, and back out. A rhythm started of repeated penetration and withdrawal, with each cycle pushing more of the warm massage oil into Ashley's ass and each cycle relaxing her and gradually opening her wider and wider. She opened her eyes and turned her head to check on Ava, and saw that Dejuan was giving her a similar treatment under her towel, and that she seemed to be enjoying herself.
As the rhythm of Leandro's thumbs penetrating Ashley's hole grew faster, each thrust also went deeper and slid in more smoothly, and she felt the familiar molten pool of arousal building inside of her. She could feel the stiffness of her little erection underneath her, and guiltily wondered if she was supposed to have that. But Leandro was a man, not a woman, and she wasn't playing with herself, she was just enjoying the massage that Ava had selected for them. She decided to relax and enjoy it just as Leandro lined both his thumbs up at the same time, thrusting them together into Ashley and massaging her from the inside. She squirmed under him in pleasure, but didn't tell him to stop as he worked his thumbs all around but especially into her special spot. She looked over to Ava again, eyes pleading as arousal took her. Ava looked back and saw what was happening and what her daughter needed, and mouthed the words "cum for me", watching with pleasure as Ashley's face contorted in orgasm from a man's touch for the first time. Leandro continued his steady work as Ashley convulsed beneath him, milking out spurt after spurt. Finally Ashley was finished and Ava called Leandro over to give Dejuan a hand with her massage, telling Ashley to run and fetch the four of them drinks.
With a spa robe pulled on, Ashley walked alone back to the front desk, and found there was no receptionist there. She waited for a few minutes and still didn't see anyone, but she did hear voices coming from somewhere in the back through a door labeled 'Employees Only'. Not wanting to disappoint Ava by taking too long, Ashley slipped around the counter and through the door, where she found the most surprising sight she'd seen in her life.
The spa receptionist was there, kneeling on the ground, and all around her were a dozen of the male employees of the Pink Lotus, each with their big cocks out and hard. Most of them were stroking themselves, but one was standing directly in front of Dalena as she jerked him off. Ashley was about to back away when she saw that Dalena was holding a familiar coconut in her free hand. Just then the man she was jerking off came, and she caught each spurt of his creamy seed in the coconut, filling it with rope after rope, then gestured to the next man in the circle. Realization dawned on Ashley like a thunderclap, and she went running back to the massage room. Ava's massage had reached it's happy ending and she was chatting with Leandro and Dejuan as Ashley came barging in and told Ava she needed to come with her right now. On the way back to the front Ashley tried to explain what she'd seen, but her words came tumbling out sideways and so Ava was nearly as shocked as Ashley had been when they burst into the back room. The circle of men stroking themselves was still there, but Dalena had stood and was waiting for them.
"Ms. Addams, Miss Ashley, this area is for employees only, we are just finishing preparing Miss Ashley's drink, if you will wait in the lobby we will have it out to you shortly."
"You see mom?" Ashley yelled wildly, "This is what I was trying to tell you, those men were cumming in my drink!"
Ava had come storming in with Ashley with all the righteous fury of a mother hen protecting her chick, but the sight of a dozen big hard black cocks was short circuiting her brain and making it hard to think clearly.
"These nice young men?" Ava asked uncertainly, "Why would they do a thing like that?"
"Because your daughter was a bitch!" Dalena interjected.
"Excuse me?"
Dalena explained the staff side of events at the Pink Lotus since their arrival. Dalena had deliberately 'lost' Ashley's suitcase because of the shit-fit she'd thrown over being confused for a girl at check-in. She'd meant to give it back, but then there was a mixup and the porters actually lost it and it was too late. Then Ashley had been a bitch about the accidental body hair treatment at the spa, so they'd come up with the idea of having of the male staff jerk off into a coconut milk drink and thrown in a dose of menopause replacement hormones for the 'whiny little bitch' as a joke. But they hadn't expected that Ashley would keep on asking for more and more of the drinks, and the more of them Ashley had the more pleasant she became to deal with. So they'd started recruiting more and more staff to provide their cream, gradually reducing the amount of coconut milk while also increasing the hormonal dose. By the last week, Dalena admitted shyly, each drink they'd given Ashley had been basically pure cum with a splash of actual coconut milk for sweetness, plus about a weeks worth of estrogen and progesterone.
"So... you're telling me that you turned my son into my daughter and got her hooked on cum as a punishment? As a joke?" Ava asked when Dalena finally finished her explanation.
Dalena nodded, bracing herself for a mother's wrath, but instead Ava walked up and threw her arms around the woman, hugging her so tightly she almost dropped the coconut she was holding.
"Thank you!" Ava said, " thank you, you have no idea what you've done for us."
Ava took the coconut cup from the surprised woman and walked it back to her equally surprised daughter.
"Ashley," Ava said as she held out the cup, these men are horny and need to be taken care of. Jerk them all off so you can have your medicine."
Ashley froze. There was no way she could go through with this. Sure, she'd let Ava fuck her last night with a big black dildo. And again this morning. But she couldn't actually touch all these big strong men's actual cocks, could she? She couldn't jerk each of them off into her coconut cup, right? She looked down into the cup, seeing the swirling cream from the first man agreed watched Dalena jerk off. Ashley could almost taste it. She shouldn't need it this badly, not after having a serving already this morning, but somehow that just made her want it more. She wondered idly if that batch had been from the same group of men, or a different one, and if she'd drunk the yummy cum of every man working at the Pink Lotus by now.



Her decision was made before she even realized it. Ashley took the coconut shell from Ava's hand, smiled as she said "Yes Mommy" and set to work.
It took the better part of an hour, and Ashley's arms were burning by the time she finished. Ava made her thank each man for his cum as she jerked them off and wouldn't let her taste a single drop until she was completely finished. The irony of jerking off cock after cock when she hadn't been able to jerk her own since arriving in Jamaica wasn't lost on Ashley, but in a way it felt right. These big beautiful dicks deserved to stroked as often as they desired, and the difference between them and hers couldn't have been more clear. What started as a task from her mother soon turned into a passion, as Ashley enjoyed indulging in the unique majesty of each of the huge cocks she jerked off and strove her best to milk each and every drop of cum from them.
When Ashley finally finished she presented the nearly full coconut to Ava for her approval. Ava took it and held it as Dalena stirred in several vials of hormone replacement medicine and a frothy splash of coconut milk. Ava swirled the drink to mix it, then signaled Ashley to kneel in front of her. She opened her spa robe wide and hefted one of her massive G-cup breasts, presenting it to Ashley, who obediently took it into her mouth, sucking in one of her large nipples. Then Ava took the coconut Ashley had so carefully filled, and began to slowly pour it down the top of her breast. The creamy mix of cum and hormones oozed slowly down her tit until it reached Ashley's upper lip, where her suckling pulled it into her mouth. Bit by bit Ava fed Ashley her medicine, letting her nurse from her nipple as she greedily sucked down the key to her ongoing feminization. When the coconut was finally emptied, Ashley licked her way up the rest of her mother's breast, eagerly cleaning off every bit of residue. Ava looked down at her daughter, beaming with pride, then leaned down to kiss her for a job well done.
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~~~~~ Week 4: Mother Daughter Bonding ~~~~~
The fourth and final week of Ava and Ashley's honeymoon at the Pink Lotus resort was sheer bliss. After three weeks of transformation and change as they grew closer together and explored new aspects of their deepening relationship, culminating in that magical night when Ava had forcefully shown Ashley the pleasures of taking big black cock using her personal dildo, mother and daughter were finally able to relax into learning who they were as a couple. All barriers between them, whether hidden secrets, uncertain identities, petty jealousy, or the implicit expectations of a society which said they should not be lovers, had been left behind like the shed trappings of a cocoon from which something new and beautiful had been born.
Both Ava and Ashley were now completely confident in Ashley's identity as a girl. Out of a typical overabundance of motherly concern Ava insisted that she oversee Ashley's taking of her medication, a cocktail of fresh creamy cum, estrogen, progesterone, and a splash of coconut milk, all served in a brown-husked coconut shell which appropriately matched the plump black balls from which the primary ingredient was milked. Not that Ashley needed any encouragement on that front, as she'd grown accustomed to enjoying her favorite beverage several times per day and she found the process of stroking and milking the cum from the ready supply of big black cocks among the resort staff to be stimulating. Ava supervised that process, offering tips and encouragement to her daughter and sometimes taking one of the staff members aside for her personal use. The only friction (besides that between Ashley's dainty hands and the lineup of cocks waiting to be milked) was in determining the proper daily dose of hormones for Ashley. The fledgling sissy positively adored the pink haze that the repeated heavy doses from the experimenting spa staff had given her, but Ava was concerned about the long-term health implications of such overdoses. After consulting with the resort doctor (who happily volunteered to contribute to Ashley's medicinal beverages) they finally settled on merely doubling the typical hormone dose. Ashley playfully accused Ava of sabotaging her to make sure that she continued having the biggest tits in the family, but appreciated her mother's care for her well-being.
Outside of ensuring that Ashley got her daily medication, the happy couple spent the rest of their days and nights enjoying each other and all the resort had to offer together. After their first abortive attempt at regular sex when Ashley's little dicklette hadn't been able to make it past her mother's thick ass, the pair didn't try that route again, instead finding myriad creative means to satisfy their mutual lust.
Morning head for Ava soon became a beloved daily ritual, a pleasant reminder of her dominant role over her sweet sissy daughter and that her pleasure must always come first. Some mornings Ashley woke up first, sliding down between Ava's legs to slowly lick her awake, while others Ava woke first and pushed her daughter down to service her while she snoozed. Once Ava was satisfied the two engaged in their other daily ritual, a reaffirmation of Ashley's solemn commitments to Ava. She swore each day that Ava was the only woman for her, that she would never stand in the way of Ava pursuing her deserved pleasure with men, and that she would only cum like a good girl, not by rubbing her dicklette. With each affirmation Ashley pressed her face into her mother's deep cleavage and kissed the heart and the key hanging on the necklace she had given Ava for Mothers Day, the twin symbols of her love and authority over her daughter.
It was during one of these daily affirmations that Ashley first called Ava "Mistress". She hadn't really meant to, it had just slipped out, something she'd remembered from the blacked cuckold porn she used to watch when she'd been a boy. She'd cringed a little when she said it, but Ava took it in stride, and soon came to enjoy her new title. She didn't mind Ashley calling her Mom or Mommy, especially when they were casually hanging out or cuddling together, but those terms didn't fully capture the nature of their relationship in the way that Mistress did. So she was soon encouraging Ashley to call her by that title, especially when they were in public settings to proudly display to others the true nature of their relationship.
While Ava no longer prevented Ashley from serving her pussy out of a misguided intuition for what was appropriate for a mother and daughter in love, she still enjoyed her daughter's tongue in her ass as well. There was something so peaceful for Ava about laying out in their suite reading a good book or stretching out tanning on a beach lounger while Ashley buried her pretty face between her thick cheeks and licked her Mistress. While Ashley's talented tongue quickly brought Ava to orgasm when licking her pussy, when licking her ass it was more of a steady gentle pleasure like receiving a massage. Sometimes Ava would ride those waves for hours while Ashley devotedly worked her tongue as deeply as she could into her hole, mostly ignoring her as she was engaged in her own pursuits, while other times her daughter's devoted service would trigger a deeper need, which Ava would satisfy with a vibrator or by allowing Ashley to move lower and eat her wet pussy out instead.
While Ava's pleasure properly always came first, the girls found no shortage of new and inventive ways for Ashley to cum without breaking her vows to her mistress. Sometimes when Ava was feeling generous as Ashley devotedly ate her ass, she'd give her daughter permission to fuck her legs, squeezing her shapely calves together around Ashley's little dicklette and allowing her to hump so long as she continued her oral worship uninterrupted. Ava had never explicitly told Ashley she had to ask permission before cumming, but after weeks spent locked in chastity by Ava it had seemed appropriate, and so it became a natural habit. After a while of humping Ava's calves Ashley would ask, "Mistress may I cum?" as clearly as she could with her face buried deep in her mother's ass. Fortunately Ava knew her daughter well enough to catch her meaning, although she enjoyed saying no at first, just to see how far she could push her control over Ashley. Ava would instruct her to continue humping, but that she way not allowed to cum until she was given permission, then resume reading her book or enjoying her tan. As Ashley's muffled cries grew in desperation Ava waited until she sensed that her daughter truly couldn't hold back her little load any longer, and gave her blessing, then told Ashley once she'd finished that she could clean up her mess later when she was done eating her ass. Over time Ava's training greatly extended Ashley's endurance and gave her the control to essentially cum on her mistress' command.
Ava also explored other means of enjoying her control over Ashley's orgasms. She still enjoyed having her feet massaged and licked by Ashley, especially when doing her makeup. One day as Ashley was serving her underneath her makeup table, Ava started to masturbate, spreading her legs wide and fingering herself in full view of her daughter as she continued to massage her feet. As Ashley's plaintive whines escalated, Ava took mercy on her, sandwiching her stiff dicklette between the top of one foot and the sole of the other and stroking her under the table as she continued to stare straight ahead at the beautiful sight of her mistress plunging her fingers deep inside herself. As Ava reached her climax she pulled her feet away from Ashley's cock at the same time as she cried out for her daughter to cum with her. Too close to the edge and unable to resist her mistress' command, Ashley experienced her first ever ruined orgasm, helplessly spurting her load onto the beautiful feet that had cruelly robbed her of any pleasure. Even frustrated as she was, Ashley was well-trained enough by this point to bend over and start lapping her cum up from Ava's feet, carefully tonguing each runny droplet from between her toes without being told, and what she felt in that moment was a complex mix of both frustration and deepening devotion as she realized that even a ruined orgasm from her mistress was a blessing to be thankful for, all the more so because it reinforced her true position at the feet of her mother, her lover, her mistress, her queen.
The realization of the dramatic psychological impact of edging, denial, and even ruined orgasms led Ava to experiment further with her sweet little pet sissy, but as much as she enjoyed pushing Ashley's limits, it was difficult for her to be too cruel because her daughter was such a very good girl for her and a delight to spoil. So while Ashley would happily take whatever satisfaction Ava deigned to provide her, Ava generally spoiled her little girl by giving her multiple full orgasms every day.
While there was plenty of variation in how Ava and Ashley spent their days, their evenings were all quite similar. They helped each other get all dolled up with makeup and dresses, then were picked up by Ava's chosen lovers for the night to walk down to the beach for dinner. Ava thought that double dates were fun and generally preferred to have a couple of big black cocks to satisfy her in the evenings, so usually both mother and daughter had a strong black man as their escort. Although they all knew how the evening would end, Ashley's chosen date always made a good effort to show her a good time, and she gradually came to appreciate the rotating stable of men she dated as more than just sources of scrumptious cum for her daily medicine or providers of thick, delicious cocks to take care of her mother in the way she deserved. They were charming and funny, and she loved the way they looked at her, hungrily, as if they might tear her clothes away and have their way with her any instant. Plus she loved how safe and secure she felt walking by their side, clinging to their muscular arms. She wouldn't go as far as to say that she loved them, at least not in the way she loved Ava, but she certainly loved being with them.
When dinner finally came to a close Ava, Ashley, and their dates would all walk back to the honeymoon suite together. Gone were the days of Ashley peeping through the window to watch her mother getting fucked by big black cocks, now she had a front row seat, and even got to participate sometimes. Ava may not have had any use for her daughter's little dicklette, but she always had a use for her sweet little mouth, whether kissing her as she got pounded by her lovers, eating out her ass or pussy when they weren't occupied, sucking on her sensitive nipples as her massive tits flopped around, or even delicately nibbling on her clit as a huge black rod reamed her pussy a centimeter away. And of course once the men had cum and gone, Ava always had one final task for Ashley's mouth: cleaning all the cum from her body.
Although Ava had told her it would be alright, Ashley still hadn't gone further than stroking men's cocks with her hands. She did so dozens of times each day to make her creamy coconut drinks, and also sometimes in the evenings to keep Ava's lovers excited and ready for her. But for all her appreciation for the beauty of the black male form, Ashley was too nervous to take one of them into her mouth, much less her ass. Ava did her best to help Ashley build up her confidence with nightly peggings before they went to bed. Once they'd cleaned up from their dates, brushed teeth, and picked out their lingerie for the night, Ava would usually don the harness she had ordered and strap on the dildo duplicate of her first ever big black cock.
Ava liked to start Ashley off with sucking it, working on increasing her ability to deepthroat and teaching her the finer techniques of stimulating the most sensitive parts of a cock with her tongue, but Ashley's true passion was taking it in her ass, and before long she'd be face down, ass up, and pulling her tight cheeks apart begging her mistress to fuck her. All of Ava's careful training of her daughter to control her orgasms went right out the window as soon as that rubber cock slid into her ass and began pounding her special spot. Especially if Ava had edged her a few times earlier in the day, within a few deep thrusts Ashley was begging for permission to cum, crying out in pleasure as she spurted from her stiff dicklette flopping back and forth beneath her, and apologizing to her mistress for cumming without permission in the same breath. Ava told her that she wouldn't be fucking her ass if she didn't want her to cum, and told her to stop worrying about it and to just enjoy the ride. Eventually Ashley learned to take her mother's advice, letting go of all attempts at control and basking in unending waves of pleasure as Ava's pegging milked orgasm after orgasm from her.
By the time Ava was satisfied with her nightly training of her daughter's ass, both girls were usually exhausted from the long day together. Often too tired to clean up, they'd simply slump down to bed together in a tangled heap, cuddling softly as if unwilling to be separated even in sleep. Since spooning (with Ava as the dominant big spoon of course) was one of their favorite positions to sleep in, more often than not the lovers ended up sleeping with Ava's strapon still buried in Ashley's ass. At first it had been difficult for Ashley to fall asleep with the girthy dildo's ten inches nearly fully inside of her, but soon she felt as if she'd have a hard time falling asleep without the comforting fullness of her mother's love stuffing her from behind. Through the small hours one of Ava or Ashley would often wake partially, and either Ava would begin slowly humping her daughter in her half-sleep or else Ashley would start grinding herself into Ava's cock. Inevitably this would eventually wake the other, leading to periods of sleepy sex throughout the night as they danced back and forth between their waking dream come true and actual rest. When they finally awoke for the day and Ashley carefully slid herself off the dildo and started eating out her mother to begin the wonderful cycle again, she'd look up at the veined black cock rising before her eyes and think once again of how grateful she was to her mother for sharing it with her.
On their final night at the Pink Lotus, Ava arranged a surprise for Ashley. Instead of their usual dinner with one or two dates from the resort staff, she informed Ashley that as a special treat she would be her date for the night. Ashley practically squealed with excitement, which only increased when Ava revealed that she'd also bought her a new dress for the evening. Once Ashley was done showering Ava with kisses and thanking her, they headed back to their suite to prepare. Ashley was impatient to see her new dress, but Ava insisted that they do their hair and makeup perfectly first, as she wanted tonight to be magical. Finally Ava gave Ashley permission to go look in the closet. She ran her hands over the hanging fabric she found draped there, marveling at the glittering shimmer as the bits of glitter like ten thousand shining stars caught the light on the dark black dress. Ava helped her awestruck daughter shimmy into it, pulling the light flowing fabric up over her curves. The plunging v-neck dipped between her full breasts, which threatened to pop free as Ashley had continued to steadily grow even with her reduced hormone intake. It was even more revealing in the back, as the open-laced design revealed the smooth contours of her skin all the way down to the top curve of her perky ass, peeking out above the scooped waist. The hem of the dress trailed nearly to the floor, but the light, nearly sheer, fabric flowed easily around her as she moved, augmented by the long slit running from the hem all the way up to her left hip, revealing a daring amount of leg with every step. The cut of the dress was such that Ashley couldn't really wear a bra or panties with it, but the way it hugged her every curve and the small size of her girly package meant that she was fine with that.
Ashley offered to help Ava get dressed as well, but she insisted that she could do it herself and that she wanted to surprise her. So Ashley sat with her eyes tightly shut listening as Ava got dressed, wondering what her mother's dress would look like, and knowing that as beautiful as her mother was, there was no way her dress could be prettier than hers. But when Ava told her she could open her eyes, she wasn't prepared in the slightest. Stepping outside her usual wardrobe, Ava wasn't wearing a dress at all, but a tightly fitted black pantsuit with a lace and leather bustier instead of a shirt on top. It was beautiful and feminine, but borrowed from traditional male clothing to code in a sense of power and authority. Combined with the dominatrix vibes given by the leather and lace bustier and the sexiness of Ava's body emphasized by the skintight pants and open top displaying an obscene amount of cleavage, the overall message was clear. This was a woman made to rule.
"Oh mistress..." Ashley gasped, unable to form any further words as she took in the beautiful sight.
"I take it you like it then?" Ava said with a lovely laugh. "You look beautiful as well. Come on sweetie, let's go out, there are more surprises waiting for you tonight."
Dinner on the beach was like a dream. Ashley naturally found herself comparing it to a mere month ago when they'd enjoyed their first meal in this spot. She'd still thought she was a boy then, though to be fair her body was at least somewhat masculine back then, petulantly whining about his luggage being lost and experiencing the first awkward glimmers of attraction for the beautiful woman seated across the table. Then Ashley had struggled to connect fully with Ava, but now there wasn't a square inch of her body he hadn't worshipped. Then Ashley had never been on a date, now she'd dated half a dozen hunky men, not to mention her mother. Then Ashley was a virgin, now... well technically she'd still never actually managed to get her little cock inside of anyone. With leveling off her hormones she was able to get erections much more easily now, but there was still the size issue to contend with. With a horrified start Ashley wondered if that's what Ava's big surprise she kept hinting at was. Did her mother actually want to try to fuck her? She knew from close experience the size of the men her mother enjoyed, and that she could never compare, even if he nerves didn't get the best of her and she could manage to stay hard. Maybe Ava would be happy with oral, or fingering. The pressure of expectations of performance weighed heavily on Ashley as she tried to keep on a pleasant face and not ruin her date.
Ashley's nerves only grew worse on the walk back to their suite. She only had one night left in this tropical paradise that had transformed her and she desperately wanted not to ruin it. But Ava continued dropping hints as she took Ashley's hand and led her back, filling her stomach with a knot of dread. She was just preparing to tell Ava that she wasn't feeling well, laying the groundwork for excusing her poor performance, when they entered their suite and the lights switched on to a loud chorus of "Surprise!"
Ashley turned around the room in shock as Ava gave her hand a loving squeeze. Their suite was packed to the gills with at least twenty black men. As Ashley recovered from her initial shock enough to start picking out faces she realized that they were all Ava's lovers from the resort staff, and every one of them was smiling, not at Ava, but at her.
"Sweetie, the boys were all fighting over who got to be our dates for our last night here," Ava explained, "so I suggested that if they let us have dinner to ourselves then they could all come over after for dessert."



Ashley's immediate reaction was a wave of relief on realizing that she wouldn't be expected to step up as Ava's partner for the night with all these men here.
"So, you're going to have sex with... all of them tonight?" Ashley asked incredulously. "That's fine, I mean, if that's what you want. But so many?"
"No silly," Ava answered gleefully, "I'm not going to have sex with all of them, we are!"
Ashley went pale with panic at the thought, but Ava was right there to reassure her.
"Sweetie, take a breath, it'll be okay," she promised. "You've come so far since we got here, and you've done so well taking my strapon each night. Trust Mommy."
Ashley struggled to regulate her breathing. She'd jerked off every man in here by now, some multiple times a day, drinking their seed, but there was something different and terrifying about taking them inside her. She wasn't ready, she couldn't, not with so many, she...
*SLAP*
Ava's hand smacked across Ashley's face, leaving a bright red welt on her cheek. She followed it with a kiss, pressing her lips to her daughter's and grounding her with a mixture of pain and pleasure, then she pulled her head back slightly while still gripping Ashley's chin in her hand.
"Fine. If you won't do it for Mommy, then you'll do it for your Mistress. On your knees, slut."
"Yes Mistress!" Ashley replied as she dropped to her knees in her beautiful evening gown.
Ava waved one of the men over and he stood in front of Ashley as Ava circled around behind her. From above her head Ashley could hear the sound of kissing, but she hadn't managed to get a good look at the man's face as he'd approached. Her eyes were instead drawn to the bulge in the front of his boxer briefs. She noted that while his sack looked full and well-sized, his left ball was slightly larger, and his tucked away cock curved slightly to the right in it's graceful arch, with a head at the tip that she could just make out the outline of through the fabric. With a sudden start Ashley realized that she could actually identify the men of the Pink Lotus by their bulges. That bulge was Ajani's, the spa yogi and one of her favorites of Ava's lovers. As Ava continued making out with him above, she suddenly felt the urge to pull out his cock. She'd seen it plenty of times before, both fucking her mother and jerking it off herself into her coconut, but she was filled now with the desire for more. Maybe just a taste...
Ashley slid Ajani's boxers down his lean, muscled legs, and was immediately struck in the face by his springing erection. There wasn't much space between Ava and Ajani, so Ashley was forced to work her head down to get her lips on the tip of the beautiful black cock in front of her, carefully sucking it in as she flicked her tongue back and forth over his slit. What she'd meant as a first taste suddenly became much more as Ava's hand seized the back of her head and impaled her mouth on Ajani's dark meat. Ashley gagged as the cock hit the back of her throat, wishing she'd been more diligent with her oral training instead of begging Ava to fuck her ass as soon as possible. But now she had no choice as Ava used her like a fuck-puppet, forcing her head up and down on Ajani's shaft as she continued to kiss him overhead. Knowing that her throat game was lacking, Ashley started stroking and playing with Ajani's balls the way she knew he liked, and was rewarded with a groan of appreciation from above and the first drops of precum oozing onto her tongue. God, if Ava's dildo had tasted that good then maybe Ashley would have wanted to suck it more often. She started bouncing her head harder, breaking free of Ava's grasp as she took the initiative in impaling her own throat on the delicious cock in her mouth. Then she felt Ajani's balls start to tighten, and she knew from experience with him that he would cum soon. A part of her wanted that, wanted to taste his hot seed pumping straight into her mouth, but a bigger part of her wanted something else, something special. With great effort Ashley pulled her head off of Ajani's cock before she pushed him too far, then looking up she asked, "Mistress, can Ajani be the first to fuck my ass? Please Mommy?"
A chorus of cheers went up from the horde of black men watching as the slowly stroked their meat, awaiting their turns. Ashley got on all fours, arching her back and wiggling her ass seductively as Ajani lined up behind her. She'd always loved watching him make love to her mother, he was powerful, yet graceful, and made the act into a living art piece. Although nervous, Ashley knew there was no other man that she wanted to take her anal virginity.
Ajani knelt behind Ashley and gathered up the airy material of her beautifully shimmering dress, sliding it up and up until it was resting on her hips, exposing her waiting ass. He lined himself up, Ashley's drool still dripping from his member, and she took a deep breath in anticipation remembering the difficulty of taking Ava's dildo for the first time, but while her oral training may have been lacking, Ashley's ass was more than ready. The head of Ajani's cock slid in with barely any resistance as Ashley's elastic hole naturally opened to accommodate the slightest pressure. Feeling that he was in, Ashley threw her ass back, eager to feel his full length within herself. But Ajani had other ideas. He held onto her hips with a vice-like grip, using his tremendous strength to hold her ass perfectly in place as he slowly, painfully slowly slid his cock into her. Ashley continued to struggle, impatient to feel it all, but Ajani was implacable. It obviously wasn't necessary to go slowly for her to accommodate him, but by the deliberate process forced her to appreciate every millimeter of his dick as it entered her, instead of wolfing down the whole thing. When he finally bottomed out and Ashley felt his heavy balls press against her much smaller ones, she was filled with a huge sense of achievement. She'd finally been fucked by a real black cock, and she loved it.
Then the actual fucking began. Just as when he'd penetrated her one agonizing bit at a time, Ajani built up his pounding of Ashley's ass slowly, pulling out just slightly more with every thrust, pounding in a little harder each time, until Ashley was crying tears of joy and begging him to fuck her with his full power. But Ajani continued his steady pace, driving her wild with desire, until finally his cock was nearly out of her as he pulled back, just the tip remaining squeezed in her helplessly pulsing sphincter, then he rammed it home with his full strength, causing Ashley to see stars as her sissy sack tightened and climaxed at the same time as it was slapped by his heavy hangers. Ajani's blessedly beautiful dick was about the same size as Ava's dildo, but it couldn't have been more different. The dildo was cold hard rubber, while Ajani's cock was warm firm flesh caressing Ashley's insides. Whether because of the added sense of touch or simply due to his skill, Ajani was able to angle and aim his strokes just right to tantalize Ashley's most sensitive spots.
Ava kneeled in front of her daughter, brushing back her hair and holding her face gently in her hands as she stared into her eyes and listened to her incoherent babbling. Finally Ashley strung enough words together to beg for another cock in her mouth, but Ava smiled and shook her head no, telling her that she wanted her first time to be special, and for her to focus only on the perfect black cock filling her ass. A few minutes later Ajani let out a primal cry, and Ashley felt his hot seed flooding inside of her as Ava leaned in and kissed her, holding her lips with her own for a long minute before finally pulling back and saying with pride, "Congratulations sweetie, he's made a real woman of you."
Ashley was still basking in the glow of that perfect moment when Leandro and Dejuan mounted her. Stocky Dejuan took her from behind, his girthy monster felt like a soda can and struggled to fit even in Ashley's freshly gaped and well trained hole. Meanwhile, longer and leaner Leandro took advantage of her mouth, slipping in the head of his impressively lengthy cock. Spit roasted and struggling to manage the unique nature of the two new cocks fucking her, Ashley had a moment of realization. Just as Ajani's cock had been a new experience compared to her mother's strapon, these two cocks were also each unique in their own way, and the room was filled with even more unique black dicks for her to experience, and the world beyond that held even more. A whole world of beautiful big black cocks just waiting to be discovered! She set herself to mastering this new pair with dedication.
She was a natural anal slut, so Ashley started by throwing her ass back into Dejuan while keeping Leandro satisfied by twisting both hands up and down the length of his shaft while sucking on his head. Dejuan eagerly met her halfway, pushing forward with inexorable force to meet the gyroscopic motion of her hips as she worked him in, using the cum already leaking from her ass as lube. Finally she managed to open herself wide enough to fit, and the burly masseur started pounding her ferociously. He lacked the precision and care of Ajani's carefully targeted strokes, but there was something equally satisfying about the animal fury with which Dejuan brutalized her.
Ashley glanced around the room and saw that Ava had wandered off and started helping herself to some of the men, but as much as Ashley wanted to watch, she needed to focus on the cock that had started thrusting into the back of her throat. Leandro had grown tired of Ashley's hands and he clearly wanted more, taking her by the back of the head and fucking her face. She wanted to take him deeper, but fully half his cock still stretched out before her cross-eyed vision even as it was gagging the back of her throat. Ashley lifted her hands and braced herself on Leandro's legs, but instead of trying to push away to breathe, she grabbed his firm ass and pulled, struggling to force his cock down her throat. With Ashley bobbing herself on his dick, Leandro decided to let her do the work and to explore with his hands, sliding them down Ashley's face, past her shoulders, and down the front of her shimmering evening gown. The first brush of Leandro's fingers against her nipples sent chills down Ashley's spine, she'd always loved his magical touch, and her boobs felt so good being played with. It was somewhere between teasing, groping, and a deep massage, and it drove her wild. She fought to press in closer to give him a better angle to grab her chest, and was surprised when her nose nuzzled into a soft bed of pubic hair. With shock Ashley realized that she'd inadvertently deepthroated a full foot of yummy black cock. From Leandro's exclamations she could tell it was a feat he was unused to, and she sensed that he was right on the edge of orgasm. Unwilling to let his load go into her belly without first tasting it, Ashley quickly slid her head back until just the tip was in her mouth, stroking the rest of his length and squeezing his balls with her hands until he came with a shuddering gasp, glazing the inside of Ashley's mouth with blast after blast of cum.
Ashley had drunk a lot of cum by this point, but this was her first time tasting it undiluted and straight from the source. She wanted to hold it in her mouth forever, but the repeated blasts told her she'd soon be spilling it on the ground if she didn't swallow, so she started gulping it down. The explosion of creamy flavor set off Ashley's second orgasm of the night, sending her stiff dicklette into twitching squirts down the side of her leg and causing her ass to spasm and clamp down on Dejuan's thick cock so hard that he couldn't even move it and climaxed in the same moment.
After that the night turned into a free-for-all gangbang. Ashley and Ava each handled multiple cocks at once, and when they compared notes later they both insisted that they'd fucked well over half the men in attendance, although in the flurry neither could definitively say exactly which men they'd had sex with. The most likely situation seemed to be that more than a handful of the resort staff had double dipped, getting their rocks off twice, probably once with the mother and once with her daughter.
Regardless of exactly how it went down, hours later Ava and Ashley were left alone in their suite, lying next to one another in bed and holding hands, utterly exhausted. Ashley's beautiful dress was only halfway hanging on her, ripped and torn in several places and smeared with cum. Ava's clothes had fared far better, she'd doffed her slacks and jacket early on, and still wore her black lace and leather bustier, although at some point it had been slid down to release her tits by one of her lovers.
After some time laying side by side on their backs, listening to the sound of their own breathing, Ashley rolled over towards Ava with a sore groan and began licking the drying cum from one of her huge breasts. She planted her tongue far down the side of her mother's chest, then scraped it up the long soft path to it's peak, pausing for a moment to suck and flick her tongue playfully over her nipple. Then she brought her head back down and silently repeated her track an inch to the side. Ashley continued working methodically, licking Ava's breasts clean in a methodical pattern instead of targeting individual globs because there was so much. Ava rested a hand on the back of Ashley's head, gently stroking her hair and murmuring her appreciation, but telling her daughter, "It's too much of a mess sweetie, let's just hop in the shower and wash it all off."
Ashley's response was one of instant revulsion at the very thought. She really should have been sated after swallowing down the warm cum pumped straight from the six? Seven? It was at least seven, she thought, big black cocks that she'd blown. Plus the couple dozen loads she'd consumed earlier in the day in her creamy coconut cum cocktails. But just wasting all that cum felt like sacrilege.
"No! Please Mommy, at least let me clean your pussy and ass first!"
"Oh fine darling, you know I can't tell you no," Ava sighed, "But be quick, and be gentle. It's late and I'm sore down there."
Exhausted as she was, Ashley slipped down quickly been her mother's legs and began to delicately suck and lick, eagerly swallowing down the mix of masculine and feminine juices as Ava flexed her internal muscles to force it all out. When the flow ceased, Ava sat up and led Ashley to the large walk-in shower in their suite. For several long minutes the two embraced under the streams of hot water, resting their heads on each other's shoulders for support as their slippery, curvaceous bodies nestled against one another. After some time in silence, Ashley started to giggle, then to laugh, realizing fully what she'd just done. By her best guess she'd had her holes fucked by fifteen hung black men, and she'd loved it. She was a total slut for big black dick, just like her mother, and she couldn't be prouder. Ava picked up on her energy and shared in her laughter, relieved that her big surprise for Ashley had gone so well. Eventually their laughter turned to kissing as they both lifted their heads and pulled back slightly, aligning themselves to make out with each other in the cloud of steam.
When they were finally done with their kiss, the girls took turns tenderly washing one another, taking extra care around their sore spots. Ava didn't let Ashley lick her holes when she inevitably tried to nuzzle in, though she did allow her to lick at kiss at the exquisitely sensitive junction between her upper thighs and lower cheeks, showering it with worshipful adoration as she thanked her for all she had done. When it was Ava's turn to wash she'd marveled at the impressive changes hormones had wrought in her daughter in just a month. She'd always had a more feminine figure with a cute little bubble butt, but it seemed as if any excess fat from her tummy area had been shifted, giving her thicker hips and ass that looked even larger next to her slender, curved in waist and her thin smooth legs. And her chest! Ava had never really played much with tits besides her own, and while a Ashley's weren't nearly as large as hers, they were perky and fun to toy with. Ava playfully took each of her daughter's bubblegum pink nipples in her mouth in turn, sucking and teasing them as she understood slightly more why men were always wanting to play with her tits. She knew that Ashley had been a B-cup a week ago, but already her growing breasts felt a little heftier. It was as if all the cum she drank was going straight to her tits.
After their shower the girls dried off and helped one another with their nightly beauty routines, applying lotions and creams to keep their skin soft and smooth and special balm that promised to make their lips fuller. Then, too sore and tired to bother with getting dressed, the two slipped under the sheets and into bed with nothing in the world separating them.
"That was the most perfect last night," Ashley said earnestly as she rested her head on Ava's shoulder and idly played with her breast. "Thank you."
"You're welcome sweetie, I'm so glad you enjoyed it," Ava answered warmly, pausing as she turned over the idea she'd been considering for the past few days. "You know, we don't have to leave tomorrow..."
"What?!?! Don't we have to go back home?"
"Well, this could be our home, if we want it to be. Not the Honeymoon Suite, of course, we could never afford that without Greg footing the bill, but we could stay in Jamaica, somewhere nearby."
"Wait, really?" Ashley asked, her voice trembling with nascent hope.
"Sure, if that's what you want. It would mean leaving our lives back in the states behind, but the resort has offered us both jobs in HR maintaining staff morale and we could..."
Ava cut off as she was swarmed by Ashley's kisses, fervently thanking her and blessing their lucky stars. She could feel her daughter's little stiffy pressing into her thigh, spurred back to life even after half a dozen spurting orgasms during their gangbang earlier by the thought of staying at the resort, of this magical land of hung black gods becoming their new home. Ava laid back and allowed Ashley to probe her mouth with her tongue, responding with her own in an intimate dance reflecting all the complex depths of their relationship. Loving mother and devoted daughter. Dominant Mistress and submissive sissy. Lesbian fuck-buddies and fellow devotees of big black cocks. Best friends and lovers. Their impromptu honeymoon may have been ending, but their life together at the Pink Lotus Resort was just beginning.
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~~~~~ One Year Later: Finding Happily Ever After ~~~~~~
After their stay in the Honeymoon Suite at the Pink Lotus Resort ended, Ava Addams and her sissy daughter Ashley found a cozy little beach house near the resort to live in. It was nowhere near as opulent as actually living in the resort, but it soon became their true home, with all the familiar comforts and rhythms of daily living together in perfect happiness. The two still shared a bed, which was smaller than the magnificent king-sized four-poster they shared before, but that just meant less wasted space as they were generally snuggled tightly together anytime they were in it. The rest of their bungalow had a small living space with a comfortable couch and TV, and a tidy kitchen with a built-in breakfast nook for two. Like their bed it was on the smaller side, but suited them well as they generally preferred each other's company to any alternative.
The changes to Ashley's body slowed after that wild first month as her somewhat reduced hormone doses provided more of a gentle nudge toward womanliness rather than a hard swerve. She still had the blue eyes, platinum blonde hair, short athletic body, and cute face with a button nose and dimpled chin and cheeks that made her look like the younger sister of the well-known porn star Elsa Jean. In fact, every once in s while a resort great would ask her where they recognized her from, then blush in shame a few minutes later once they realized the connection. But while her face and must of her body were a perfect match for the seemingly-innocent blonde co-ed, she clearly got her tits from her mother. Ashley's chest had slowly blossomed to a full 34E cup that was so perky it almost looked fake. Ava like to tease Ashley that for all her growth she was still two full cup sizes behind her mother, but Ashley countered that her mother had a head start and she was still growing, albeit slowly.
As promised, Ashley and Ava were both hired on within HR at the Pink Lotus as "Staff Benefits Specialists", and they found the old saying true, that if you do what you love, you'll never work a day in your life. There was no specific uniform requirement, besides generally dressing in an attractive manner that contributed to the overall chic aesthetic of the resort. Ava generally took this in a classy direction, preferring to wear tight-fitting dresses that showed off her curves, and often a great deal of cleavage as well. Ashley, however preferred to dress more provocatively. Many of her favorite outfits were tight fitting crop tops to show off her round tits and smooth tummy paired with a short, flowy skirt that she could use to flash her thong-split cheeks whenever she got the whim. Other days she'd go for a classic American Summer look with jeans shorts and a cami, except she made sure her shorts were short enough to expose the bottom of her ass, plus tantalizing patches where strategically placed threadbare holes threatened to reveal her, and her camis were all partially see through, giving anyone who looked carefully an eyeful of her tits. After a meeting with the resort manager in which he lectured her on the image of the resort while she gave him sloppy head under his desk, Ashley started at least wearing a bright colorful bra underneath. And for days when she didn't want to bother with it all, she could always just rock one of her many bikinis.
Whatever Ava and Ashley wore, their actual work at the Pink Lotus each day was the same. They'd roam the resort, enjoying the various amenities and checking in on the staff, then let anyone who had a free minute and the urge take them to the side and fuck the shit out of them. As part of the deal Ava negotiated, she was happy to enjoy the company of both men and women on staff, but Ashley was strictly restricted to serving the men. The few women on staff who tried to make a pass at the cute little femboy soon found themselves on the wrong end of her fiercely jealous mother's strapon as she punished their asses for trying to steal her baby girl. Ava's newfound dominance and skill with the strapon forged in the furnace of her conversion of Ashley from a confused boy into her pet sissy slut actually soon made her a hot commodity among many of the women on staff, who thought it unfair for the men to have all the fun. Going beyond making out with women besides her daughter was a new avenue with Ava, but one she turned out to greatly enjoy. However, she always made sure to make plenty of time for taking the big black cocks of the male staffers as well.
Ashley, meanwhile, was obviously limited just to the men, but she worked through them like a champ. The amenities of the resort were fine, but all she really wanted was to be stuffed with all the black cocks her holes could handle, so she went around flirting aggressively and deliberately flashing her goods to the boys to get them riled up enough to take a break and take out their frustrations on her ass. That was part of why she preferred to wear skirts, so she could give them quick access, let them pound her until they finally gave her their cum, then slip her thong back in place, straighten her skirt, and go hunting for her next lay. For the guys who preferred her mouth it was even easier, as she'd just pop her tits out to give them a good view, then set to work milking the cum out of them and into her mouth as efficiently as she could. Over time she learned all the individual preferences each man had, and would make the huge, powerful men quiver and beg with her delicate hands and tongue bend they inevitably surrendered their seed to her.
Ava worried that Ashley was going to burn out at the rate that she was taking black dick, but she assured her protective mother that being a free-use slut was what she was born for and reminded Ava that she wasn't just a slut for men... After a good fuck Ava had to admit that her daughter was right. This is what she was born to be.
In the evenings Ava and Ashley were often requested by guests of the Pink Lotus. They'd take a shower to freshen up from a day of sex, compare notes on their experiences for the day, then dress for dinner. If Ava had the chance, she'd always try to save a load or two in her ass and pussy, letting Ashley lick her clean before hopping in the shower together. She usually had to force Ashley off of her so that they could actually make their scheduled dinner appointment, after a day apart she was always eager to show her affection and devotion, and she'd never been able to resist burying her tongue and face as deep as she could manage in her mother's freshly-fucked cum-filled holes. But Ava's attempts to kick Ashley away were always half-hearted, as even after all this time she had a hard time saying no to her little girl, and her tongue was the most talented she'd ever had to pleasure of sitting on.
Their dinner hosts were widely varied. Most commonly they were requested to join a couple whose eye they had caught while roaming the resort and who were looking to spice up their vacation with a little fun. They'd feel each other out over the course of the meal, laughing and talking together, until eventually Ava would discretely let them know the terms of their arrangement, their rates, and that Ashley would only be available for the man's pleasure, but that if they wanted to watch her with a woman then Ava would be happy to assist. Some guests got cold feet or thought that a mother/daughter hooker pair was a bit too wild for them, but most were intrigued, and the girls were able to manage a substantial side income by selling their companionship one evening at a time. Sometimes Ashley would handle the husband while Ava took care of the wife, other times the husband would live out his fantasy of a mother/daughter threesome while his wife watched, and surprisingly often the couple would start by just watching the natural beauty of Ava fucking her sweet submissive daughter until they got too aroused and either joined in or started making love alongside them.
But not every evening of work was for a traditional couple. The occasional bachelor party rolled through the resort, leading to nights of endless debauchery, and on one memorable occasion a lesbian couple that took an interest in them turned out to actually be another Mistress and sissy. There'd been no charge that evening, as the sissies enjoyed a playdate while their mistresses pleasured each other and watched.
The only difficult part for Ashley in handling their when evenings was in dealing with the disappointing dicks of many of their clients. There was a part of her that truly wanted to believe that every cock was beautiful in it's own way and deserving of love, but it just wasn't true in her experience. After years of mediocre sex Ava was better equipped to handle the disappointment, but Ashley was young and idealistic and had come of age surrounded by beautiful big black dicks the size of her forearm. She did her part like a good girl, moaning and talking about how hard they were fucking her and how good it felt even as she stifled a yawn, then once they'd finished and made it back to their bungalow she'd beg Ava to actually fuck her properly with her big strapon since their clients clearly couldn't manage.
On their evenings without a client Ava and Ashley caught up on all the time they'd been apart. Ava still expected a certain level of service from Ashley, although she rarely ever had to actually remind her daughter of her place. Ashley was all to happy to kneel at Ava's feet and massage them. Ava would often take to their front porch to enjoy the sunset, snapping her fingers to have Ashley follow, then commanding her to heel. Then she'd sit with a glass of sangria as her daughter used her dextrous fingers and nimble tongue on her feet to wash away the cares of the day. Most of their neighbors were fellow employees of the resort who thought nothing of it when they walked by and saw Ashley licking hungrily between her mother's toes. They'd stop and lean on the railing to chat with Ava about the latest gossip while her daughter did her best to deepthroat one of her feet while humping her tight jeans shorts on the other. Occasionally if Ashley got too loud to talk over Ava would give her a little tap between the legs and admonish her to eat a bit more quietly, then continue on with her conversation as if nothing had happened.
Other times Ava would instruct Ashley to give her a full body massage. They had a small massage table and Ashley had picked up some rudimentary training at the spa, so she'd rub warm oil on her hands and set to work. But no matter how much they intended to really focus on a true massage, it always ended up the same way with Ashley's face buried in Ava's oiled ass, lapping to her Mistress' pleasure.
On the rare evening that they were too exhausted from sex with the Pink Lotus staff to do anything else, the girls would cuddle together on the couch to watch TV, lightly tracing their fingers over each other's bodies as they quietly enjoyed one another until finally they were recharged and horny enough for their final fuck of the day. Sometimes Ava would use this time to tree train Ashley, edging her by stroking her little cock and telling her she did not have permission to cum, gradually increasing her control. But usually their couch time played out with Ashley deliberately teasing Ava with light touches in all her most sensitive areas while feigning complete innocence, until finally her mother swept her up in her arms and carried her off to bed so she could "take responsibility" for her actions.
Ava's first move was almost always to throw Ashley down on the bed and mount her face, grinding both her holes with rolling circles of her hips. At first Ava had been hesitant to sit on her daughter's pretty face with her full weight, but after Ashley's endless encouragement she gradually realized that her sweet little sissy was made of stern stuff in spite of her petite frame and now fully pressed herself down. Ava alternated night by night on her preferred position. Sometimes she preferred to face forwards, allowing her to pull Ashley's face up into her by a fistful of hair and letting her move between rubbing her pussy over Ashley's chin and mouth to let her tongue move from working her clit to deep within her pussy and sliding even further up so that she could grind against Ashley's nose while letting her tongue-punch her asshole until Ashley's frantic slapping of Ava's ass let her know that air was running out and her daughter's need to breathe was finally outweighing her need to worship. Other nights Ava choose to ride Ashley's pretty little face in reverse so that as she ground herself over her nose and mouth she could also play with her tits or her sensitive sissy stick. Ava liked to make a game of it, training Ashley in just how she liked to be licked by withholding pleasure until she hit just the right spots, then rewarding her by pinching and tweaking her sensitive nipples, or by fingering her greedy ass while squishing her delicate balls under her palm, or if she was feeling particularly generous, even giving her dicklette a quick suck.
Ashley's initial shrinkage from below average to a definitely small dick when she'd first been unknowingly started on female hormones had started fast, but leveled out, leaving her with a cute little dick that just reached three inches when hard, and as her body got used to the hormonal balance it was made for, Ashley didn't struggle any longer with getting hard. If anything, her constantly horny state made dealing with her little erections a constant challenge, especially since even after cumming from getting fucked in her ass her sissy stick stood proudly at attention even after dribbling out it's load. She still abided by her vow to Ava to never jerk herself off, and after their one failed attempt Ava never again allowed Ashley to attempt to penetrate her, so by the time Ava was satisfied from riding her face Ashley was usually desperate to cum herself as her twitching dicklette begged for relief.
Some nights Ava told Ashely that "Mommy was just too tired" and the couple would snuggle together as they did every night and go to sleep with Ashley desperately horny but happy in her mother's care. But most of the time Ava found enough energy to give her daughter what she needed. It helped that Ashley spent most of the allowance Ava gave her from their evening clients on couture lingerie that matched her mother's taste perfectly, bits of colorful lace and satin that wrapped Ashley up like a present that Ava couldn't resist unwrapping. It was all worth it when she told Ashley to fetch her strapon.
Once as a joke Ashley took Ava's instructions literally, coming back crawling on all fours with her mother's dildo in her mouth like a bone. Ava had quickly taken it and mounted her doggy style, fucking her with more primal energy than ever before and making her daughter spurt several times from her bouncing dicklette before she was done. It was a moment that unlocked a new fetish for them both, and from time to time Ava would have Ashley take the role of her beloved pet puppy, forbidden from speaking and using her hands as she was used like an animal.
On their days off of work Ava and Ashley spent some time around their home, relaxing together, fucking as the mood took them, and sometimes even playing "doggy" for a morning or an afternoon. But more often than not they ended up walking down to the resort even on their days off, enjoying spa or the beach together, or connecting with favorites on the staff for a threesome instead of their usual solo work when on the clock.
But whatever adventures the two had throughout the day, every night they ended up back together in one another's arms, whispering sweet nothings as they cuddled to sleep from their shared dream life together. Their life together was one of neverending sweetness. Their natural chemistry and vivid sex life was a part of that, but their relationship was far deeper than the merely physical. They were best friends, confidants, and lovers with the foundation of a true relationship for the ages. So while the final step in their journey together came as a surprise to Ashley, by all rights it shouldn't have, as it was the final blossoming of the seeds they'd planted, watered, and tended together for a full year.
On the one year anniversary of their arrival in Jamaica, Ava planned out a special date night to celebrate. They had the day off, and after letting Ashley lick her to orgasm under the sheets of their bed, Ava announced that she'd be spending the day at the resort, but that they had a special date that night, and that she'd be back to pick Ashley up at 5pm. Ashley dutifully helped her mother prepare for the day, starting with their shower. The shower in their bungalow was less than half the size of the one they'd first enjoyed together in the Honeymoon Suite, and their large breasts meant it was hard to move around without bumping and sliding into each other. Not that they minded, although the sudsy contact usual meant that their joint showers took twice as long as if they'd just bathed separately. After they'd finished toweling off, Ashley went to prepare breakfast while Ava picked out her outfit. She'd just finished making cinnamon French toast with fresh berries (Ava's favorite) when her mother entered the kitchen, wearing a tight-fitting mid-length lavender dress with black lace flower detailing over the breasts, then cascading down to her left hip where it met similar detailing running around the hem to the tasteful slit up her left thigh.
The girls enjoyed their breakfast together, sitting as usual at the corner of the table so they could play footsie and get handsy underneath. When they'd finished eating, Ashley cleared the dishes as usual while Ava went to fetch her mirror and makeup supplies. Their home was too small to fit a dedicated makeup table, so they used the kitchen table instead, but the habit they'd started in their heady early days in the Honeymoon Suite carried on, as Ashley slid under the table to rub Ava's feet while she applied her makeup. Ashley took advantage of the opportunity to needle Ava with questions about the special date she'd planned until her exasperated mother shut her up by giving her a big toe to suck on. Ashley tried to parlay that into working her way up Ava's luxurious leg to eat her out for a second time that morning, but she pushed her back down, telling her that she'd spoil her appetite for later if she kept at it. Once her makeup was finished Ava stood and beckoned for Ashley to come out from under the table to kiss her goodbye, instructing her to dress sharp and reminding her that she'd be back to pick her up at 5. Ashley pouted a bit at being left in the dark as to Ava's plans, but swiftly set about preparing herself to be the most beautiful date her mother would ever have.
Repeated treatments at the spa had ensured that Ashley would never grow body hair again, so she didn't have to worry about anything as crude as shaving her legs, but she did have a skincare routine she followed religiously to ensure that her skin remained buttery soft and smooth to the touch. Exfoliating accomplished, Ashley turned to lotioning, running her hands over her shapely legs and up the rest of her body as she worked the moisturizer in deep. As always she was sure to moisturize her little penis, as Ava appreciated her smoothness there most of all, and after a year without masturbating there wasn't even a hint of temptation for the sissy. She was owned by Ava, and the key around her neck locked away her little dicklette just as surely as if it had been back in a cage of steel. This was just a far more convenient arrangement for the both of them. Ashley was able to clean and lotion herself without issue, Ava had ready access whenever she wanted to play without her without fumbling around with key, and both knew that Ashley would behave herself.



After finishing her skincare routine, Ashley liked to lounge around the house naked for a bit, letting the lotion soak in before she got dressed, so she sat and decided what to do with her hair. Ava preferred it long, so she'd grown it out over the past year, and what once had been an unruly mop of dirty blond hair was now an elegant cascade of sun-bleached hair that ran down to the middle of her back. Usually she wore it in a ponytail, largely because it was easy and convenient for both blowjobs and giving her partners a handle from behind, but tonight she wanted to do something special, so she started on the long process of making intricate braids and styling them into an elaborate updo. Once she was satisfied with the arrangement of her braids, Ashley pulled out her curling iron and used it to make the tendrils of hair she left out on either side of her head into twirling golden coils that framed her face.
Then it was time for the dress. She had a new one she'd bought and had been saving for a special occasion, and tonight was as special as it came. It was made of a dark green mesh material, partially see-through when stretched taut in a single layer, but giving only vague hints of what lay beneath when bunched. The top was a criss-cross halter forming an X over her chest and open over her abdomen. The fabric pulled around her waist asymmetrically, dipping low enough on her right leg to just reveal the top of the cleft of her inner hip. The dress hung full length to the floor in loosely draping folds with long slit running up her right leg to nearly meet the dip in the waist. It was sexy and elegant, hinting at revealing her hidden secrets in a way that pulled the eye, but refraining from actually exposing herself. With the halter top a bra was out of the question, but her perky E-cups were fine without additional support, and she had the cutest matching mesh thong she could wear that wouldn't clash through the translucent fabric.
Next Ashley did her makeup. She'd experimented with a number of styles in the past year, generally preferring a natural "no makeup" look with just little touches here and there that would only be identified as makeup by an experienced eye, emphasizing her natural beauty and a young, innocent look. But for tonight she ramped it up. Mascara and smoky eyeshadow with emerald green undertones dramatically drew attention to her blue eyes and coordinated with her dress. Next she contoured her cheeks, giving her face a sharper more mature look, and applied a hint of rouge. Finally Ashley selected a vibrant pink lip gloss to her naturally thick lips, giving them the wet, juicy look that she knew Ava couldn't resist. After inspecting her look in the mirror and blowing herself a few kisses, she spritzed a floral perfume on her wrists and dabbed some onto her neck and smiled. She was a perfectly scrumptious piece of fruit that Ava wouldn't be able to resist unwrapping and devouring.
The final touch to manage before Ava returned to pick her up was her jewelry. She started with a pair of thick gold hoop earrings Ava had given her for her 19th birthday that worked well with her hair style. Next she threaded a teardrop emerald pendant that a wealthy evening client had given her into her navel piercing. She'd actually bought this dress partially with this in mind, as the green fabric perfectly matched the emerald and the X-halter top with the low asymmetric waist made a perfect window in the center to adorn with such a beautiful piece. Then she selected a few gold bangles for her wrists, gifts from the appreciative resort staff for her enthusiastic service.
That left just one more thing. Ashley carefully untied the dress behind her neck, letting the halter top fall down over her waist. She took a moment to admire her breasts. It seemed wild to her to remember that just over a year ago she had never even touched a boob, and now she had a set of bouncy, perky, soft, and squishy E-cups that were bigger than her hands could hold to play with whenever she wanted. Or even better, let someone else play with. Back when she'd had B-cups she'd impatiently wanted to get implants, but Ava had strongly advised against, and now Ashley was grateful she'd listened. Letting the boob fairy work her hormonal magic and ending up with a pair of natural, sensitive breasts had been the right call, and six weeks ago Ashley had taken a step to increase the sensitivity of her nipples even further. Knowing how much Ava liked to tease and play with them, she'd gone in secret to the spa and gotten them pierced. It had been the sharpest pain she'd ever felt in her life, but it would be worth it when she finally got to reveal them to Ava. For six weeks she'd scrambled to hide them from her, but tonight would be the big reveal. Ashley took out the tiny studs she'd worn to keep them from sealing back up, gasping at how much more sensitive her nipples had become even after healing. They were always erect now, twin pink erasers the size of the last knuckle of her pinkies, jutting out proudly from her puffy silver-dollar areolae.
Ashley pulled out the small little box she'd spent several months allowance from escorting on, opening it to reveal the fancy nipple rings she'd bought as a gift to Ava. Each was an elegant platinum band set with an arc of glittering diamonds and from the bottom of each ring swung a heart-cut ruby. Lifting them carefully from their velvet cushion within the box Ashley allowed her mind to wander to the other kind of ring she longed for. Like any young girl she dreamed of being swept off her feet, given an outrageously beautiful engagement ring, then getting to have the perfect fairytale wedding in a perfect princess dress. But that just wasn't in the cards for her. What she had with her mother was beautiful, and sexy, and fulfilling, and she still counted herself lucky that after fucking all the hung black men she desired, Ashley was still the one that Ava came home to every night. And for that life which she had chosen, fancy engagement rings weren't her lot, but sexy elegant nipple rings could be. She carefully threaded each of them through her piercings and admired how the diamonds caught the light and how the dangling ruby hearts fluttered with every bounce of her breasts. Ava was going to love them. Ashley lifted the top of her dress back up, crossing the halter top in it's X pattern over her breasts and retying the ends behind her neck, then waited for Ava to pick her up for their date.
Ashley's breath caught in her throat and a billion butterflies took flight in her stomach as Ava walked back in through the door of their home. Even after a year together she still got nervous as a schoolgirl around her mother, and a smile spread across her entire face at the thought that this was the woman she belonged to. Even at 38 years old the woman was gorgeous from head to toe. Her brown almond-shaped eyes with smoky eyeshadow were both warm and mysterious, offering motherly affection while hinting at the mature nympho within. Her persistent smile promised a balance of fun and mischief, and her cascading black hair hinted at the primal wildness of the cougar within. Her dress displayed every bit of her deadly curves, from her massive F-cup breasts, to her slim 24" waist, to her broad 36" hips and the profoundly thick booty beneath. Following her shapely legs down Ashley's mouth started to water at the sight of her mother's feet, knowing intimately their pungent flavor and the feel of them against her tongue, and within her mouth. Knowing that this gorgeous woman could have her on her knees kissing her feet and thanking her for the opportunity just made her that much more beautiful, the irrepressible confidence and authority of the natural domme exuding from her like a powerful pheromone.
But the most beautiful thing about Ava in this moment was her clear approval of Ashley's preparations for their date. Her eyes drifted hungrily over her daughter's body, as she bit her lip in obvious arousal. Ashley basked proudly in her mother's approval, soaking it in deep as validation for all she had and who she had become, knowing that it was all worth it to be the possession and the object of desire of the goddess before her.
"Ashley," Ava finally said, "you look stunning! That dress is beautiful, and your hair! And your makeup! I know I told you to dress up, but now I look like a slob next to you, I'll have to change..."
"No Mom, you are perfect," Ashley replied, stepping forward to take Ava's hands in her own. "It's just like our first practice dates, I'm the girl, remember? I should be a little more dressed up for you."
"God you're just perfect aren't you?" Ava sighed as she leaned in and kissed Ashley's perfectly glossed lips.
"I had a good teacher," Ashley said with a wink after their kiss ended. "Before we head out on this mystery date you've planned, I have a little anniversary gift to give you."
"Really?" Ava replied, "How lovely, I have one for you as well, but you can go first."
Ashley stepped back with a smile and reached her hands up behind her neck, untying her halter top and letting the light mesh fabric flow down the front of her body in a fluttering green waterfall. Ava gasped with delight as she saw the beautiful diamond rings, their dangling ruby hearts rocking back and forth from the rushing fabric that had just revealed them.
"Ashley, they're beautiful!" Ava cried out in delight as she stepped forwards to inspect her gift more closely. "And your sweet little nipples look so hard, let me just..."
Ava leaned down, sucking one of her daughters erect nipples into her mouth, pulling hard suction to bring it in as deeply as she could while flicking her tongue against the ring and scraping her teeth over the areola. Ashley moaned in nearly unbearable pleasure as Ava expertly teased her, then cried out in exquisite pain as she took the other nipple ring in her hand and pulled down on it hard.
"What a delightful gift," Ava said was she released Ashley's nipples and stood straight, "And so sensitive! We're going to have fun with those for sure, you naughty little girl. How many dicks do you think you took for me to pay for those?"
Ashley was a little taken aback by the question, but she supposed that technically since the money had come from their escorting work Ava was correct that she'd let those cocks fuck her just to pay for jewelry for her. She did some quick math, balancing the cost of the rings against the small fraction of their earnings which Ava gave her.
"Ummm... maybe twenty or so?
"So many!" Ava said with a smile, "I'm honored, really. And coincidentally, that's about how many I took for your gift as well."
Ashley was confused as Ava put her hands on her shoulders and pressed her down to her knees, but as usual she followed Ava's lead to the comfortable position of kneeling before her mistress. Then Ava rolled up the bottom of her dress and Ashley saw exactly what she meant. Her panties were soaked through with what Ashley's nose immediately identified as fresh cum. She peeled them down, stretching wet ribbons between the fabric and Ava's pussy that snapped and hung tantalizingly as her panties dropped to the floor. Ashley plunged in face first, licking and sucking the warm cum from her mother's pussy without even a thought for spoiling her makeup.
"Eat up sweetie," Ava said as she rested her hands on Ashley's head and let her eyes roll back in pleasure, "Mommy took it all for you."
Ashley's mind raced in wonder as she plunged her tongue deep into Ava's soft folds and worked to seal her lips around her pussy lips to provide suction and ensure that she didn't lose a drop. Ava must have fucked every man on the resort staff, keeping all their cum inside of her, no wonder she'd been gone for half the day! As much as she loved the salty, rich flavor of black cum (she could absolutely tell the difference), the taste of that cum blended there with Ava's divine juices was even better, salty and sweet balanced in perfect harmony. She could not have come up with a more perfect gift and could not believe how lucky she was to be with such a loving partner.
When the flow of cum finally stopped and Ava could feel that Ashley's hungry tongue was finding no more, she pushed her daughter back a bit and turned around, showing her thick ass with a jeweled plug in the center.
"I hope you don't mind sweetie, I tried to have them all cum in my pussy for you, but a few of them wanted to put it in my ass, and you know how hard it is to tell the boys no..."
Ashley pulled the metal plug from Ava's ass and popped it into her mouth, quickly cleaning the cum from the tip before pressing her face between her plump ass cheeks. After thinking that she'd finished her treat, finding that Ava had packed dessert in her trunk was the perfect surprise. When Ava finally stepped forwards and straightened out her dress, Ashley remained kneeling on the floor in a blissful high, smiling idly as she used her fingers to get the last traces of cum from her face into her mouth, her pierced tits still on full display as her halter top still hung around her waist.
"Wonderful," Ava said, "Now that we've exchanged our gifts shall we head out to dinner?"
Ashley scrambled to her feet, tucking her breasts back into her halter top and tying it behind her neck.
"Mom, my makeup must be a mess, I need to go get cleaned up and redo it and..."
Ava shushed Ashley with a long, sweet kiss.
"Darling, you looked beautiful before, but to me you look even more lovely now. Knowing your makeup is a mess because of how well you worshipped my ass and pussy? It's an honor. Besides, everyone should see you for what you are, my beautiful, wonderful, devoted sissy slut."
With that Ava took Ashley's arm and led her from their bungalow, walking side by side along the beach. They entered the resort grounds, waving to staff along the way and smiling politely at passing guests who stared at them. Ava was right, this was who Ashley was, and she was proud.
Ashley smiled as she saw where Ava was leading her. It was the private beach side table where they'd dined every night of their stay at the resort as part of the Honeymoon Suite Package, often with male company. It had been the site of their first "practice date", when Ashley has still been trying her best to be a boy and had felt the first glimmers of an awkward crush that would soon grow into full-blown romance with the gorgeous woman whose arm she now decorated. Of course it was here, where else could the lovers go for their anniversary?
As Ava pulled out Ashley's chair and scooted her in, she made a passing joke as to whether she'd even be hungry for dinner after the appetizer had, but Ashley was always ready to enjoy the fine dining of the Pink Lotus Resort. The waiter soon brought them their meals, a smile crossing his face when he saw Ashley's ruined makeup. Ashley knew that every man on staff had seen her in far messier states while she fulfilled her duties, and didn't feel a hint of shame, although she did wonder if he'd been one of the men to help Ava with her gift. Given the sheer number of men she'd recruited, it seemed likely.
After that the girls were left alone to enjoy their meal in privacy, eating delicious food, drinking bubbly champagne, watching the sun setting over the turquoise sea, and laughing and talking together with the easy comfort of a long, intimate relationship. It was the perfect evening, and Ashley found herself smiling uncontrollably as she stared into Ava's eyes and thanked her lucky stars. She did not notice when a few of the resort staff quietly approached, then a few more, and a few more. It wasn't until nearly the full staff of the resort was gathered in a half-circle around the land-side of their table that Ashley noticed them, looking around with a start. She started to ask what was going on, but Ava simply extended her hand, standing as she guided Ashley to her feet. Ava positioned Ashley a step away from their table facing the gathered crowd. Ashley saw so many familiar faces looking back at her, smiling happily in anticipation. Dalena, the receptionist who had inadvertently set Ashley on her journey of self discovery by losing her luggage and dosing her with hormone-laced cum, stepped forward and handed something small to Ava, who turned back to Ashley with a smile and dropped to one knee in the sand, holding up a small box in which Ashley saw the most beautiful sparkle of her life.
"Ashley, the past year has been the best of my life, and of all the things I've learned the most important is that I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with you. So Ashley Addams, will you marry me?"
The undignified squeal that Ashley unleashed could be heard across the resort, and likely all the way back on the mainland where they'd left their old life behind.
"Ohmygawd, ohmygawd, ohmygawd!" Ashley shouted as she bounced in place, her elegant attire contrasting with her wild exuberance. "Yes! A thousand times yes!"
Ava managed to catch her daughter's rapidly flapping left hand and looking up at her with a smile she slid the diamond ring onto her fourth finger. It was a perfect fit.
Tears were running down Ashley's face, and if it hadn't been for her makeup being ruined earlier it would have been ruined now. As Ava stood back up Ashley wiped the tears from her eyes, then feeling overjoyed by the moment she leapt into Ava's arms, wrapping her legs around her hips and throwing her arms over her shoulders as she pressed in the kiss the woman that was going to make her her bride. Ava was caught off guard, but still managed to catch her excited fiancee, holding her up with both hands beneath her ass and kissing her back as all their friends hooted and hollered.
Back in their bungalow after the celebratory party had ended, Ava explained the details of the wedding she'd secretly planned with the help of the staff. They would be married the next day by Ajani, who in his role as a yogi and spiritual leader was ordained to perform marriages. Gay marriage was illegal in Jamaica, but fortunately for them Ashley was still a boy as far as the law was concerned, and so obtaining a license had gone without a hitch. Ashley's dress was waiting and ready, and all she had to do was wake up in the morning ready for the biggest day of her life. Ashley was overcome with joy and tried to express her gratitude by seducing Ava, but her mother insisted that they "save themselves for marriage", just for one night, to make their wedding night feel extra special. So snuggled up with the woman she loved, Ashley fell asleep dreaming of her perfect wedding.
The next morning Ashley awoke and rolled over to an uncharacteristically empty bed. After looking around for a moment, she saw a note from Ava on the nightstand.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
My dearest Ashley,
It's bad luck to see your bride before the wedding, and I want to start the rest of our lives together in the best way possible, so I slipped out early. I've left some things for you on the kitchen table, you know what they say, "Something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue." Dalena will be by soon to help you get ready. I cannot wait to see my beautiful bride walking down the aisle.
Love,
Ava
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Ashley smiled and went to the kitchen to see what Ava had left for her. There were several items laid out, and she started working through them with the classic bridal rhyme in mind. Something old was obvious, she recognized the lace bridal veil with inset pearls from pictures of Ava's first wedding to her father twenty years ago. Her fingers shook as she lifted it, awed by the thought of using the family heirloom for her own wedding, and laughing a bit internally at the realization that Ava had gone from the one wearing the veil to the one who would be removing it. Beside the veil was the most beautiful lingerie Ashley had ever seen.



The whole of it was made from white sheer mesh tulle with intricate ivory lace embroidered over it in twisting ivy and flower patterns. Ashley traced her fingers over the soft material, the embroidery looked to have been done by hand, and must have cost a small fortune. It was cut in a babydoll style, with an off-the-shoulder top that extended out in a wide, two inch band, meeting in the center of the chest with two large cups for her breasts supported with decorative ribbing. The cups were really more half cups, and looked so small that they'd just fit the bottoms of her breasts, offering up the tops and a deep valley of cleavage to view. Not that the cups themselves would obscure much, the beautiful tulle fabric was see through, and although the lace embroidery was denser around the chest, she doubted that much more than her nipples would be fully covered. Coming down below the cups, the fabric looked like it would tightly mold to her torso in the front, while the back was open with an ivory satin ribbon lacing back and forth in the style of a corset. Below the tight waist the lingerie flowed out into a sweeping dress of the same tulle and lace material with a front panel and double slits for her legs. Finishing off the outfit were a pair of neatly folded white thigh high stockings with garter clips.
Ashley imagined how beautiful she'd look for Ava on their wedding night, a princess in white lace and tulle, waiting for her mother to untie the satin bow and have her way with her beautiful bride. Clearly this was her "something new", bought by Ava for their wedding. Although she wondered how she'd fit the elaborate lingerie under her wedding dress, perhaps she'd just have to change after the reception.
Ashley's eyes alighted next on "something borrowed", a pair of tall white heels that she knew (from having spent a substantial amount of time with them near her face) were Ava's. They were a full six inches tall, with a two inch platform in the front to reduce the angle of the foot to a slightly more manageable level. The platform and the stiletto heel were both encrusted in rhinestones, and they had criss-cross straps over the toes and a satin tie around the ankle. Ava had always jokingly called them her "stripper heels", and Ashley was a little intimidated at the thought of balancing in them, but willing to try since that was what Ava clearly wanted.
That left something blue... the only thing left on the table was the largest butt plug Ashley had ever seen, with a glittering blue sapphire in the heart-shaped base. Ashley had spent the past year fitting as many big black cocks as she could get her hands on, plus Ava's strapon on a near-daily basis, into her ass, and she rightly prided herself on both the girth and the length she could accommodate while still giving a tight grip to whoever she rode. But this thing... It has an egg-shaped head that she could tell at a glance would be long and big enough to press against her special spot, but just the head looked to be about five inches long, gradually widening to around three inches across at the widest. Just as intimidating, the neck of the plug between the egg-shaped head and the jeweled heart base only tapered slightly from the widest point, looking to still be about two inches across. That was close to the girth of the thickest cocks she took from the staff, but that was only for half an hour at most, this would be for hours and hours during the wedding and reception. She hefted the plug in her hand, and it must have weighed a few pounds, how was she supposed to carry that inside of her?
Just as Ashley was wondering that the front door opened and Dalena came in, leading a few other women from the resort staff. Things had started icily between Ashley and the women staff members. They resented her for being an entitled, whiny bitch when she first showed up at the resort as Ava's "son", and she resented them for dumping her luggage and dosing her with cum and hormones, even if she was happy with where their intervention had taken her. Their interactions had remained tense when Ashley first entered her role in "Employee Satisfaction", as they'd been worried that with Ashley and Ava giving it up to every man on staff on a whim, they'd never find a partner for some fun at work for themselves. But over time things had thawed. The women had learned that even with ready access to the resort's professional sluts, the virile men on staff had plenty of energy left for them, and most of them had eventually started taking advantage of Ava's services as well, making it difficult to remain angry at the charmingly beautiful little girl of the woman that fucked them with her strapon until they called her "Mommy" as well. They were almost like sisters, with Ashley being the pet youngest sister of every woman working at the resort.
"Happy wedding day, beeyotch!" Dalena called in a playful tone as she entered the room.
Ashley squealed with delight and went running into Dalena's outstretched arms. She still hadn't gotten dressed for the day, and was still wearing her pajamas from the night before, a hot pink cami that left her midriff exposed and a black lace thong. Once being in front of a group of women barely dressed would have been mortifying, but these were her sisters now, and they'd seen Ashley wearing far less while on the job. Dalena hugged Ashley back, taking advantage of the opportunity to grope the white girl's surprisingly curvy ass. She knew she'd never have the chance to actually fuck Ashley since her mother was so possessive, but that didn't mean she couldn't appreciate her when the opportunity arose. Ashley gave each of the other women hugs as well, thanking them for being her bridesmaids.
"Alright," Dalena said with a hard slap to Ashley's bare ass. "Time to get your sweet booty plugged."
Ashley turned white as a sheet at the thought of taking the blue-jeweled monster, but then Dalena pulled out a set of training plugs of gradually increasing sizes that she could use to loosen herself up bit by bit. The smallest was about an inch and a half across, about the average girth of her clients cocks when working evenings with Ava. Ashley bent over the table, coming eye to eye with the huge plug that awaited her in the future, as Dalena helpfully pulled her thong to the side, lubed up her ass, and slid the plug in with a satisfying plop. Honestly it felt less like an intruder and more like a welcome companion coming home. There wasn't much of a neck between the body and the base, but Ashley knew that would help to open her up better, and she had fine enough control from thousands of hours practicing squeezing the cum out of cocks to grip and hold it within her.
Once her first trainer was snugly in place, the bridesmaids sent Ashley to the shower while they prepared for the rest of the morning. She stripped in the small bathroom and stepped into the hot streams of water to bathe. Although the plug in her ass was on the smaller side, she could still feel it rolling gently against her special spot as she moved around, and her nipples were still extra sensitive from their new piercings (she still had in her anniversary gift to Ava from last night). She washed her soft, hairless sack and her stiff three-inch dicklette with a sudsy loofah. In a full year she'd never once played with herself, not even sneaking a hand down there while taking it up her ass, but that didn't mean the temptation wasn't there. She was a good girl, and had vowed countless times to her mistress not to touch it like that, but some part of her still remembered what it felt like, jerking herself off while watching big, hung, black men fuck hot white women and girls in her favorite porn. Normally when she felt the itch she'd just seduce Ava, or go find one of the many men at the resort ready and willing to pound the cum out of her, but today she was all alone in the shower, nervous and horny about her wedding. She shut the water off, watching the drips fall from her twitching little cock. If she hadn't fallen off the wagon in a whole year, she certainly wasn't going to do so now on her wedding day.
Ashley toweled off and stepped into the bedroom, where Dalena and her bridesmaids had prepared for her. The first step was upgrading Ashley to the next plug size up while her body was warm and pliable from the shower. She once again bent over without complaint, exposing her plugged ass and her needy cock and balls to the gathered women without a second thought. Dalena removed the first plug without any issue as Ashley released her grip, then applied more lube, working some into her hole with her fingers. Although Dalena tried to keep everything professional, Ashley was unable to suppress a low moan from her probing fingers, which only deepened when Dalena quickly plunged in the two-inch diameter plug that was next in line before she could do something impulsive. Normally something of that diameter would take some effort to work into Ashley's ass, but aroused and warmed up as she was, the plug slid into her with satisfying ease.
"There now," Dalena said as she stood and have Ashley's stuffed ass an encouraging pat, "Time to get you in your dress."
"Ooooo, I can't wait!" Ashley exclaimed, "Where is it?"
"Right here, isn't it lovely?" Answered one of the bridesmaids, holding up the beautiful tulle and lace lingerie that Ava had bought Ashley as "something new".
"That's my bridal lingerie," Ashley replied in slow confusion, "but where's my dress to wear over it?"
"That's it," Dalena answered.
"But... I can't wear that for everyone to see!"
"Come on little sister," one of the bridesmaids laughed, "we've all seen you wearing less than that."
"And the wedding will just be us on the staff, and a few VIP guests that have expressed an interest, you'll be fine," another bridesmaid added.
"You'll be beautiful," Dalena said soothingly, "Ava's perfect bride, dressed just as she wanted. Come on, try it on and you'll see."
Ashley was still reluctant, but she did really want to see how she looked in the gorgeous "dress", and knowing that it was what Ava wanted was enough in and of itself to make her at least try. Her bridesmaids held the dress and helped her to step into it, pulling it up her body and working it over her curvy hips and breasts, careful not to stretch or rip the delicate fabric. One of the bridesmaids laced the satin ribbon in the back through the eyelets, pulling it tight at the base to cinch the whole torso before tying the excess in an elegant bow that sat just above the top of Ashley's ass. The first glimmer Ashley received of how she looked wasn't from a mirror, but in the eyes of the women surrounding her, beaming with pride and shared joy as they looked up and down her body. She rushed to the full length mirror down the hall and her jaw dropped as she took herself in.
The white and ivory dress contrasted with her tanned skin from a year under the Caribbean sun, hugging her body tightly through her torso before flaring out dramatically in layering ripples of airy tulle below. The embroidered lace ivy and flowers crept all around her body, concentrating around her breasts and her crotch to reduce the transparency of the fabric there. Her breasts had grown so much in the past year, but the lifting effect of her corseted top and the cut of the cups pressing up her chest from beneath made her tits look even larger than Ava's, a jiggling expanse of exposed cleavage that moved invitingly with her every breath. The tightly tied corset also accentuated her narrow waist, while the flaring skirt made the curves of her hips, ass, and thighs even more pronounced. When she walked the front panel and double slits meant that her legs poked through scandalously, and she could tell that even with the white thigh-high stockings her upper legs and garter straps would be exposed if she took a large step. The sweeping dress extended all the way down to gather at the floor, the perfect length once she donned the stripper heels that Ava had left for her to borrow. She looked like a storybook princess and a slutty streetwalker. Innocent and seductive. Virginal and nymphomaniacal. It was perfect. Ashley felt loved that Ava had captured her spirit so well.
"Are you ready for your next size up?" Dalena asked as she came up behind Ashley and traced a hand over her backside.
Ashley tingled at the touch, amazed at how much sensation passed through the light fabric and suddenly remembering that her dress hadn't come with panties. She focused for a moment on the 2-inch diameter plug still inside her. While it had gone in smoothly enough, continuing to wear it and running down the hall clenching to keep the heavy metal from slipping out of her was taking a toll. It was about the size of most of the men on the resort staff that she slept with, but the rigid metal that never gave a millimeter was far different than the warm, firm cocks she was used to.
"I think... I'd rather keep this one in a bit longer, if that's alright?"
"That will be fine little sis, we still have some time to get you there, don't worry, your bridesmaids will see you through."
True to her weird, Dalena marshalled her team. They had Ashley sit in a chair, the motion adding to her steadily growing awareness of the intractable invader in her ass, and each of them took one of her hands or feet, carefully applying a shiny coat of new nail polish, the same cerulean blue as the Caribbean sea and a coordinating match to the sapphire gem that awaited in the dauntingly large plug on the table. While they worked they made idle talk about how excited they were for the wedding and reception, and how excited Ashley should be for her wedding night.
Once they'd finished her nails and let them dry, Dalena told Ashley that her time was up and to stop being a sissy and take the next size plug in her ass. Ashley bent over awkwardly, painfully aware that her tits were threatening to spill out of their cups as Dalena worked to remove the plug, fighting against Ashley's involuntary spasms pulling it back in. Finally her ass surrendered, and the gleaming piece of smooth metal came out with a wet pop. Then came the work of forcing the next plug in. The final trainer was two anda half inches across, girthier than most of her lovers on the resort staff and far more unyielding. Dalena lubed Ashley's gaping hole and tried to press the head of the plug in, drawing cries of painful protest from the bride. Undeterred, the Maid of Honor set the plug to the side and applied even more lube, working it deep inside before aligning the plug once again. It took Dalena and another bridesmaid pushing in tandem to finally pop the thickest portion through Ashley's sphincter, which greedily pulled in the tapered end then struggled to squeeze shut against the wide neck.
Then Ashley was back in the chair, struggling to sit still with the massive plug rearranging her insides, and quivering in the knowledge that the plug Ava had chosen for her was larger yet. But it was hard to be upset while watching as her bridesmaids buzzed around her, perfectly styling her blonde hair into perfectly cascading waves and beautifully applying her makeup. She watched in the mirror as they step by step turned her from her normal, girl-next-door pretty looks into a Hollywood bombshell. Their subtle touches made her bright blue eyes look even larger, her lips were a bright red rose waiting to be plucked, and all around her face shone waves of gold.
"Ash," Dalena said as she carefully inspected her face, "you're so beautiful, who would have thought you'd end up here when you first came to our resort?"
"Hah! Not a soul!" Ashley replied with a laugh, then reflecting for a moment and turning serious she added, "Thanks Dalena. For what you did to me back then. I know I was being a total bitch, but you put me on the road to where I am today, and I couldn't be happier, really."
Dalena bit her lower lip and started to tilt her head and lean in, instinct and the passion if the moment overriding for a split second the fear of what Ava would do to her. Then she remembered herself, pulling back awkwardly with a half chuckle.
"You're welcome, although I didn't know then what you'd become. I just wish we could convince Ava to share you around with the girls too, maybe she'll loosen up after you're married. Now then, time to open your ass up and get big blue in there, let's get to it!"
Although at least an hour had passed in the flurry of makeup and hairstyling, Ashley still didn't feel like she'd had long enough to adapt to her current trainer plug, but Dalena was right, the afternoon was rolling along and she had a wedding to make. She didn't know why Ava had given her the blue jeweled plug, but she was going to try for it at least. Ashley stood and put her hands on the table, bending over and popping her ass up to give Dalena a good angle. She lifted the tulle skirt out of the way and over Ashley's back, then set to work easing the final trainer plug out. It took several minutes, during which the pumping action of the plug or progressively further out then back in drove Ashley wild, feeling as if the stroking motion were her Maid of Honor toying her from behind. Which would be so wrong. She was just helping Ashley out and oh my god right there felt so good don't stop please! By the time Dalena finally forced the plug out, Ashley was a whimpering mess on the edge of cumming, but feeling that doing so would be cheating on Ava. So she held it in, and told her bridesmaids to finish the job and stuff her.
One of them stood on either side of Ashley's head holding her hands for support while Dalena and the fourth bridesmaid hefted the blue-jeweled plug. The weight of it made it difficult to handle as they doused both it and Ashley's hole with lube, but eventually the women got the slippery mass lined up and began to work it in. the first few inches of the plug easily slid into Ashley's gaping backside, but then she hit the widest portion of the egg, a full three-inches in diameter of merciless steel, and her hole burned as it stretched. She did her best to ignore the pain and relax herself, but she couldn't see the plug and it kept going wider and wider even as she felt like surely she must have taken it all by now. Her body was sliding forwards from the force of Dalena and the bridesmaid pushing from behind, and the two bridesmaids at her shoulders whispering encouragements had to brace Ashley's shoulders to anchor her in place. Finally the impossible happened and the colossal egg slid into Ashley. She stood experimentally and was forced to clench her ass hard on the two and a half inch neck to keep the several pounds of metal from succumbing to gravity while also struggling not to spurt as the egg pressed firmly into her special spot. Just when she thought she had it under control, Ashley felt a sudden slippery grinding inside of her as Dalena took the heart-shaped base of the plug and slowly turned it hallway round. Ashley's dicklette twitched wildly up and down under her wedding dress, the sensitive head rubbing against the soft tulle front panel. Sweet orgasm was right there, but she was determined to wait for her wedding night, and using all the practice Ava had given her edging without permission to cum, she fought back and held it in, knowing that she'd have a wicked case of blue balls soon. At least they'd match her jeweled plug!
Moving slowly, Ashley sat as her bridesmaids put on her final finishing touches, the white stockings, her borrowed stripper heels and her mother's old bridal veil. Something old, something new, something borrowed, something (wince) blue. All the necessary bits of good luck charms were in place, and Ashley was ready to finally let Ava see her bride. She stood and nearly fell back down again, the combination of the massive plug in her ass and the unfamiliar six inch heels on her feet nearly toppling her. Her bridesmaids helped her back to her feet and Ashley tried another experimental step. She was forced to bend her knees slightly, subtly popping out her ass and forcing her to arch her back and thrust out her chest to balance. That posture combined with the need to take shorter steps with her feet in a line set her whole body swaying as she walked, emphasizing her assets front and back and seductively swaying them back and forth as they were presented to the world under a thin layer of white tulle and lace. Under her bridal veil Ashley smiled, ready for the moment that Ava would see her walking down the aisle.



Ashley walked to the small chapel on the resort, her bridesmaids fanning out behind her like an honor guard and the eyes of every guest they passed glued to the procession. Unfazed by their admiring gaze, Ashley strutted confidently onwards, partly due to her focus on the prize awaiting her at the altar and partly because with her plug and heels it was the only way she could balance. A few of the more inquisitive guests approached them, and were told by the bridesmaids that while the wedding was invitation only, the reception would be in the grand outdoor dining space that evening and open to all. Looking Ashley up and down, they promised they'd attend.
Finally the reached the double doors at the front of the chapel. Guests had already been seated inside, but a wave of familiar and reassuring faces greeted Ashley. Leandro and Dejuan, the masseurs from the spa were there, and Kemar, the waiter who'd caught Ashley peeping on Ava having sex, and Tafari and Shavell, the burly porters whose hands Ashley knew were rough in all the right ways. They all oohed and awed at Ashley, having the bride twirl in place to give them a better look. Then the music started and it was time for the procession down the aisle to begin. One by one Tafari, Shavell, Dejuan, and Leandro took one of Ashley's bridesmaids through the double doors. Dalena was the last to be taken, giving Ashley a quick peck on the cheek for luck before taking Leandro's offered arm. Then it was just Ashley and Kemar. The music paused, then swelled, building anticipation as the double doors opened and Ashley heard the shuffling of standing feet inside. Kemar offered his arm and led Ashley into her wedding.
With her borrowed stripper heels, Ashley stood 5'8" tall, just a few inches shorter than Kemar. She was grateful for his support, because although she'd managed to modify her walk to accommodate Ava's wedding day gifts, what she saw as they entered the chapel took her breath away. The pews were packed with virtually the entire resort staff, close friends that had been with Ashley through every step of her journey of self-discovery, as well as a handful of VIP guests who'd been invited to the event. Every one of them had their eyes fixed on Ashley, and for a moment she felt ashamed to be standing in front of them all wearing nothing but elaborate bridal lingerie masquerading as a dress. Her large breasts were nearly falling out, the tight corset around her torso emphasized her curves, and dual slits in her dress meant that her stripper heels and white nylon thigh highs were exposed with every step, all the way up to the garter straps running up her bare upper thighs. Not that the tulle and lace lingerie offered much concealment for what it did cover anyway. And she wasn't even wearing panties over her little stiffy that wouldn't go down with the massive plug in her ass, and that she just knew was visible as it lifted the front of her light dress. For a moment she wanted to turn and hobble out of the chapel and run away. But then she saw their faces. All of her friends looking at her with love and affection, cheering her on, there to see her marry the love of her life. And there up on the small dais at the front of the chapel she stood. With her groomsmen lined up behind her, Ashley's bridesmaids opposite, and Ajani between, Ashley saw the open space where she belonged, standing at Ava's side.
Ava was wearing a tightly fitted tux with black pants and jacket cut in a feminine style, a satiny black vest, and no shirt beneath, just her perfect white skin and an impressive display of cleavage as her breasts were squeezed together within the vest. A pair of cute black open-toed heels competed her outfit, adding another feminine flair to her traditionally masculine attire. Her beaming face was a beautiful beacon for Ashley, smiling ear to ear with infectious joy as she looked down the aisle to finally see her bride.
Nudged onwards by Tafari, Ashley began walking down the aisle, so enraptured by the sight of Ava that she didn't notice the tittering laughter as she passed and those in attendance saw the cheeky blue heart through her dress, below the white satin bow lacing up her back. As she walked she was struck suddenly by the humor of the situation, remembering nearly a year ago when Kemar had forcefully carried her into the room where Ava and Ajani were having sex after he'd caught her peeking, ushering her into a new stage in her relationship with her mother. And now he was the one gently guiding her to the altar where Ava and Ajani waited to take her to the ultimate conclusion. She was still smiling to herself when they reached the front of the chapel, and turning to face her Kemar gently lifted the veil and tossed it back over her head, fully revealing her beautiful face to those in attendance for the first time. Ava looked down at her from the dias with pure joy and pride, subconsciously taking her right hand and running it down the inside of her right leg. Ashley followed it, noticing for the first time the bulge running nearly down to Ava's knee, clearly outlined in her tight slacks. It was the biggest dildo Ashley had ever seen in her life.
"Please be seated," Ajani's clear voice rang out as Ashley tried to process the sheer size of the cock Ava had stuffed down her leg. "We are gathered here today to witness the marriage of two who are very dear to all of us here, Ava and Ashley. Who gives away this woman to be married?"
"I do," Kemar answered, "on behalf of every man her who Ashley has called Daddy."
A chuckle passed through the men in attendance as Kemar and Ashley turned to face one another. She embraced him suddenly, grateful after never really knowing her father to have him and so many other men willing to be her daddies, and he hugged her back, letting his hands rest respectfully on her ass, but only giving it a light affectionate squeeze instead of his usual groping. Then he gave her his hand again and helped her step up into the dais, where she had the strange feeling of looking slightly down at her mother for the first time, as her heels were a few inches taller.
"Wonderful. I must say that I'm as surprised as many of you to see our little Ashley wearing a white dress for her wedding when she's the village bicycle of our resort," Ajani said with a wink, "but she couldn't look more lovely in it, and I couldn't be more proud that she's found her place by Ava's side and for the role I, and everyone else at the Pink Lotus, took in helping her to get here. But none of you came here to hear me speak, you came to see a wedding! Ava has written special vows for you both, and will lead with her vows first."
Ava took Ashley's hands in her own, looked deeply into her eyes, and said in a loud, clear voice, "I Ava, take you Ashley, to be my wife, my servant, my lover for all the days of my life. I will lead you from this day forward, for better or worse, richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, for as long as we both shall live. I will always seek my own pleasure first so that you may experience the joy of seeing me fulfilled, and I will always seek to help you find your pleasure in serving me. I will take my place above you, forever grateful that you gave chosen to submit yourself to me."
Ashley was floored by Ava's vows hearing them for the first time. They were so loving and sweet, but also made clear that theirs was not a relationship between equals. But that was the truth of the relationship they'd built over the past year, and it was the relationship that Ashley truly desired in her heart. She knew that she could never satisfy Ava's needs on her own, and she knew that her mother was naturally her superior and that she was happiest when at her feet. It wasn't traditional, but for them it was right.
"And now for Ashley's vows," Ajani called out as he handed her a small note card containing the words she'd never read before by which she was about the pledge herself to her Mistress forever.
Ashley took the card, thought for a moment, then knelt to the ground, using Ava's hands as support as she navigated kneeling in her dress and heels with the plug persistently reminding her of it's presence with her every move. It felt wrong to be taller than Ava as she began her vows with quiet intensity and passion.
"I Ashley, take you Ava to be my husband, my master, my lover for all the days of my life. I will serve you from this day forward, for better or worse, richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, for as long as we both shall live. I will never come between you and the pleasure you so richly deserve, but will happily sacrifice my pleasure for yours so that in all things you will come before me. I will take my place at your feet forever grateful for my role beneath you."
From Ava's beaming smile as she looked down at Ashley, she knew that her decision to kneel had been right, and she continued on her knees, staring lovingly back up to Ava while vaguely aware of the massive dildo outlined in her pants just inches away in her peripheral vision.
"Now that you have exchanged your vows, you will exchange rings as enduring proof of your devotion," Ajani said as he waved to Leandro to hand him the rings. He held up the first, a small wide band of intricate designs make of a polished silvery metal. "This is Ashley's ring for Ava. The steel symbolizes the strength with which Ava will lead them, and it's place on her foot instead of her hand represents her proper place over Ashley and leaves her hand free so that no lover she desires will hesitate at the thought of another laying claim to her."
Ajani handed the ring down to Ashley as Ava slipped off her left heel and extended her foot. Ashley took it reverently in her hand and carefully slid the ring onto Ava's fourth toe, then seized by the moment she leaned forward to kiss it, drawing cheers and applause from the whole chapel.
Ava helped Ashley up to her feet as Ajani held forth the second ring, this one much larger and with diamonds embedded all around the band.
"Ava's ring for Ashley is beautiful, just as she is, symbolizing her role to make Ava's life more beautiful with her presence. It will go around her most private parts, to represent Ava's proper control over all of Ashley's pleasure and to serve as a basering should Ava ever decide again to lock away what is hers by right."
Ashley's eyes flared wide as she processed what Ajani was saying, but she was powerless to resist as Ava took the ring in one hand and swept aside the front of Ashley's dress with the other, revealing her stiff dicklette and little dangling sack to the entire chapel. A few shocked gasps came from the VIPs who were unaware of Ashley's nature, but they watched anyway as Ava carefully slid first one, then the other of Ashley's balls through the ring, then slid it up her sack as far as she could. The touch of Ava's hands on her most sensitive parts after nearly a full day of abstinence and plugging brought Ashley rapidly to the edge once more, but Ava looked her in the eyes and shook her head, forcefully bending her penis and making her erection subside without satisfaction. Then Ava worked the head of Ashley's temporarily softened penis through the ring, pulling the rest quickly after it until the ring rested snugly against her pelvis. As Ava replaced the front panel of Ashley's dress to a loud cheer, she could already feel herself stiffening again as the ring encouraged her blood flow to stay.
"With the exchanging of vows and of rings, it is my pleasure by the power vested in me as a spiritual leader of the Pink Lotus Resort to pronounce you husband and wife, you may now kiss your bride."
Ashley wasn't sure how that would work with her being uncharacteristically taller than Ava, but Ava lunged hungrily for her and spun Ashley in her arms, dipping her low over her right leg and kissing her passionately. For a moment Ashley panicked at the sudden movement, but then she surrendered into Ava's arms, kissing her back and wrapping both arms around her neck as she kissed the woman that was now her husband, the wonderful mother who had made her son into her bride.
The gathered attendees dispersed to the reception while Ava and Ashley signed the marriage license that made everything official. Their names had already been filled in for them, Ava's on the line that read "Husband" and Ashley's on the line that read "Wife". Ashley was concerned that it might cause issues when filling the license, but Ajani assured her that all the bureaucrats would care about was there being a man and a woman on the paper, and obviously that was the order their names should go in. So Ashley signed, then took the hand of the woman that was now her legal husband and let herself be led to their reception.
The happy couple entered the reception to wild applause, kicking off a wonderful evening of celebration. The open air dining area was set up for a feast, with all the guests and staff participating. While many of the guests looked oddly at the strange attire of the newlyweds, they were too enthralled with one another to care. They shared a romantic first dance, twirling around the open space in the center of the room in wide steps, then pulling one another close. Ashley could feel the bulge in Ava's pants against her leg, and for the first time she was glad for the massive plug stretching out her sore ass as she imagined what it was going to be like taking her husband's huge cock on their wedding night. After their first dance others cut in, wanting their turn with the guests of honor. A mix of men and women took their turns dancing with Ava, but only men danced with Ashley, knowing how jealously Ava kept her from other women. Ashley bore it all with grace, smiling and thanking her dance partners for coming even as they ogled her chest and took liberties with her ass while they danced, but in truth as lovely as the reception was, she was ready to be alone with with woman she loved. They ate what they could between dances and thank yous to the countless well-wishers, fed each other first bites of their wedding cake, toasted with champagne over and again, and finally were able to walk down the gauntlet to the Honeymoon Suite where their adventure had all begun. Ava hadn't been able to book it for a whole month like last time, but it was theirs for the night to celebrate. The pair walked down the familiar sandy path through the jungle trees holding hands as Ashley rested her head on Ava's shoulder, unable to believe how far they'd come. Together.
The married couple stepped into the room and stood in silence for a moment, remembering when they'd last been here. Then Ashley giggled. Then they both giggled. Then they laughed and laughed together for a moment until Ava pulled Ashley in close and kissed her again. With nobody watching, finally alone at last, any shred of reservations they'd held were gone as they each tried to devour the other with their hungry kisses, mouths open and lips dancing against one another, while their hands greedily explored one another's bodies. It had been wrong for them to be together for so long, at least in the eyes of most of society, but now they were husband and wife, and there were none who could deny that they should lust for each other and sate that burning desire with each other's bodies.
Ashley dropped to her knees and started unbuckling Ava's belt and unzipping her pants while Ava pulled off her jacket and threw it to the side. Ashley frantically fished out the massive dildo strapped onto Ava that she had somehow managed to force down her pants, the black rubber springing up to meet her face as she finally managed to free it. It was easily the size of her forearm, twelve inches long and three inches across at the widest point of the flared head. Ashley tried to force it into her mouth, but couldn't even come close, and was forced instead to worshipfully lick her tongue up and down the length of it while using her free hand to finger Ava's pussy in the way she knew her mother, no, her husband liked when she gave a blowjob. Ava moaned in pleasure as she looked down at the perfect bride she'd created, eagerly sucking her off while kneeling at her feet. After trying and failing once more to fit the saliva slicked head into her mouth, Ashley sat back on her heels, looking up at Ava and idly stroking her hands up and down her rubber cock as she asked the question that was burning in her mind.
"Ava, why did you wear such a big strapon tonight?"
"Because I have big dick energy," Ava said with a laugh, defusing the tension before adopting a more serious tone. "It's actually kind of silly, but I just wanted our wedding night to be something special. I know how many big black cocks you've taken sweetie, I've had most of the same ones myself, but I just thought that if tonight was with the biggest dick you'd ever taken then... it would be virginal ground, even if your sweet little ass is anything but. That's why I got you that big plug for today, I wanted to make sure that you were ready to take my big cock for our wedding night."
Ashley got tears in her eyes as Ava explained, and before she'd even finished speaking Ashley was leaning forwards again, attacking the massive black dildo that was the symbol of her husband's sweet love for her with new dedication. Finally Ava pushed Ashley's head back and helped her to her feet, quietly telling her that it was time. Ava had discarded her vest now, and was wearing nothing but her strapon harness and her black heels as she pulled Ashley in close and began to make out with her again, sliding her hands around her bride's hips, through the dual slits in her dress, to grab her by the ass. While they kissed Ava took hold of the heart-shaped base of Ashley's plug, not trying to pull it out at first, instead lightly twisting it and pressing it in, working it against Ashley's sensitive insides instead of immediately trying to pull it out. Ashley groaned in need as Ava continued to reach around and ever so slowly work the plug inside her around, taking her time as she coaxed her bride's body to relax and open for her. She wanted Ava to move more quickly, having gone from fear of her giant strapon to intense desire for it now that she knew what it represented. Ashley pressed herself into Ava harder desperately craning her neck to kiss her as their busts pressed together and held them apart. She could feel her ass opening and loosening as the plug worked the lube trapped inside of her around, and she began to press it out, forcing the wide egg through herself with only the slightest help from Ava guiding it out. Ava dropped the heavy piece of metal to the floor, kissed her bride one final time, then turned her around and bent her over the bed they'd first made love in, lifting her dress to reveal her gaping ass begging to be filled.
Even as horny and wet as Ashley was it took some effort to get the head of Ava's strapon into her, but separated by so great a distance by the dick between them Ashley begged her to hurry up and force it in, moaning wantonly as the head finally popped into her ass and Ava thrust the first few inches of the shaft into her before backing out for another thrust. Ava had only made it through half a dozen slow thrusts, working herself halfway in with a full six inches of thick rubber waiting to be inserted when they were interrupted by a knock at the door.
"Come in," Ava called cheerfully, shocking Ashley even further. Who would interrupt their wedding night, and why would Ava invite them in now, of all times. Ajani stepped into the room, still wearing his suit from officiating their wedding.
"Hey girls, I hope I'm not late," he said as he began removing his jacket.
"Not at all," Ava answered as she finished another thrust, pushing another inch into Ashley. "We were just getting started here, come over."



Ajani started unbuttoning his shirt as he approached, then rested one hand on Ashley's ass as he leaned in to kiss Ava while she continued fucking her confused bride. Ashley felt herself tightening up. She loved Ajani, he was kind and strong, and one of her favorite men both to fuck and to watch fuck Ava due to his natural grace. But this was her wedding night, the moment for her to give herself over fully to her husband. Why was he here? And why didn't Ava kick him out? Instead she kept kissing him as he kept one hand on Ashley's ass and explored Ava's body with the other.
"Is something wrong sweetie?" Ava asked as she pulled her lips away from Ajani's for a moment. "Your ass is tightening up on my cock, don't you want to take it all for me?"
"Yes! I do," Ashley replied, trying and failing to find the zen state she'd been in before, "It's just... does he have to be here?"
"Ashley!!!" Ava scolded, "I'm disappointed in you! Ajani was the first man to give you his cock, he married us for goodness sake, why shouldn't he be here?"
"I just thought," Ashley grunted as Ava started fucking her more forcefully, "that it would just be the two of us, just for our wedding night."
"Just the two of us? You selfish little girl, you'd take your pleasure from my cock and deny me having a little fun of my own? It's my wedding night too Ashley, and I deserve to get fucked as well, you swore that you'd never stop me. You know what? You're not allowed to cum until after I do, so you'd best start apologizing to Ajani and begging him to make me cum."
Ava kept pounding Ashley, and she was feel enough in now that the last few inches were just a matter of time, whether Ashley loosened up or not. Turning her head back to the side Ashley could see that the two of them were continuing to make out, and that Ava had pulled Ajani's cock out of his pants and was stroking him right over her ass. She'd wanted so badly for tonight to be just her and Ava, but she was also so pent up from the day and needed to cum badly. There was only so much of Ava's pounding she could take before nature took it's course and she spurted, permission or no. There was only one way forward.
"Ajani, please fuck Ava," Ashley said quietly.
"What was that sweetie," Ava answered between kisses, "I'm afraid we didn't hear you."
"Ajani, please fuck Ava!" Ashley yelled.
"That's better, but after your earlier rudeness I think you'll really need to beg him," Ava said as she delivered a particularly vicious series of thrusts.
"Ajani please, dear god, fuck Ava and make her cum," Ashley cried out desperately. "I need you to give her your big black cock and make her cum because I can't. I can't. Please, just fuck her."
"Well, I suppose I could use a good pounding," Ava said wryly. "Ajani, would you be a dear and help Ashley out by fucking me with that beautiful dick of yours?"
"It would be my pleasure," he said with a grin as he gave Ashley's ass a slap and walked around behind Ava.
Ashley could feel Ajani penetrate Ava, not directly, but from the transmission of his thrust through her and into Ashley's ass. Ava was clearly hot, wet, and ready, because within a few strokes Ajani was laying deep strokes down in her pussy as he bent her over Ashley's back. His perfectly rhythmic thrusts added to Ashley's enjoyment of Ava's ongoing pounding, as they synced their motions to drive the strapon deeper within. Ashley was finally able to let go and loosen again, accepting that even on her wedding night she had no right to stand between Ava and her lovers, and beyond that she was grateful to him for giving her what she couldn't. With a shuddering thud Ashley finally felt Ava's hips and thighs press into her backside as Ajani drove into her from behind, driving her mammoth strapon home. The three paused there for a moment, feeling the completeness as Ava was sandwiched between her lover and her bride, then Ajani started to pump in and out once more. Ava remained fully inserted into Ashley, but her strapon was still pressing against all her most sensitive spots, and with each of Ajani's thrusts Ashley felt the force transmit deep inside of her. She had to cum. She could feel it building inside her, and knew she couldn't hold out much longer. Then mercifully she heard Ava's breaths growing sharper and could feel the same need building inside her as Ava's nails dug into her back and ass, gripping her for dear life as Ajani's cock took her to a place of transcendence.
"Oh god, that's it," Ava cried out in ecstacy, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, cum with me Ashley!"
And in that perfect moment all three came together, Ajani's powerful seed filling Ava as Ashley's juices squirted and dribbled down her legs. Ashley luxuriated in the sweetness of it all, knowing that Ava was satisfied and that she'd finally managed to reach climax as well, feeling the huge invader she'd managed to take deep within her, resting there with heavy weight as it continued to press against her insides. Then there was another knock at the door, and Ava brushed back the hair from her face, turned, and called out "Come on in boys!"
Ashley watched as Kemar and the other groomsmen Leandro, Dejuan, Tafari, and Shavell came stumbling through the door to the honeymoon suite, eager for their turn with Ava. A couple of them tried to make a play for fucking Ashley as a warm-up while they waiting, but Ava insisted that tonight she be the only one to fuck her little girl. She did, however, concede to allow Ashley to fluff for her, sucking and stroking their cocks to keep them hard while they awaited they turn. It should have been humiliating, but instead it felt right, because just as she was continuing to climax over and again from Ava's strapon, she was also helping keep cocks ready to give Ava orgasms. It was a perfectly balanced circle, and Ashley was proud of her role in it. Plus big black dicks were fun to play with.
Hours later the men had all left after running a train on Ava, and it was just the newlyweds, alone at last, cuddling together in bed. Ashley had stripped out of her bridal lingerie "wedding dress", and Ava had finally shed her mammoth strapon after what felt like hours of pegging her bride. Nothing separated the two now, as they faced one another laying on their sides, skin on skin, whispering sweet nothings to one another. Ava gently caressed Ashley's still-gaping ass, telling her how proud she was of her for taking her big cock, helping soothe away the residual pain. Ashley nuzzled her face into the space between Ava's head and her chest, thanking her for a night beyond her wildest dreams. It hadn't been the wedding night she'd imagined, but it had been the perfect microcosm of their relationship. After all the men that Ava chose as lovers had fucked her and gone, Ashley was the one held tightly in her arms, a treasure beyond measure.
Ashley was just starting to drift off to sleep when she felt an unfamiliar sensation. Ava had moved her hand that had been caressing her ass around to the front, pinching Ashley's dicklette between her fingers and stroking it. Spent as she was from having orgasm after orgasm fucked out of her by Ava's strapon, the new wedding band around her cock and balls helped her to quickly get hard and stay hard. Within a few minutes she was painfully hard, the ring digging into her tender flesh. But her focus wasn't on that, it was on what Ava was doing with the tip of her hard little cock. She was rubbing it against her clit, and trying to pull it further, squeezing herself closer to Ashley to make it reach where she wanted it to go.
"Mom... what are you doing?" Ashley asked hesitantly.
"What we should have done ages ago," Ava answered, her voice dripping with need.
"But you must be so sore from all those men," Ashley protested, "you don't have to..."
Ava silenced her with a kiss, then pulled back and whispered, "I want to. I want to be with you, fully, to connect as one my love. Besides, you're small enough that it won't hurt, even after the night I've had."
Ashley moaned as she started to play with her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples as Ava rubbed her head against her still-wet pussy, lubed by six men's worth of cum that Ava had been too tired to have Ashley clean out. Her breath started to come faster as the excitement took hold of her, then Ava stopped, putting her hands on Ashley's hips and lifting her up and over as she rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide.
"Now fuck me, as hard as you can sweetie. But no cumming until Mommy gives you permission."
Ashley still had flashbacks to the one and only time she'd tried to fuck Ava's pussy. It had been after their makeup date when she finally committed to being a girl and the last piece of her relationship with her dominant, amazing mother had fallen into place. She'd tried to fuck her doggy style, but her dicklette hadn't even made it to Ava's pussy, and she'd cum between Ava's cheeks. Since then she'd never even gotten the nerve to try again and Ava had never offered, contenting themselves with oral for Ava and pegging for Ashley. But now Ava was practically begging her for it, pulling her in. She wrapped her legs around Ashley's back and put a hand behind her neck, pulling her in to kiss as she used her legs to force Ashley inwards. Then in one glorious moment Ashley felt herself slide in to the wet folds of the woman she'd dedicated her life to.
Ava wrapped her arms around Ashley just as she had her legs, using them to pull her in a close as she could before releasing slightly to let her pull back for another short thrust. It was intimate and close, as they alternated between kissing one another's lips and nuzzling, kissing, and biting paths along each other's necks. With every thrust Ashley's heavy hanging breasts swung over Ava's flattened pair, their erect nipples brushing against each other. In spite of Ava's best efforts, Ashley was only able to get about half of her three inches into her, so while missionary position was sweet and intimate, the actual penetration was lacking. Even that was a challenge for Ashley though, as fucking a woman for the first time had her nearly ready to spurt already.
With Ashley's rhythm set Ava slid one hand down from behind her and worked the arm down between them, energetically working her clit in tight hard circles to add stimulation for herself. But after several minutes it became clear that it wasn't working for her. "This is wrong," she growled, "I need to be the one on top."
Without waiting for a reply Ava sat up, popping Ashley's cock out of it's shallow home. Ava popped up to her knees as Ashley reflexively wrapped her legs around her, letting herself be lifted and carried as Ava pivoted and gently laid Ashley down on her back. With their positions reversed, Ava straddled Ashley, lining her raised, dripping pussy up with her bride's sweet little cock, then dropped herself down in one fluid motion, taking all of it within her. Pressing her hips down as hard as she could manage, Ava ground and slid front to back, trying to get as much motion as she could without letting Ashley slip out. To make sure her daughter remained right where she needed her, Ava pressed her hands firmly down on Ashley's breasts, pinning her to the bed. Ashley responded by moving her own hands, the only part of her body remaining under her control, gripping Ava's hips and holding on for dear life as she rode her with rolling hips in cowgirl position. As Ava ground into her pelvis, Ashley became aware of the growing puddle of wetness building atop her, until Ava took one hand back while still using the other to pin Ashley down by her breast and scooped her fingers through the gooey puddle. Then she brought her cupped have to Ashley's face, pouring the blended cum of her earlier lovers into her mouth before giving her her fingers to lick. Twice more Ava repeated the process, as all the cum inside her worked it's way out in her frantic grinding. She desperately wanted to climax, to consummate their marriage with the deepest of connections, but even with the soft sensations of Ashley's dicklette fully inside her, something still didn't feel right.
Ashley fought off a near ruined orgasm as Ava lifted herself off without warning. After riding the edge for so long the sudden loss of the all-encompassing sensation of Ava's wild grinding almost pushed her over the edge, but she just managed to hold back as Ava dismounted and lifted Ashley's legs, spreading them wide as if she was going to penetrate her, even though Ava's strapon still lay discarded to the side of their bed. But then Ava used her hand to bend Ashley's twitching cock forwards, carefully lining it up as she mounted her in Amazon position. Ashley's legs were held up and out in Ava's iron grip, forcing her back to curl and driving her shoulders into the bed, as Ava forced her into the position that gave her the best possible angle to fuck her cock. There was now no question in who was the dominant partner as they had sex, with Ava driving Ashley deeper into the bed with each thrust of her hips, as if willing with sheer animal intensity for her daughter's cock to fuck her more deeply. But over and over again Ashley's stiff little clitty popped out, driving Ava mad with frustration.
But then she realized. She'd been trying to fuck Ashley as if she had a cock, when in truth what she had was a bigger than normal clitty. Her daughter was a woman, a lesbian, and they'd been going about this all wrong.
Ava stopped thrusting and sat on the bed right in front of Ashley, allowing one of her bride's legs down, then threading her own leg over it, while on the other side she kept her leg beneath and let Ashley's leg come down until it rested on top. Then looking deep into each other's eyes, the two women moved together until Ashley's clitty plunged one final time into Ava's pussy. It took the two lovers a few experimental motions to find their rhythm, then anchoring themselves by holding onto each other's knees and ankles, they began to rub against each other as they scissored. Slow initial motions as they got used to the position blossomed into more rapid ones, which then exploded into frantically fucking one another, grinding as hard as they could and rubbing as fast as they could. Ashley's small sack was trapped between them, and there was plenty of room in Ava's pussy with just Ashley's clitty inside, so soon her balls were inside as well, adding to the staggering sensations for both. Ashley was delirious with pleasure, knowing she couldn't cum and ruin this moment, but the most excited she'd ever been to finally be fucking Ava in a way that felt so right. She felt Ava's nails dig into her legs as she drew close, trying to ignore the pressure in her balls just begging to be released as they joined her clitty in fucking her mother's perfect pussy. Then finally, she heard Ava cry out, "Oh god Ashley, that's it, you're doing it, you're going to make me... cum in me, NOW!"
Fireworks erupted. The world shifted on it's axis. Time came screeching to a halt. As in that perfect moment Ashley released all that she was into Ava, and Ava finally scaled the greatest heights of pleasure, not with a giant black cock that drove her body wild, but with her precious little girl that she had made her bride. Aftershocks rumbled. Flashes of lightning continued as thunder rumbled. But gradually the pair came down together from the heights of ecstacy, to exhausted to do anything but hold on to one another.
And so in a sacred moment to profound for words, Ava and Ashley embraced, their bodies covered in a sheen of sweat as they buried their heads into each other's shoulders, taking deep shuddering breaths together. They were connected as one, mother and daughter, husband and wife, fellow sisters of big black cock, and above all else lovers completely satisfied in each other's arms. It had been a long, wild journey from their first stay in the Pink Lotus Resort Honeymoon Suite a year prior, but now as they nestled into each other's arms and entered from the land of waking to sleeping dreams, Ava and Ashley's true honeymoon began at last.
~~~~~ Author's Postscript ~~~~~
Thank you for journeying with me through over 85,000 words of Ava and Ashley's evolving relationship and all the depraved sex and even more depraved emotional intimacy along the way.
This story was in some ways closely related to other series I've written in which a loving mother navigates her unique relationship with her sissy daughter and her black lovers (Sissy for Mommy's Nipple Cream) or a twist of fate puts a mother and emerging sissy are thrust into an odd situation leading to a new relationship (Rooming with my Slutty Mom), but it was also an experiment in something new with a much longer form of storytelling with a very slow burn as the central relationship was given space to evolve naturally. The main characters didn't even have traditional sex until the final scene!
Thank you for your favorites and comments along the way, they really inspire me to keep writing. Now that the series is done, I'd love to hear any overall comments you have on what worked well and what didn't. Also, as I mentioned in the first chapter, I'd love to hear any ideas you have for stories you'd like to see written. As you should know by now, I enjoy taboo themes (especially on the mother/son axis), femdom (especially of the loving variety, I end up burning out on hard femdom, see my Daphne's Bitch series), feminization (usually gradual and natural, not magical), and cuckolding (especially Blacked style). An idea doesn't have to hit all of those themes, but something in that general space is most likely to catch my interest.



        