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Naughty Excerpt from “Preacher's Wife Lezzie Submission”

“Oh, yes,” I whimpered, my cunt clenching. “Ugh, we have two hours to drive back to our town, and I'm not sure we'll have the time to use them when we get back without being interrupted.”

The girl flicked her eyes around. “This place is dead until the evening. If you want...”

My cunt clenched. “Here?”

“If you don't mind me watching.” She licked her lips. “I could use a nice lezzie show.”

I glanced at Mrs. Beringer. The mix of fear and lust on her face set my cunt on fire. “Slave, strip naked!”

“Here?” she gasped as she handed five bills, all hundreds, to the girl.

“Yes, here!” I said. “Or I'll pull down that paddle and spank your ass red after ripping your dress off! Now!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!” my MILF-slave moaned.

That was so hot to hear. My pussy clenched as Mrs. Beringer reached behind her and unzipped her sundress. The cashier set down the change and then watched with hungry eyes as my lezzie slave shrugged out of her dress. A lilac bra cradled her large breasts. They had such a naughty jiggle to them, swaying back and forth as she shoved down her dress off her hips.

And then I grinned at the sight of a black bush dripping with cream. I shuddered. She hadn't worn panties, either. Her dress fell to the ground. She covered her pussy, blushing as the salesgirl just licked her lips and purred her delight.

“Don't cover up,” I said. “Let...”

“Jenna,” the girl said.

“Let Jenna see that bush,” I said. “She's letting us fuck in her store. She gets to watch.”

“Yes, Mistress,” groaned the mortified preacher's wife. She had such crimson cheeks as she pulled her hands away from her bush.

“Now the bra.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Preacher's Wife Lezzie Submission

Dear diary,

I'm doing it. Oh, yes, yes, I'm doing it. I'm going to a sex shop! Yes, that's right. A den of sin and vice and wonderful corruption. I'm going to buy sex toys! Dildos and vibrators and... and... other toys. I don't know what they're all called, but I'm doing it. I'm going.

With Mrs. Beringer!!

That's right! The preacher's wife. She's going to buy me sex toys and I'm going to use them on her. Ooh, she's my lezzie slut now. My submissive. I love writing that. It makes me so wet.

I have a confession to make. I'm not wearing any panties beneath my skirt. Nope. I'm all wet and tingly down there. I'm just so excited for this. Mrs. Beringer will be here any

Sorry for abruptly stopping. I thought I heard a car. I ran to the window all excited, but it wasn't her. It was just the neighbor. But if she doesn't get here soon, I'm going to be very cross with her. She won't like that one bit.

Wait. There's a car. That's in our driveway. We'll talk later.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

*   *   *

The doorbell rang as I raced down the stairs. My skirt swirled. I could feel how excited I was between my thighs. Just so juicy for this. My blonde hair flew behind me. It was so naughty not wearing panties. Especially with my shaved pussy. I had gotten myself all smooth and bare for this moment.

I still couldn't believe that I had turned the preacher's wife into my lesbian submissive yesterday. Catching her masturbating to lesbian porn had finally sent me over the edge. I thought I was the only girl with these thoughts in our small, very Christian town. I had tried to control my lust for women. Especially the older women in my life.

The MILFs.

Mrs. Beringer was one, but there was my step-mother who even now was heading to the door to open it, and my college teacher Ms. Keighley. My old Sunday school teacher, Mrs. Fredrickson danced through my mind. My boss at Morning Jolt, Mrs. Chavarría was a Latina beauty. My doctor, Mrs. Karim, possessed a dusky, sultry beauty. She was Muslim which made her even hotter for some reason. Even my neighbor, Mrs. May, danced through my mind.

“Natalie,” my step-mom warmly greeted the preacher's wife. “Sarah mentioned that you and her were doing something today.”

“Y-yes,” Mrs. Beringer said as I reached the bottom of the stairs. I could see her standing in the doorway, her head peeking over my step-mother's shoulder. “We're, uh, going to Braham to drop off some supplies at a soup kitchen.

Braham was the nearest town of any size. It was two counties over, a couple of hours drive through the soybeans and cornfields. It was far enough away that no one should spot us and also big enough to have a sex shop. There wasn't any place in our town that had anything like that. Or even in our county. Not that many people lived in our county. There were a handful of small towns and the rest was farmland.

“Yes, we are,” I said, my step-mom turning to me. She had brassy-brown hair that danced around her shoulders. She wore a pair of jeans and an old t-shirt.

A smile spread on her lips. “I'm glad to see you're using your holiday break wisely.”

I nodded. I was nineteen and attending the local Christian college in our small town. It was the only reason that there was any population. But it was a smalls school, three hundred students, and ultra-conservative.

“Yep,” I said. “I want to do some good before going back to classes tomorrow.” I shivered, eager for Sunday services in a few days. I had plans. Wicked, naughty, kinky plans. “Well, Mrs. Beringer, shall we?”

“Y-yes, Mis... Sarah,” she said, almost slipping up. That was good.

“Have fun,” my step-mom said.

“I will,” I said and hugged her, loving the feel of her big boobs through her shirt. I would love to seduce her gay. And if Mrs. Beringer could fall into lesbian temptation, then anyone could. I would make it my mission to woo them all. I wasn't afraid of being gay any longer.

I embraced it.

I broke from the hug and stepped outside, wanting to kiss Mrs. Beringer right here. She was gorgeous, her big breasts stretching out the sundress she wore. It was sleeveless but with just a tiny scoop to her neckline and a skirt that fell past her knees. Just like my dress, though mine had short sleeves and a bit more of a neckline.

Still, she looked sexy in it, her black hair spilling about her lush and mature face. Her lips a soft shade of pink, her brown eyes enhanced by her eyeliner and shadow. She looked so hot. I could just eat her up.

“Bye,” I said and headed down the path. The front door closed. I grabbed Mrs. Beringer's ass and squeezed. “Give me a kiss, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned. The preacher's wife licked her lips, her brown eyes going glassy. She turned her head and planted a kiss with passion right here in the open.

My pussy clenched. My mouth melted against hers. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, making this kiss as sloppy as I could manage. My cunt clenched. A wave of heat washed through me. I groaned at how naughty this was. I grabbed her ass with both hands as we turned to face each other. I felt her breasts rubbing against mine through our clothes, my little titties aching. I had no bra on, either. My A-cup titties didn't need them.

It was wonderful. Magical. We could get caught. I didn't want that. I liked her being the preacher's wife, so I couldn't break up her marriage. That made her being my secret lezzie slave all the hotter. The first MILF in the harem I wanted to create.

I broke the kiss, a line of spittle connecting our lips. She sucked in gasping breaths, her cheeks flushed. She swallowed. A door slamming shut on the street caused her to yelp and jump back. She glanced down the street to where Mrs. May was carrying a trash bag out to the trashcan.

I smiled at her and waved. She waved back, wearing a tank top that molded to those big boobies I wanted to play with. Mrs. Beringer waved, too. They knew each other even if Mrs. May didn't go to our church. Our town had almost as many churches as people. That was how Christian it was.

“One day, you two are going to sixty-nine,” I told Mrs. Beringer as we headed to her car she'd parked in the driveway.

“What?” she gasped, staring at me in shock. “Ursula is gay?”

“No idea,” I said. “But you didn't think you were gay until you had your gorgeous mouth planted on my cunt and licked it all up.”

The preacher's wife blushed and shifted. “True, Mistress Sarah.”

I shuddered, loving being called that. It was such a rush.

Mrs. Beringer opened the car door for me. I slipped into the passenger seat, my pussy on fire. I grinned and hiked up my skirt, squirming around until it bunched over my waist. I spread my thighs and idly rubbed at my shaved flesh.

The preacher's wife froze halfway into climbing into the car. She stared at me rubbing myself. Then she groaned and settled the rest of the way in. Her purse sat on the center console. She watched me rubbing up and down my slit as she struggled to get her keys out.

“I can't believe we're doing this, Mistress,” she groaned after finally wrenching her eyes away from my twat and starting the car.

“We need toys to play with,” I said, my pussy so wet and juicy. “We have to be proper lesbians.”

“I don't know how I'm going to explain spending this money to my husband,” she said.

“Does he have to know?” I asked. “Does he do the household finances or do you?”

She shifted. “Me.”

“Then don't tell him.” I grinned. “He'll never know.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I loved being called that.

I slid my fingers into my pussy and just let them soak in my juices as we drove through our town. We passed people who recognized the preacher's wife and waved. She waved back. I groaned, fingering my twat. Mrs. Beringer squirmed, her breasts rising and falling in her blouse. We passed through the small “downtown,” the city block where the hardware store, grocery store, and drug store were all located along with the post office and a few other odds and end. Then we were driving past our church.

Her husband's car was in the parking lot. He was there, available for any member of his flock to visit him. He had no idea his wife was driving off to Braham to buy sex toys and get fucked by a naughty girl.

I own your wife, I thought, fingering my twat as we passed the church. I was such a wicked thing.

We soon got on the highway. It was a two-lane road that drove straight for miles and miles, passing cornfields. I didn't want to cum in the car, so I pulled my digits out of my twat. I held them up to her lips. She sucked on them, nursing with hunger as she drove with both hands on the steering wheel. My tangy musk filled the car. I breathed it in.

When I pulled my fingers out of her mouth, she purred, “Thank you, Mistress Sarah.”

“You're welcome, slut.”

Not much happened on the drive to Braham. It was boring. Christian music crooned through the car. Talking about loving god and being faithful and avoiding sin. We were heading straight for it. We passed through small farming towns, little blips with a few houses, a church, and a small all-purpose store. Some even had a single-pump gas station. Then we were driving through the fields again, passing grain silos and rows of soybeans or stalks of corn. We hit a real highway an hour in and drove on the freeway the rest of the way into Braham.

My excitement mounted as we pulled off the highway. A Walmart greeted us along with a hotel and then, there it was, the strip mall that held the nearest sex shop. Black Kitty Bookstore. A shiver ran through me. It was next to a tattoo parlor, which had a liquor store on its other side. There was no liquor in our town. We lived in a dry county.

A naughty thrill ran through me. Black Kitty Bookstore was at the end of the parking lot. The windows were all painted a bright pink with a black cat perched in a sitting position. The pussy looked so naughty like she was up to no good.

“I can't believe we're doing this,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. “We could have just ordered sex toys off the internet.”

“And wait for them to be delivered?” I asked. “Use credit cards? You brought cash, right?”

“$500,” she said, glancing at her purse. “Just like you ordered, Mistress Sarah.”

“Perfect,” I said and slipped out of the car. My pussy dripped juices down my thighs. I was so eager for this. And so scared. My palms grew sweaty and my stomach churned. I stared at the door. It had an open sign on the outside, showing the hours. From noon to midnight every day but Sunday. Then it was closed.

I smoothed my skirt, feeling dressed so wrong. Too conservative to go in there. I should be in skinny jeans and a crop top, looking all sexy and naughty, a girl who casually went into sex shops to buy dildos and lesbian porn.

Mrs. Beringer looked even more out of place with her purse slung over her shoulder. She had that “mom” vibe. That conservative woman who should never be going to a place like this. I bit my lip then grabbed her hand.

“Come on, slave, let's go,” I said and boldly marched to the door before I lost my nerve. I grabbed it and pulled it open.

I shuddered as I passed into the store. The bright sunlight replaced by artificial fluorescents. It was still bright but had a seedy feel to it. Enhanced by the display of porno mags right before us with the models' naughty bits covered by orange or green dots. “Teeny Bangers,” “Creampie Delight,” and “Cock-Guzzling Teens” leaped out at us along with “MILF Does the Frat” and “Banging Mrs. MILF.” I shuddered at the titles.

“Oh, my, Mistress,” the preacher's wife gasped, looking around.

The store held the spicy scent of sandalwood incense. It was a rectangular store, stretching back far. There were shelves to the right that held DVDs. Just so many of them. For sale or rent. A bored girl slouched behind a counter staring at her phone. Her eyes flicked up, her eyebrow decorated in piercings, her lipstick black. She then glanced back down.

On the right side, past another rack of magazines, was a wall covered in toys. My eyes widened at how many of them there were. They were in boxes with pictures on the front. I gripped Mrs. Beringer's hand as I drifted to them, my mouth salivated.

So many types of dildos. All sorts of shapes and sizes. It was overwhelming. Mrs. Beringer squeezed my hand as we stared at the lot of them. My cunt clenched, juices running down my thighs at the wave of excitement that washed over them.

“Mistress Sarah,” she croaked. “There's... I... I... I've seen a lot in the videos I'd been watching, but... Where do we even start?”

I nodded. There were fleshy dildos. Rubbery ones. Blues and pinks and purples and greens. Slender ones. Curved ones. Bumpy ones. One had two shafts, a shorter thinner one for fucking the asshole. Double-headed dildo so we could hump against each other. Strap-ons of all shapes. Then there were vibrators. Small clit rockets. Smooth shafts of metal. Knobbly ones. One with little tongues to massage the clit. Conical butt plugs. Anal beads. Ben wa balls. G-spot stimulators.

“Oh, my god,” I gasped at the Penetrator. It was a dildo longer than my arm. “Fricking hell, who uses that?”

“P-please don't buy that, Mistress,” the preacher's wife moaned, gripping my hand tight as we stared at it. “I couldn't take that. No woman could.”

I nodded. “Choose a strap-on for me to fuck you with.”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” she said.

I bit my lip as I stared at the vibrator. There was a type I had heard about. I scanned around and then I saw them. Remote-controlled vibrators. I shuddered and picked up the package. It was expensive, but my pussy clenched. I had to get this. This one was a dark purple. I grabbed a second that was a dark blue.

“Oh, my,” the preacher's wife said. She had scarlet cheeks as she picked up a box. She turned the front towards me; a fleshy dildo strapped to a black harness.

“Mmm, do you want me to fuck you with that?” I asked her.

She glanced at the store clerk who was still fiddling on her phone. Then my slave nodded, her body shuddering. My pussy clenched. I winked at her. I would. I would fuck her hard.

“Now choose a butt plug,” I said.

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed and moved to the ones while I found a double-headed dildo made of crimson rubber. I snagged that one and held it in my hand.

Mrs. Beringer browsed the butt plugs. She kept licking her lips and wiggling her hips. Was she imagining them sliding into her asshole? She picked one up and then swallowed and put it back, muttering, “Too big.”

“But don't get too small,” I told her, looking around.

I shivered and snagged up an egg vibrator. It was cream white and cheap, so I added to the boxes I had tucked under my left arm. Mrs. Beringer grabbed a butt plug and stared at it. Then she added it to her pile. She bit her lip, her eyes roaming around the options.

I drifted over to the paddles. I smiled at the sight of the wooden one. It was something a teacher would have used on a naughty student a hundred years ago. Ideas of spanking my college professor flashed through my mind.

I decided not to, though. These toys were getting expensive. I couldn't believe how much they were. I shifted them around and then glanced at the preacher's wife. She looked at me, her cheeks so flushed. She looked so sexy.

“How much you got there?” I asked her.

“About $175,” she said. “The strap-ons are pricey.”

I sighed. “Okay, let's go pay. I think we're out of money.”

She nodded. My part-time job didn't pay that much, minimum wage minus our tips. We headed to the counter where the pierced-faced girl looked up. A naughty gleam appeared in her eyes as she glanced at us and the collection of toys.

“Mmm, a MILF and a cutie, huh?” she asked as she finished ringing us up. “So, who seduced who.”

“I seduced her,” I said. “She's my preacher's wife. I caught her watching lesbian porn on her phone and masturbating to it.”

“Oh, Lord, Mistress,” breathed Mrs. Beringer, her face blushing bright.

“Hot,” the girl said. “Mmm, and look at these toys.” She held up the egg vibrator. “You have to make your naughty MILF-slave use this on you.”

“Oh, yes,” I whimpered, my cunt clenching. “Ugh, we have two hours to drive back to our town, and I'm not sure we'll have the time to use them when we get back without being interrupted.”

The girl flicked her eyes around. “This place is dead until the evening. If you want...”

My cunt clenched. “Here?”

“If you don't mind me watching.” She licked her lips. “I could use a nice lezzie show.”

I glanced at Mrs. Beringer. The mix of fear and lust on her face set my cunt on fire. “Slave, strip naked!”

“Here?” she gasped as she handed five bills, all hundreds, to the girl.

“Yes, here!” I said. “Or I'll pull down that paddle and spank your ass red after ripping your dress off! Now!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!” my MILF-slave moaned.

That was so hot to hear. My pussy clenched as Mrs. Beringer reached behind her and unzipped her sundress. The cashier set down the change and then watched with hungry eyes as my lezzie slave shrugged out of her dress. A lilac bra cradled her large breasts. They had such a naughty jiggle to them, swaying back and forth as she shoved down her dress off her hips.

And then I grinned at the sight of a black bush dripping with cream. I shuddered. She hadn't worn panties, either. Her dress fell to the ground. She covered her pussy, blushing as the salesgirl just licked her lips and purred her delight.

“Don't cover up,” I said. “Let...”

“Jenna,” the girl said.

“Let Jenna see that bush,” I said. “She's letting us fuck in her store. She gets to watch.”

“Yes, Mistress,” groaned the mortified preacher's wife. She had such crimson cheeks as she pulled her hands away from her bush.

“Now the bra.”

She reached behind her, tits rising and falling. It was so hot to watch. My cunt clenched with wild delight. I licked my lips, so eager to see the MILF getting naked. She unhooked her bra. Then she shrugged the straps off her shoulder. They slipped down her body. She trembled, her breasts swaying back and forth.

God, they were such sexy tits. My cunt clenched with fierce heat. It burned through me. I wanted to fan my face. I could just faint from the excitement of this moment. It was super hot. I bit my lip and fanned my face.

“Oh, my god, you're so sexy,” I said and tore into the packaging for the egg vibrator. I plucked it out, holding it in my hand. It had a vinyl covering. I could feel something hard in it. “You're going to make me cum so hard with this, aren't you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, her big boobs jiggling. She took it from me, her fingers sliding over it.

“God, this is fucking hot,” Jenna groaned. “I'm so glad you two came in. It's so boring having the day shift.”

“Yeah,” I said and grabbed the hem of my sundress and pulled it up my body. In a flash, my petite form was exposed, my small breasts jiggling. Jenna slid her eyes over to me and bit her lower lip, groaning in delight.

I leaned against the counter and spread my legs, my shaved pussy lips so juicy. My virgin twat clenched. This would be so great. I couldn't wait to have Mrs. Beringer pop my cherry. But not here. It had to be at a place more special than a porn shop.

“Get to it,” I said. “But don't break my hymen.”

“You still have a cherry twat?” asked the salesgirl.

I glanced at the double-headed dildo. “I won't be for long.”

She grinned at me. “No, you won't.”

A wave of heat rushed through me. Then I groaned as Mrs. Beringer's head pressed between my thighs. The preacher's wife nuzzled towards my pussy, her hair rubbing on my skin. The silky caress sent a tingle up to my cunt.

Then her lips kissed it.

I groaned at the plump contact of her mouth on my pussy. She fluttered her tongue up and down. She licked at me. I quivered there, loving the feel of her licking and lapping at me. This was amazing. My small breasts quivered. The salesgirl leaned over the counter, watching with hot eyes.

“Ooh, she's licking you,” Jenna moaned.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned as my MILF-slave caressed my cunt lips. She licked over my hot flesh, sending such naughty delights spilling through me. My face scrunched up. I shuddered at the contact. It was delicious. “Oh, she's just doing such naughty things to me.”

I wiggled my hips, my cunt squeezing tight. The delight of having my cunt being licked flowed through me. It was amazing. I bit my lower lip, my face scrunching up. The heat flowed through me. Her tongue licked and lapped at me, so hungry.

She thrust her tongue into my twat. She lapped at me with hunger. It was amazing. I groaned, savoring every moment of it. She slid over my hymen. She brushed my folds. But it wasn't what I wanted.

“The egg vibrator!” I moaned. “Use it.”

She pulled her head away from me and then frowned. She turned it over in her hands, her lips gleaming with my juices. They had spilled over her chin. The tangy scent filled the air. Her large breasts jiggled.

“I don't know how, Mistress Sarah,” she groaned after a moment.

“Squeeze the sides,” Jenna said.

The preacher's wife did. The toy buzzed to life. Mrs. Beringer gasped, then grinned up at me. She pressed it against my pussy lips. I gasped and bucked. My back arched against the corner of the counter, my hair falling off my shoulders.

“Oh, my fucking gosh!” I moaned. “Oh, gosh, that's good. Mrs. Beringer!”

My preacher's wife rubbed that wonderful egg vibrator up and down my pussy folds. She teased my labia. They melted from the buzzing bliss. Delight hummed through me. I groaned, savoring every bit of it. The pleasure rushed through my body. I groaned, my tits rising and falling as I reveled in this delicious bliss. It was incredible. I swallowed, savoring every moment of it. The pleasure swelled in me. I would have such a huge orgasm.

I just knew I would be gushing juices. It would be incredible.

“Oh, that's it, Mrs. Beringer,” I moaned. “Ooh, that's good. Yes, yes, you're going to make me cum.”

“It's making my fingers tingle,” she said, staring up at me, her brown eyes glassy. “Ooh, does this feel good?” She pressed the toy against my clit.

My body bucked. “Yes!” I yelped. “Oh, my gosh, yes!”

“Gosh... You are so cute,” the salesgirl said. “Sarah, you are adorable. How did you get that MILF eating out of your hands?”

“By licking her naughty butthole!” I moaned. “And making her cum.”

“Mmm, hot.”

I nodded, my clit bursting with sparks. The toy felt so good on me. I groaned, my heart pounding. I couldn't believe how amazing this was. I glanced at the door. Anyone could walk in on us. That was so hot. A woman. A guy. They would see this hot MILF going down on my pussy.

What if it was someone from our town? Like Mrs. May or my step-mother. What if they drove out here to buy a new sex toy and found us? It would be so hot. My cunt clenched, my boobs jiggled as I enjoyed every second of this.

“Mrs. Beringer!” I moaned, my cunt clenching. “Ooh, just like that. That's good. That's what I need. Yes, yes, that's amazing. You're going to make me explode.”

She moaned, clearly so eager to do just that. She rubbed the egg vibrator in circles on my clit. My cunt clenched. The heat rushed through my body. I whimpered, biting my lower lip. It was so incredible. The pressure swelled.

Then she slid the vibrator from my clit and leaned in. I shuddered, my bud throbbing as she caressed my pussy lips with the humming toy. Her tongue caressed my clit. She licked and lapped at it as she rubbed the vibrator against my cuntlips. This heady rush swept through me.

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

My orgasm built as she sucked on my clit. She nursed on it while rubbing the vibrator across my hymen. I felt it pressing on me. I closed my eyes, my body shuddering. This amazing bliss built and built in me. I would have such a huge climax. It would be amazing.

Jenna watched, still leaning out. Then she ducked her head in and sucked on my nipple. With me leaning back and Jenna learning forward, she just managed to reach. She nursed only for a moment before she groaned and pulled away. Then she raced around and came at me from the other side. Her breasts bounced in her black belly shirt. She wore a leather miniskirt. She shoved a hand beneath it and leaned over, sucking my nipple back into her mouth.

I groaned as the delight from her nursing shot down to my pussy. It mixed with the wicked pleasure bursting from my clit and rippling from my cuntlips. The vibrator massaged my twat while the preacher's wife sucked on my bud.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, those two sets of lips suckling at my nubs sending me over the edge. “Mrs. Beringer! Jenna!”

I came hard. I bucked and shuddered. My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out. They flooded the vibrator. The MLIF pulled it away and replaced it with her lips. She drank down my cream with hunger. I bucked, Jenna still suckling on my nipples.

“Oh, my gosh, yes!” I moaned, the pleasure rushing through me. I was so glad I had surrendered to the lesbian temptation God had put in my life. I didn't regret being weak.

It felt too good.

“Mrs. Beringer!” I gasped. “Drink my pussy cream!”

Jenna's lips popped off. “Yeah, you wild MILF, lick that twat. Mmm, you fucking love it! You're drinking that barely legal cream. Mmm, and you're married. That's hot.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, trembling as the hot MILF devoured my cream, her tongue licking over my hymen.

My pleasure hit that wild peak. I quivered there, my face scrunching up in delight. I hovered there, my mind bursting with ideas. I glanced at Jenna. She fingered her cunt. Was she wearing panties under her skirt, or had she thrust them to the side?

“Want to get your pussy eaten, Jenna?” I asked, coming down.

She smiled at me.

“Mrs. Beringer, you are going to eat Jenna's cunt out while kneeling, ready for me to fuck your pussy with the strap-on.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. “I'll eat her pussy. I'll lick her cunt like it's yours.”

“Fucking hell,” Jenna groaned. She ripped her hand out and then hauled up her skirt. She had a purple thong on underneath, shoved aside to expose her thick labia. They were shaved and dripping. She had a spider web tattoo on her pubic mound. She sank to the floor, spread her legs, and purred, “Devour me, MILF! I want to feel those married lips on my cunt. When you kiss your husband tonight, he'll taste my pussy!”

“Yes!” I groaned.

Mrs. Beringer turned, her big tits swaying. The MILF-slave didn't even hesitate to bury her face into the salesgirl's pussy. She just went to town on Jenna's cunt, black hair spread over pale thighs. Jenna gasped, her round tits jiggling in her belly shirt. She shoved that up, her tits spilling out, plump and gorgeous.

I watched the sight as I tore into the packaging for the strap-on. A flesh-like dildo, thick and long, dumped out. It had fake balls and a pink-painted tip. Then came a black, vinyl harness. I looked on the back. It had basic instructions.

I shoved the dildo through a slit in the front of the harness, the balls helping to hold it in place. Then I stepped into it. The fake cock bobbed before me. The vinyl slid up my slender legs as I watched Mrs. Beringer's plump ass waving back and forth. My cunt clenched, my pussy dripping with juices. I wanted to fuck her so hard.

I pulled the harness over my rump. It stretched tight about my waist, holding the strap-on just over my clit. It pressed right against the base. I loved the feel of it. I fell to my knees and aimed it right at the MILF's married cunt.

I pushed it against her vulva. “Mmm, how badly do you want this fucking into your pussy, slave?”

“So much, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, her voice muffled by hot cunt.

“Fuck her!” gasped the salesgirl. “Ram that big, fake dick into her pussy. Ooh, she's eating mine. She's got her tongue wiggling around in me. She loves cunt.”

“I do,” the MILF moaned. “Please, please, fuck me, Mistress Sarah. My slutty, married cunt needs to be pounded by you.”

I thrust.

I watched in delight as her black curls slid up the shaft. Her pussy lips swallowed it. The base pushed on my clit. Sparks flared from my throbbing nub. It felt incredible. I groaned as more and more of my shaft vanished in her. Then I bottomed out.

I grabbed her hips, holding tight as I drew back. It felt a little awkward, a new motion, but I wasn't about to let anything stop me from slamming into her cunt and fucking her hard. I would pound her with my hard strokes.

Just fuck her silly.

I thrust away at her. I buried to the hilt in her cunt. I drove the dildo in and out of her pussy, getting used to the rhythm. She moaned into Jenna's cunt. Mrs. Beringer's butt-cheeks rippled from the impact of my crotch against her bubbly butt.

“Oh, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Ooh, that's good. You like that, don't you?”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned. “It's so good, Mistress. Yes, yes, I love it. The dildo's bigger than my husband.”

“Poor you,” groaned Jenna. “No wonder you let that hot, young thing seduce you.”

“My mistress is so sexy!” groaned Mrs. Beringer.” It was so hot when she licked my butthole.”

“It was!” I gasped.

My little titties jiggled as I thrust into her. I stared down my body at her booty. Her butt-cheeks rippled. I parted them and saw her asshole a few inches above her pussy. I remembered how hot it had been to eat her asshole out.

I spat on her butthole. The spittle splashed on the side of her butt-cheek and dribbled down to her hole. I shuddered at the spit gleaming there as I thrust forward. I fucked into her pussy hard, my clit bursting with delight.

I had to do it.

I ripped the dildo out of her cunt. She moaned her disappointment, her head moving as she lapped at Jenna's cunt. I shifted my aim, pushed the tip of the dildo right against her asshole, and thrust into her bowels.

“Mistress Sarah!” she squealed as her anal ring widened to swallow the pussy-lubed dildo.

The pressure on my clit was incredible as her asshole resisted the toy. I pushed harder, my bud bursting with sparks. My orgasm swelled and swelled. I groaned and then gasped as the dildo popped into her asshole.

“Oh, my Lord, Mistress Sarah!” she groaned as I sank more and more of the fleshy shaft into her asshole. “Mistress Sarah! You're in my butt!”

“Oh, god, fuck her ass!” gasped Jenna, her hands kneading her tits.

I winked at her as I bottomed out in the MILF's asshole. I drew back, smiling as I sodomized the preacher's wife. This depraved delight surged through me as I slammed back into her bowels. My clit throbbed, spilling delight through my body.

She moaned into Jenna's pussy as I slammed into her butthole. I fucked Mrs. Beringer hard. She whimpered and moaned, still eating the salesgirl. I could hear the naughty licking and lapping as I fucked away at her asshole. My pussy drank in the pressure on my clit. My orgasm swelled.

My hand slid down her sides. I shoved up beneath her sides to find her heavy breasts. I gripped those as I rammed my dildo into her asshole. I sodomized her right here in the store. I glanced at the door, aching for someone to enter and witness her lesbian submission to me.

“You're mine, Mrs. Beringer!” I gasped.

“Yours!” she moaned. “Oh, Mistress, I'm going to cum from being sodomized by you! I love it! I love it up the ass!”

“Mmm, an anal slut!” moaned Jenna. “Oh, god, this is fucking hot! Yes, yes! Fuck!”

The salesgirl bucked, the look of delight blazing across her features. Her face twisted with the unmistakable delight of her orgasm. Mrs. Beringer had made the salesgirl cum hard. Such pride surged in me at the skill of my lesbian-slave.

“That's it,” I gasped. “Lick that pussy cream up, you naughty wife! You're such a lezzie slut now, Mrs. Beringer!”

“I am!” she moaned. “Oh, Mistress Sarah! Yes! Yes! I'm cumming!”

I gasped as hot juices splashed on my thigh. They squirted from her cunt. A spicy musk filled the air. A wonderful aroma that teased my nostrils. I breathed it in as I slammed into her asshole. My pussy clenched, my own climax building.

My small titties quivered as I fucked Mrs. Beringer's asshole. I pounded her as she moaned into Jenna's pussy. The salesgirl bucked a final time and then collapsed. Mrs. Beringer lifted her head and pushed up on her arms, kneeling like a bitch now. She threw a wild look over her shoulder.

Brown eyes shining with passion. Lips coated in juices. “Mistress Sarah!” she howled. “Oh, Lord, yes! I love it! I love your dildo reaming my asshole.”

“You wicked MILF!” I groaned, plowing into her depths. “You love it.”

“I do!”

I slammed into her asshole. My clit burst with pleasure. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Pussy cream gushed down my thighs. Hot waves of delight that shot down my flesh. I groaned, riding that wicked surf. Ecstasy bathed my mind. I gripped her tits. I kneaded them as my pleasure rippled through me.

I whimpered and moaned. I savored this passion drowning my mind. It was exquisite. I loved every second of it. I hovered there, my head swaying from side to side. I groaned, the pleasure drowning my mind. It was wonderful to feel. I bit my lip, savoring every second of this bliss.

“Oh, yes, yes, that's it,” I groaned, my tits jiggling. “Mmm, that's so good.”

I shook my head, my hair dancing around my head. I sucked in deep breaths. It was incredible to enjoy. The heat swelled through my body. My hands gripped her hips. I held her tight, juices running down my thighs. It was an amazing delight to experience.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned, my breasts rising and falling. “Oh, that's amazing. I love this new toy.”

“And there are others,” Mistress Sarah,” whimpered my MILF-slave. “You got the double-headed dildo.”

I bit my lip. I wanted to have that take my virginity, but maybe having the strap-on do it would be hot, too. What I did know was I didn't want to lose my virginity in a sex shop. Oh, no, my cherry was precious.

But...

“Lube up one end,” I said, ripping the dildo out of her asshole, my body buzzing from my orgasm. “I want it in my asshole.

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Here,” Jenna said. She grabbed a bottle from a stand on the counter. “You bought enough sex toys to get a free bottle.”

“Thanks,” my sex slave said.

As she lubed up, I stripped off the strap-on. I had that off in record time. Then I knelt down, ready to have that double-headed dildo slide into my butthole. To my delight, Jenna knelt before me. She had pulled off her thong. Her shaved pussy was right there, smelling so sweet.

I didn't hesitate to press my face into her vulva and lick at her yummy cunt. It wasn't MILF pussy, but I was too horny to care. She groaned as I licked and lapped at her, my butthole tingling. What would this feel like?

The end of the lubed toy pressed into my butt-crack and against my asshole. I groaned as my sex slave pushed it against my anal ring. I groaned into Jenna's pussy as my asshole widened and widened. It swallowed the slick end of the tube. This burning heat rippled through my bowels. A strange sensation.

“Oh, gosh, that's good,” I moaned into Jenna's pussy.

“Ooh, Mistress, your asshole swallowing it all,” groaned my sex slave. “That's hot. Now I just have to turn around.”

The toy wiggled around in my asshole. I groaned at the stimulation, my tongue sliding over silky pussy. Then the preacher's wife moaned. The dildo pushed deeper into my bowels. A few inches of velvety stimulation that melt delight down to my cunt. Mrs. Beringer groaned.

Her plump rump pressed into my ass. I shuddered, knowing she had every other inch of that toy in her pussy. She rocked forward, the toy hardly moving in my tight bowels. She groaned and slammed back, fucking her married cunt down the toy.

“Oh, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, her butt-cheeks smacking into my rump over and over again. “This feels so good. I saw this in a porn. The girls looked like they were having so much fun.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, the dildo shifting a few inches in me.

Enough to stimulate me.

I licked and lapped at Jenna's cunt as I savored the heat burning in my bowel. It melted down to my virgin pussy, feeding another growing orgasm. I groaned, swirling my tongue around Jenna's twat. I loved her sweet cream. Her juices dripped down my chin.

Mrs. Beringer fucked her cunt faster and faster up and down the dildo. Our butt-cheeks slapped together. The stinging sound echoed through the sex shop. I shuddered, my toes curling. I whimpered, savoring this naughty delight.

Then, to my delight, she pulled the toy out of my asshole a lot on the next slide, my bowels loosening up. The friction was incredible. Then she slammed it back into me. I groaned as the heat, reveling in the rapture swelling in me.

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Beringer!” I moaned into Jenna's cunt. “Mmm, fuck that dildo in and out of my asshole.”

“If I grip real hard, I can do this!” she moaned, sliding the dildo out of my bowels again and then slamming back into me. I groaned at the smack of her ass on mine, the dildo burying to the hilt in me. “It feels so good.”

She stimulated me. Most times, she drew it out of my bowels and fucked me with it. I groaned, savoring every minute of it. My body shuddered. This wonderful heat rushed through me. I whimpered, wiggling my hips from side to side, stirring that naughty toy up in my cunt.

My orgasm built and built. I hurtled closer and closer to cumming. I savored the naughty toy plundering my bowels. She drove that dildo deep into me. Hard. She buried it to the hilt in me over and over again.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, that delicious dildo burying to the hilt in my bowels. “Oh, gosh, I'm going to cum.”

“Me, fucking, too!” Jenna moaned, rubbing her thick pussy lips into my mouth. “Oh, Sarah, you love cunt.”

“I do!” I moaned and thrust my tongue into the salesgirl's depths.

Mrs. Beringer slammed her ass back into me. She fucked me hard. I loved the plump impact of her rump on me as she drove that dildo deep into my bowels. My toes curled. I came closer and closer to erupting. I quivered there, on the edge of that wild orgasm that would consume me.

“Mistress Sarah!” whimpered the preacher's wife. “Oh, my pussy is melting around this toy!”

“Good!” I groaned.

She slammed back into me. She drove the dildo deep into my bowels. Her plump butt-cheeks smacked into my cute rush again. I gasped as that shaft driving into me. I moaned into Jenna's sweet cunt. Then I kissed down to her clit and sucked on it.

As Mrs. Beringer rocked forward, she pulled the dildo with her. The friction in my asshole felt amazing. That velvety delight blazed through me. It melted down to my cunt. My pussy clenched. I moaned around Jenna's clit, on the verge of cumming.

“Oh, fuck, Sarah!” gasped Jenna. “You naughty slut! Yes!”

Her pussy cream gushed out of her cunt. That sweet cream bathed my hungry mouth. I reveled in this lesbian treat. I licked and lapped at her. I devoured that amazing delight as Mrs. Beringer slammed her married ass back at me.

She drove the dildo to the hilt in my bowls.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I squealed. Came.

My bowels writhed around that thick shaft buried in me. My rump wiggled against Mrs. Beringer's ass. My juices gushed out of my convulsing cunt, splashing my MILF. I drank up the sweet flood from Jenna as the rapture burned through me.

The flames of lesbian ecstasy burned through my mind. I quivered there in delight. I shuddered, my toes curling. The fires consumed my thoughts. I blazed in rapture. It was incredible. I loved being a lesbian. I would never be ashamed of this delight.

And I would make a harem of submissive, lesbian MILFs.

“Oh, Mistress Sarah, yes!” gasped my preacher's wife, her hips wiggling, rubbing her ass in circles against mine, stirring the dildo around in my asshole. “I'm cumming!”

She joined us. Her hot juices splashed my shaved cunt. She bathed me in her married passion. I savored it, nursing on Jenna's cream. My flames burned hotter. My thoughts blazed with so much ecstasy.

I quivered there, savoring being a lesbian and playing with all those fun toys. My orgasm passed. Jenna crawled away from me while I rubbed my tush into my MILF-slave's ass. I shuddered, so glad I owned my preacher's wife.

I would own more.

*   *   *

Dear diary,

I just got back from Braham and buying sex toys!! We had so much fun playing with them and Jenna. It was a shame that no one walked in on us. But Jenna promised to give us a discount next time, so long as we played with her.

I told her we would and I promised to come back with more MILFs.

I know, I know. I'm going to seduce more MILFs. I'm so excited. I'm so glad I can tell you about my plans. G-d must be so disappointed in me, but I don't care. I'm a lesbian. I love pussy. MILF pussy. And I have to have more.

I had classes tomorrow. Watch out Ms. Keighley, I'm coming for that sexy, MILF body. Ooh, you are so sexy with those hot glasses. I'll show you my poetry. With my tongue.

I can't believe I wrote that! Ooh, I have to go. Dinner.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Hot MILF Professor's Lezzie Delight!

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


Sneak Preview of “MILF's Lesbian Discovery”

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

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

I licked my lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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